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THE COMEBY OF EBBOBS. 


First printed in the folio of 1623 — It wonld appear that this pfay was acted 
at Gray’s Inn in December 1594 , for the following notice m the Gesta Giay~ 
orum* can hardly be referred to any other piece , “ After such sports, ca Co- 
medy of Errors (hke to Plautus his Menechmus) was playfd by the players * 
so that night was begun, and oontmued to the end, in nothing but con\p.jion 
and eirors; whereupon it was ever afterwards called The Night of Errors 
p. 22, ed. 1688. The second notice of it is in Meres’s Falladis Tamia^ &c. 
1598, where it is mentioned as Shakespeare’s ^^E'iiors'^ (see the Memoir of 
Shakespeare), — The Comedy of Errors is evidently one of our author’s ear- 
liest contributions to the stage. “ The only note of time that occuf’S in this 
play is found in the following passage [act iii. sc. 2] ; 

* AnU S, Where France ? 

Dro. 8, In her forehead; armed and reverted, makmg war against her 
hairJ* 

I have no doubt that an equivoque [first pointed out by Theobald ad IJ] was 
here intended, and that, beside the obvious sense, an allusion was intended 
to King Henry IV. the heir of France, concerning whose succession to the 
throne there was a civil war in that country, from August 1589, when his 
father was assassinated, for several years. Hem^y, after struggling long 
against the power and force of the League, extricated himself from all his 
difficulties by embracing the Boman Catholic religion at St. Denis, on Sunday 
the 25th of duly 1693, and was crowned King of France in Feb. 1594 ; I 
therefore imagme this play was written before that period [written in 1592], 
In 1591 Lord Essex was sent with 4000 troops to the French King’s assist- 
ance, and his brother Walter was killed before Bouen in Normandy. From 
that time tiH Henry vras peaceably settled on the throne, many bodies of 
troops were sent by Queen Elizabeth to his aid : so that his situation must 
then have been a matter of notoriety, and a subject of conversation in Eng- 
land. .... I formerly supposed that it [The Comedy ofErwis] could not 
have been written till 1596, because the translation of the Mencschmi of Plau- 
tus [by W. W., i. e. Wfiliam Warner], from which the plot appears to have 
been taken, was not published tiU 1595. But on a more attentive examination 
of that translation, I find that Shakespeare might have seen it before publica- 
tion ; for from the printer’s advertisement to the reader, it appears that, for 
some rime before, it had been handed about in Ms. among the translator’s 
friends.” Malone’s Life of Shakesj^mre, p 321, In another place the same 
commentator remarks ; “It has been said that Shakespeai’e has not taken a 
single name, line, or word, from the translated Menceclmi of Plautus , which 
may be literally true, but is not easily reconcilable to an observation made 
by^ Mr. Steevens, in which he seems to think that our author’s 'description of 

^ * <??*, The of the Mtgh and Trxnm^ Umrp Prince of Purrootef 

Arc^-JMe of StapuHa and Prrmrdtat Puke of Bigh mi4 Mther Molbomt Marqmfos Piles 
nhd Tottenham^ Count Paiaune of Moomshuty and Clerhenwelh Cteat Zord oj Cantons of 
SentUh-^Tpimi Paddington and KnighisdrrMge^ Entght of the most Mmo, cat Or^r of 
% ^verugn of tlw tSame} Mo Emmd and Pted^ A,P. tm, Togedm' w%th A 

Sfmqm, m U was presented (hgSPs B^hnesfs Commani)f4r the MnienammntofQ. Elist^^edi; ' 
mgh l^e Noises of both Cmi U, wm pi mm dim&L ' londmh de. 1€SS, €to* 
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tlie cheating mount ehanks and pretended conjurers who infested Epidamnum 
[see the concludmg speech of act i.] was taken from thence. The truth, how 
eyer, is, that^i© had n^ occasion to consult Warner’s translation of the Me- 
ncschmi for this or any other purpose ; for it is extremely probable that he 
was furnished'’with the fable of the present comedy by a play on a similar 
subject, from which he might have derived the very descnption above alluded 
to , an-d there also he might have found the designations of sw rectus and 
erraticus, of which iSome traces are exhibited in the original copy of this play. 
[In jljie foho of 1623, act i. sc. 2, we have ‘‘Enter Antiphohs E/ Dies,” i. e. 
Antiphplus of Syracuse (again m act li sc 2, “Enter Antipholis E?Toi?s”j, 
and in |bct ii. sc. 1, “ Enter Adnana, wife to Antipholis Seieptus,'" i e Anti- 
pholus of Ephesus.] Of this piece no mention is made in any dramatic history 
that I have seen, nor in any of the fugitive pamphlets of ancient days , but 
the notice "concerning it which I discovered not long after my former edition 
of these plays was published, furnishes us with decisive evidence on this sub- 
ject ; for the piece in question was acted before Queen Elizabeth m the year 
1576-7, when our poet was in his thirteenth year. In the Historical Account 
of the English Stage [by Malone] may be found a list of the various perform- 
ances exhibited before her Majesty during the Chnetmas festivities of the 
year above mentioned, among which is the following piece • 

‘ The Historic of Error ^ shewn at Hampton Couiii on New yeres daie at 
night [1576-7], enacted by the children of Pawlcs.’ [See Malone’s Shake- 
speare, by Boswell, vol. m. 387.] 

As the ch’amas acted by the smging boys of St. Paul’s Cathedi’al were gener- 
ally founded on classical stones, it may be presumed that this ancient piece 
was m a good measure founded on the comedy of Plautus ; and doubtless 
thus the fable was transmitted to Shakespeare.” PieUm, Eemarhs on The 
Comedy of Eirors, The same piece was played at Windsor on Twelfth-Nighfc 
1582-3; “A Historic ofEcirar [read A Hhtorie of Error'll shewed before her 
at Wyndesor, on Twelf ’daie at night, enacted by the Lord Chamher- 
laynes servaunts,” &c. : see Malone’s Shakespeare^ by Boswell, ’vol. lii. i06. 
{Waiter’s translation of the Men^cchmi is repiintcd by Steevens among Si i 
Old Plays on which Shakespeare founded^ &c., 1779.) 



DEAMATIS PEBSON^ 


SoLiNUS, duke of Epkesus. 

-3Egeon, a merchant of Syracuse. 

Antipholtjs* of Epliesus, ) twin ‘brothers, and sons to iSgeon 
Antipholus of Syracuse, j and iEmilia 
Deomio of Ephesus, 1 twin brothers, and attendants on the two 
Eromio of Syracuse, J Antipholuses. 

Balthazas, a merchant. 

Angelo, a goldsmith. 

First Merchant, friend to Antipholus of Syracuse. 

Second Merchant, to whom Angelo is a debtor. 

Finch, a schoolmaster. 

^Emilia, wife to .aSgeon, an abbess at E|)hesus 
Adeiana, w-ife to Antipholus of Epliesus. 

Bucuna, her sister. 

Luce, servant to Adriana 
A Courtezan. 

G-aoler, Officers, and other Attendants. 

Scene — Ephesm, 


* la the foho this name is spelt hotU “ Antipholis” and Aatipho^ns.” I may notice 
that the only form m ancient authors is AntipMlus*’ 
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ACT I. 

Scene I, A hall in the Duke’s palace. 

Ente^^ Duke, ^geon, Gaoler, Officers, and other Attendants. 

Mge. Proceed, Solinus, to procure my fall, 

And by the doom of death end woes and all. 

Duke. Merchant of Syracusa, plead no more ; 

I am not partial to infringe onr laws : 

The enmity and discord which of late 
Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your duke 
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen, — 

Who, wanting guilders to redeem their lives; 

Have seal’d his rigorous* statutes with their bloods, — 
Excludes all pity from our threatening looks. 

For, since the mortal and intestine jars 
’Twixt thy seditious countrymen and us, 

It hath in solemn synods been decreed, 

Both by the Syracusians and oux’selves, 

T’ admit no traffic to our adverse towns : 

Nay, more, if any born at Ephesus 
Be seen at Syracusian marts and fairs ; 

Again, if any Syracusian bom^^ 

Gome to the bay of Ephesus, he dies, 

His xroods confiscate to the duke^s dispose ; 

Unless a thousand marks be levied, 

To <3[uit the penalty and ransom him/®^ 

Thy substance, valu’d at the highest rate, 

Cannot amount unto a hundred marks ; 

Therefore by law tbon art condemn’d to die. 
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[act I 


Mge, Yet this my comfort/®^ — when your words are done 
My woes end likewise with the evening sun. 

Duke, Well, Syracusian, say, in brief, fee cauge 
Why thou departed’st from thy native^ home, 

And for what cause thou cam’st to Ephesus. 

^ge, A heavier task could not have been impos’d 
Than I to speak my griefs unspeakable : 

Yet, that the world may witness that my end 
Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence, 

111 utter what my sorrow gives me leave. 

In Syracusa was I born ; and wed 
Unto a woman, happy but for me, 

And by me too,^^^ had not our hap been bad. 

With her I liv’d in joy ; our wealth increas’d 
By prosperous voyages I often made 
To Epidamnum; till my factor’s death, 

And the great care of goods at random left,^^^ 

Drew me from kind embracements of my spouse : 

From whom my absence was not Six months old, 

Before herself — almost at fainting under 
The pleasing punishment that women bear — 

Had made provision for her following me, 

And soon and safSe arrived where I was. 

There had she not been long but she became 
A joyful mother of two goodly sons ; 

And, which was strange, the one so like the other 
As could not be distinguish’d but by names. 

That very hour, and in the self-same inn, 

A meaner woman^^^ was delivered 
Of such a burden, male twins, both alike : 

Those, for their parents were exceeding poor, 

I bought, and brought up to attend my sons. 

My wife, not meanly proud of two such boys, 

Made daily motions for our home return : 

Unwilling I agreed. Alas, too soon 
We came aboard ! 

A league from Epidamnum had we sail’d, 

Before the always-wind -obeying deep 
Gave any tragic instance of our harm : 

Bat longer d^d we ti&i retain much'hope ; 
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For what obscured light the heavens did grant 
Did but convey unto our fearful minds 
A doubtful warraftt of immediate death ; 

Which thopigh myself would gladly^^’ have embrac’d, 

Yet the incessant weepings of my wife, 

Weeping before for what she saw must come, 

And piteous plainings of the pretty babes, 

Tblit mourn’d for fashion, ignorant what to fear, 

Forc’d me to seek delays for them and me. 

And Ihis^^^ it was, — for other means was none : — 

The sailors sought for safety by our boat, 

And left the ship, then sinking-ripe, to us : 

My wife, more careful for the latter-born, 

Had fasten’d him unto a small spare mast. 

Such as seafaring men provide for storms ; 

To him one of the other twins was bound, 

Whilst I had been like heedful of the other : 

The children thus dispos’d, my wufe and I, 

Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fix’d, 

Fasten’d ourselves at either end the mast ; 

And floating straight, obedient to the stream, 

Were carried towards Corinth, as w^e thought. 

At length the sun, gazing upon the earth, 

Dispers’d those vapours that offended us ; 

And, by the benefit of his wish’d light, 

The seas wax’d calm, and we discovered 
Two ships from far making amain to us. 

Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this : 

But ere they came, — 0, let me say no more ! 

Gather the sequel by that went before. 

D^de, Nay, forward, old man ; do not break off so ; 

For we may pity, though not pardon thee. 

JEge, 0, had the gods done so, I had not now 
Worthily term’d them merciless to us ! 

Fot*- ere the ships could meet by twice five leagues, 

We were encounter’d by a mighty rock ; 

YThich being violently borne upon, 

Our helpful ship^^^ was spKtted in the midst ; 

So that, in this unjust divorce of us, 

Fortune had left to both of us alike 
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What to delight in, what to sorrow for. 

Her part, poor soul ! seeming as hardened 
With lesser weight, hat not with lesser woe? 

Was carried with more speed before the wind ; 

And in oar sight they three were taken up 
By fishermen of Corinth, as we thought. 

At length, the other^^^^ ship had seiz’d on ns ; 

And, kno\\ing whom it was their hap to save, 

Gave healthful welcome to then shipwreck’d guests ; 
And would have reft the fishers of their prey, 

Had not their hark been very slow of sail, 

And therefore homeward did they bend their coarse. — 
Thus have you heard me sever’d from my bliss ; 

That by misfortune^^^^ was my life prolong’d, 

To tell sad stories of my own mishaps. 

Dw/tc. And, for the sake of them thou sorrow’st for, 
Do me the favour to dilate at full 
\That hath befall’n of them and thee^®^ till now. 

jEye. My youngest boy, and yet my eldest care, 

At eighteen years became inquisitive 
After his brother ; and importun’d me 
That his attendant — for^^^ his case was like, 

R-offc of his bmther, but retain’d his name — 

Might bear him company in the quest .of him : 

WTiom whilst I labour’d of a love to see, 

I hazarded the loss of "whom I lov’d. 

Five summers have I spent in furthest Greece, 

Roaming clean through the bounds of Asia, 

Aiul, coasting homeward, came to Ephesus ; 

Hopeless to find, yet loth to leave unsought 
Or that, or any place that harbours men. 

But here must end the story of my life ; 

And happy were I in my timely death, 

Cquld all my travels warrant me they live, 

Duke. Hapless ^Egeon, w^hom the fates have mark’d 
To bear th’ extremity of dire mishap ! 

Now, trust me, were it not against our laws, 

^Against my, crown, my oath, my dignity, — 
l>Tbich princes, would they, may not disannul, — 
My#Boul shouW sue as Mvocate'for thee. 
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But, though thou art adjudged to the death, 

And passed sentence may not be recall’d 
But to ow honou'/’s great disparagement, 

Yet will I faTOur thee in what I can. 

Therefore, merchant, I’ll limit thee this day 

To s«ek thy life by beneficial help 

Try all the friends thou hast in Ephesus ; 

Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the sum, 

And liye ; if not,^^®^ then thou art doom’d to die. — 

Gaoler, now take him to thy custody 
Gaol. I will, my lord. 

JBlge. Hopeless and helpless doth ^geon wend, 

But to procrastinate his lifeless end. [ExeimL 


Scene H, The Mart. 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse, Dromio of Syracuse, and First 
Merchant. 

First Mer. Therefore give out you are of Epidamnum, 
Lest that your goods too soon be confiscate. 

This very day a Syracusian merchant 
Is apprehended for arrival here ; 

And, not being able to buy out his life, 

According to the statute of the town, 

Dies ere the weary sun set in the west. 

There is your money that I had to keep. 

Ant S. Go bear it to the Centaur, where we host, 

And stay there, Dromio, till I come to thee. 

Within this hour it will be dinner-time ; 

Till that, I’ll view the manners of the town, 

Peruse the traders, gaze upon the buildings, 

And then return, and sleep within mine inn ; 

For with long travel I ani stiff and weary. 

Get thee away. 

Dro, S. Many a man would take you at your word, 

And go indeed, having so good a mean, [Edit. 

Ant. S. A trusty villain, sir ; that very oft, 

Wbm I am dull with care and melancholy, 

Lightens my humour with his merry jests. 
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[ACT I, 


What, will yon walk with me about the town, 

And then go to my inn, and dine with me ? 

First Me)\ I am invited, sir, to certain merchants. 

Of whom I hope to make much benefit ; 

I crave your pardon. Soon at five o’clock, 

Please you. I’ll meet with you upon the mart, 

And afterward consort you^’'^ till bed-time : 

My present business calls me from you now. 

AnL 8. Farewell till then : I will go lose myself. 

And wander up and down to view the city. 

First Mer. Sir, T commend you to your own content. 

[Exit. 

Ant, S. He that commends me to mine own content 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 

I to the world am like a drop of w^ater, 

That in the ocean seeks another drop ; 

Who, falling there to find his fellow forth. 

Unseen, inquisitive, confounds himself ; 

So I, to find a mother and a brother, 

In quest of them, unhappy, lose myself. — 

Here comes the almanac of my true date. 

Fnfer Dbomio of Ephesus. 

What now ? how chance thou art return’d so soon ? 

Dro. E. EetUrn’d so soon ! rather approach’d too late : 
The capon bums, the pig falls from the spit ; 

The clock hath striicken twelve upon the bell, — 

My mistress made it one upon my cheek : 

She is so hot, because the meat is cold ,• 

The meat is cold, because you come not home ; 

You come not home, because yon have no stomach ; 

Y"ou have no stomach, having broke ^’'our fast ; 

But we, that know w^hat ’tis to fast and pray,. 

Are penitent for your default to-day, 

Ant S. Stop in your wind, sir : tell me this, I pray,^ — 
WTiere have you left the money that I gave you? 

E. 0, — sixpence, that I had o’ Wednesday last 
To pay the saddler for my mistress’ crupper 
The saddler had it, sir ; I kept it not. 

Ant 8. A am not in a sportive humour now : 
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Tell me, and dally not, where is the money ? 

We being strangers here, how dar’st thou trust 
So great charge from thine own custody ? 

Dro. JS. I pray you, jest, sir, as you sit at dinner : 

I from my mistress come to you in post ; 

If I return, I shall be post indeed. 

For she will score your fault upon my pate. 

M§thinks your maw, like mine, should be your clock, 

And strike you home without a messenger. 

Ant S, Come, Dromio, come, these jests are out of season ; 
Reserve them till a merrier hour than this. 

Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee ? 

Dro. E. To me, sir ! why, you gave no gold to me. 

Ant. S. Come on, sir knave, have done your foolishness, 
And tell me how thou hast dispos’d thy charge. 

Dro. E. My charge was but to fetch you from the mart 
Home to your house, the Phoenix, sir, to dinner : 

My mistress and her sister stay for you. 

Ant. S. Now, as I am a Christian, answer me, 

In what safe place you have bestow’d my money ; 

Or I shall break that merry sconce of yours, 

That stands on tricks when I am undispos’d : 

Where is the thousand marks thou hadst of me ? 

Dro. E, 1 have some marks of yours upon my pate, 

Some of my mistress’ marks upon my shoulders ; 

But not a thousand marks between you both. 

If I should pay your worship those again, 

Perchance you will not bear them patiently. 

Ant. S. Thy mistress’ marks ! what mistress, slave, hast 
thou ? 

Dro. E. Your worship’s wife, my mistress at the Phoenix; 
She that doth fast till you come home to dinnei*, 

And prays that you will hie you home to dinner. 

Afit. S. What, wilt thou flout me thus unto my face, 
Being forbid ? There, take you that, sir knave. 

iBeatmg him. 

Dro. E. What mean you^ sir ? for God's sake, hold your 
hands ! 

Nay, an you will not, sir, I’D take my heels. [JSxif. 

Ant S. Upon my life, by some device or other 
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[act ir. 


ache villain is o’er-raught of all my money. 

They say this town is fall of cozenage ; 

As, nimble jugglers that deceive the eye, 

Dark- working sorcerers that change the mind, 

Sonl-Mlling witches that deform the body. 

Disguised cheaters, prating mountebanks, 

And many such-like liberties of sin 
If it prove so, I will be gone the sooner. 

Ill to the Centaur, to go seek this slave : 

I greatly fear my money is not safe. [Exit. 


ACT 11. 

Scene I. Before the house of Aoth^holtjs of Ephesus. 

Enter Abeiaka md Luciana. 

Adr. Neither my husband nor the slave return'd, 
That in such haste I sent to seek his master ! 

Sure, Litciana, it is two o'clock. 

Lite, Perhaps some merchant hathumited him, 

And from the mart he's somewhere gone to dinner. 

Good sister, let us dine, and never frei : 

A man is master of hia liberty : 

Time is their master ; and when they see time, 

I’heyll go or come : if so, be patient, sister. 

Adi\ Why should their h])erty than ours be more ? 
Lnc, Because their business still lies out o' door. 
Adr. Look, when I ser’ve him so, he takes it 01/-*^^ 
Lac, 0, know he is the bridle of your will. 

. Adr, There's none but asses will be bridled so. 

Luc* "RTjy, headstrong liberty is lash’d with woe. 
I’hero’s nothing situate under hoaven’s eye 
But hath his bound, in earth, in sea, in sky ; 

The beasts, the fishes, and the wingM fowls, 

Are their males' subjects and at their controls : 

Bleu, more divine, 'the masters of all these, 
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Lards’‘^^^ of the wide world and wild watery seas, 

Indu’d with intei^ectual sense and souls, 

Of more pl^e-eminence than fish and fowls, 

Are masters to their females and their lords : 

Then let your will attend on their accords. 

Adr, This servitude makes you to keep unwed. 

Liic, Not this, but troubles of the marriage-bed. 

Adr. But, were you wedded, you would bear some sway. 
Luc. Ere I learn love, 111 practise to obey. 

Adr. How if your husband start some otherwhere 9 
Luc. Till he come home again, I would forbear. 

Adr. Patience unmov’d, no marvel though she pause ; 
They can be meek that have no other cause. 

A wretched soul, bruis’d with adversity, 

We bid be quiet when we hear it cry; 

But were we burden’d with like vreight of pain, 

As much, or more, we should ourselves complain ; 

So thou, that hast no unkind mate to grieve thee, 

With urging helpless patience wouldst relieve me ; 

But, if thou live to see like right bereft, 

This fool-begg’d patience in thee will bo loft. 

Luc. Well, I will marry one day, but to try. — 

Here comes your man ; now^ is your husband nigh. 

Enter Dromio of Ephesus. 

Adr. Say, is your tardy master now at liand 9 
Dro. E. Nay, he’s at two hands with me, and that my 
two ears can witness. 

Adr. Say, didst thou speak with him 9 know’st thou his 
mind? 

Dro. E. Ay, ay, he told his mind upon mine ear ; 
Beshrew his hand, I scarce could understand it. 

Luc. Spake he so doubtfully, thou couldst not feel his 
meaning 9 

Dro. E. Nay, he struck so plainly, I could too well feel 
Ms blows ; and withal so doubtfully, that I could scarce un- 
derstand them. 

Adr. But say, I prithee, is he coming home ? 

It seems he hath great care to please his wife. 

Dro. E. Why, mistress, sure my master is4iom-mad* 
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fACT II. 


A(h\ Horn-madj thou villain ! 

E. I mean nc% cuckold-mad ; 

But, sure, he is stark mad. 

When I desir’d him to come home to dinner, 

He ask’d me for a thousand^^^^ marks in gold : 

** ’Tis dinner-time,” quoth I ; My gold,” quo^ he 
Your meat doth burn,” quoth I ; ‘‘My gold,” quoth he : 
Will you come home quoth I ; “My gold,” quoth £e ; 
Where is the thousand marks I gave thee, villain ?” ^ 

“ The pig,” quoth I, “ is burn’d “ My gold,” quoth he : 

My mistress, sir,” quoth I; “ Hang up thy mistress ! 

I know not thy mistress ; out on thy mistress !” 

Luc. Quoth who ‘? 

Dro. E. Quoth my master : 

know,” quoth he, ‘‘no house, no wife, no mistress.” 

So that my errand, due unto my tongue, 

I thank him, I bear home upon my shoulders ; 

For, in conclusion, he did beat me there. 

Adr. Go back again, thou slave, and fetch him home. 
Dro. D, Go back again, and be new beaten home ! 

For God’s sake, send some other messenger. 

Adr. Back, slave, or I will break tby pate across. 

Dro. D, And he will bless that cross with other beating : 
Between you I shall have a holy head.' 

Adt\ Hence, prating peasant ! fetch thy master home, 
Dro, D, Am I so round ivith you as you with me, 

That like a football you do spurn me thus ? 

You spurn me hence, and he will spurn me hither : 

If I last in this service, you must case me in leather. \Exit. 
Lufu Fie, how impatience low’reth in your face ! 

Adr, His company must do his minions grace, 

“Wliilst I at home starve for a merry look. 

Hath homely age th’ alluring beauty took 
From my poor cheek? then he hath wasted it : 

Are my discourses dull ? barren my wit ? 

If voluble and sharp discourse be marr’d, 

UnMndness blunts it more than marble hard : 

Do their gay vestments his affections bait ? 

not my fault, — ^he’s master of my state ; 

WTiat ruins asre in me that can: be found 
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By him not ruin*i ? then is he the ground 
Of my defeatures.|i My decayed fair 
A sunny look of his would soon repair : 

But, too uuTuly deer, he breaks the pale, 

And feeds from home ; poor I am but his stale. 

Lwc.. Self-harming jealousy, — fie, beat it hence ! 

Aclr, Unfeeling fools can with such wrongs dispense. 

I know his eye doth homage otherwhere ; 

Or else what lets it but he would be here ? 

Sister, you know he promis’d me a chain ; — 

Would that alone alone he would detain, 

So he would keep fair quarter with his bed ! 

I see the jewel best enamelled 

Will lose his beauty ; and though gold bides still, 

That others touch, yet often-touching will 
Wear gold : and so no man that hath a name, 

But falsehood and corruption doth it shame.^^®^ 

Since that my beauty cannot please his eye, 

111 weep what’s left away, and weeping die. 

Luc, How many fond fools serve mad jealousy ! [Ejcemt. 


Scene II. The Mart, 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse. 

A7it S, The gold I gave to Dromio is laid up 
Safe at the Centaur ; and the heedful slave 
Is wander’d forth, in care to seek me out. 

By computation and mine host’s report, 

I could not speak with Dromio since at first 
I sent him from the mart. — See, here he comes. 

Enter Dbomio of Syracuse. 

Hovinow, sir ! is your merry humour alter’d ? 

As you love strokes, so jest with me again. 

You know no Centaur ? you receiv’d no gold '? 
Your mistress sent to have me home to dinner ? 
My hoTuse was at the Phoenix? Wast thou mad, 
Thai thus so madly thou didst answer me ? 



IB THE COMEDY OF.EBBORS.t^ [act ii. 

Dro. S. What answer, sir? when spake^I such a word? 
Ant S. Even now, even here, not half /.h hour since. 

Dro. S, I did not see you since you sent me hSnce, 

Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me/ 

Ant S. Villain, thou didst deny the gold’s receipt, 

And told’st me of a mistress and a dinner ; 

For which, I hope, thou felt’st I was displeas’d. 

Dm. S. I’m glad to see you in this merry vein : 

What means this jest ? I pray you, master, tell me. 

Ant S, Yea, dost thou jeer and flout me in the teeth? 
Think’ St thou I jest ? Hold, take thou that, and that. 

[Beating him, 

Dro, S. Hold, sir, for God's sake ! now your jest is earnest : 
Upon what bargain do you give it me ? 

Ant, S, Because that I familiarly sometimes 
Do use you for my fool, and chat with you, 

Your saucincss will jet upon my love. 

And make a common of my serious hours.^^^^ 

When the sun shines let foolish gnats make spoi*t. 

But creep in crannies when he hides his beams. 

If you will jest with me, know my aspect, 
zlnd fashion your demeanour to my looks, 

Or I \nll beat this method in your sconce. 

Dro, S, Sconce call you it ? so you would leave battering, 
I had rather have it a head ; an you use these blows long, I 
must get a sconce for my head, and ensconce it too ; or else 
I shall seek my mi in my shoulders* But, I pray, sir, why 
am I beaten ? 

Ant, S, Dost thou not know? 

Dro, S, Nothing, sir, but that I am beaten* 

Ant 8, Shall I tell you why ? 

Dro, S, Ay, sir, and wherefore ; for they say every why 
hath a wherefore. 

^ Ant S, VTiy, first, — for flouting me; and then, where- 
fore, — 

For urging it the second time to me. 

Dm, 8, Was there ever any man thus beaten, out of season, 
When in the why and the wherefore is neither rhyme nor 
reason ? 

Well, sir, 1 thank you. 
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Ant, S. Thank me, sir ! for what ? 

Dro, S, Marr\^, sir, for this something that you gave me 
for nothing. 

Ant. S, 111 make you amends next, to give you nothing 
for something. But say, sir, is it dinner-time ? 

I/ro, S, No, sir : I think the meat wants that I have. 

Ant. 8, In good time, sir ; what’s that ? 

Dro. S. Basting. 

A7it. 8 . Well, sir, then ’twill be dry. 

Dro. 8. If it be, sir, I pray you, eat none of it. 

Ant. 8. Your reason ? 

Dro, 8. Lest it make you choleric, and purchase me an- 
other dry basting. 

Ant. 8. Well, sir, learn to jest in good time : there’s a 
time for all things, 

Dro. 8. I durst have denied that, before you were so 
choleric. 

Ant. 8. By what rule, sir ? 

Dro. 8 . Marry, sir, by a rule as plain as the plain bald 
pate of father Time himself. 

Ant. 8 . Let’s hear it. 

Dro. 8. There’s no time for a man to recover his hair 
that grows bald by nature. 

Ant. 8. May he not do it by fine and recovery ? 

Dro. 8 . Yes, to pay a fine for a periwig, and recover the 
lost hair of another man. 

Ant. 8 . Wliy is Time such a niggard of hair, being, as 
it is, so plentiful an excrement ? 

Dro, 8, Because it is a blessing that he bestows on beasts ; 
and what he hath scanted men^^^ in hair, he hath given them , 
in wit. 

Ant 8. Why, but there’s many a man hath more hair 
than wit. 

Dro. 8. Not a man of those but he hath the wit to lose 
his hair. 

%nt 8 . Why, thou didst conclude hairy men plain dealers 
without wit. 

Dro. 8. The plainer dealer, the sooner lost : yet he loseth 
it in a kind of Jollity 

Ant S. For what reason ? 


. von* n* 
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Dro. S. For two ; and sound ones too. ^ 

AnL S- Nay, not sound, I pray you. 

Dro, S. Sure ones, then. 

Ant. fif. Nay, not sure, in a thing falsing.^®^^ 

Dro. S. Certain ones, then. 

Ant. S* Name them. ^ 

Dro, S, The one, to save the money that he spends in ^ 
trimming the other, that at dinner they should not drop 
in his porridge. 

Ant. S. You would all this time hare proved there is no 
time for all things. 

Dro. S. Marry, and did, sir ; namely, no time^®®^ to re- 
cover hair lost by nature. 

Ant. S. But your reason was not substantial, why there is 
no time to recover. 

Dro. S. Thus I mend it : Time himself is bald, and there- 
fore to the world's end will have bald followers. 

Ant S. I knew 'twould be a bald conclusion : 

But, soft 1 who wafts us yonder ? 

£Jnter Abriaj^a and Luciana. 

Adr. Ay, ay, Antipholus, look strange and frown : 

Some other mistress hath thy sweet aspects ; 

I am not Adriana nor thy wife. 

The time was once when thou unurg'd wouldst vow 
That never words were music to thine ear. 

That never object pleasing in thine eye, 

That never touch well-welcome to thy hand, 

That never meat sweet-savour'd in thy taste, 

Unless I spake, or look'd, or touch'd, or carv’d to thee.^'^^ 

How comes it now, my husband, 0, how comes it, 

That thou art thus estranged from thyself 
Thyself I call it, being strange to me, 

That, undividable, incorporate, 

Am better than thy dear seif’s better part. 

Ah, do not tear away thyself from me ! 

For know, my love, as easy mayst thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gulf, 

And take unmingled thence that drop again, 

Without addition or diihiniehing, , 
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As take from me thyself, and not me too. 

How dearly wonld^it touch thee to the quick, 

Shouldst tBou but hear I were licentious, 

And that this body, consecrate to thee. 

By ruffian lust should be contaminate 1 
Woulfist^thou not spit at me and spurn at me, 

And hurl the name of husband in my face, 

AnJ tear the stain’d skin oif my harlot-brow, 

And f»*om my false hand cut the wedding-ring. 

And break it with a deep-divorcing vow ? 

I know thou canst ; and therefore see thou do it. 

I am possess’d with an adulterate blot ; 

My blood is mingled with the grime of lust 
For if we two be one, and thou play false, 

I do digest the poison of thy flesh, 

Being strumpeted by thy contagion. 

Keep, then, fair league and truce with thy true bed ; 

I live unstain’d, thou undishonoured/^^^ 

AnL Sn Plead you to me, fair dame ? I know you not : 
In Ephesus I am but two hours old. 

As strange unto your town as to your talk ; 

Who, every word by all my wit being scann’d, 

Want wit in all one word to understand. 

Lxic. Fie, brother ! how the world is chang’d with you ! 
When were you wont to use my sister thus ? 

She sent for you by Dromio home to dinner. 

Ant, S. By Dromio ! 

Dro. S. By me ! 

Adr, By thee ; and this thou didst return from him, — 
That he did buffet thee, and, in his blows, 

Denied my house for his, me for his wife. 

AnL S\ Did you converse, sir, with this gentlewoman ? 
What is the course and drift of your compact ? 

Dm. 8. I, sir ! I never saw her till this time. 

^nt S. Yillain, thou Host* for even her very words 
Djidst thou deliver to me on the mart. 

Dro. I never spake with her in all my life. 

Ant. S. How can she thus, then, call us by our names, 
Unless it be by inspiration? 

Adr^ How iB agrees it with your gravity 
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- To counterfeit thus grossly with your slave- 
Abetting him to thwart me in my mood ! 

Be it my wrong you are from me exempt, 

But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt 
Come, I will fasten on this sleeve of thine : 

Thou art an elm, my husband, — I a vine, 

Whose Tveahness, married to thy stronger^^®^ state, 

Makes me with thy strength to communicate : 

If aught possess thee from me, it is dross. 

Usurping ivy, brier, or idle moss ; 

Who, all for want of pruning, with intrusion 
Infect thy sap, and live on thy confusion. 

Ant, S. [fiside] To me she speaks; she moves me for her 
theme : 

What, was I married to her in my dream ? 

Or sleep I now, and think I hear all this ? 

"What error drives our eyes and ears amiss ? 

Until I know this sure uncertainty, 

I'll entertain the oiBEer d fallacy.^*^^^ 

Lm€, Dromio, go bid the servants spread for dinner. 

Dto, S. 0, for my beads ! I cross me for a sinner. 

This is the fairy land ; — 0 spite of spites !~‘ 

We talk with none but goblins, owls, and sprites 
If we obey them not, this will ensue, — 

They'll suck our breath, or pinch us black and blue. 

Ltic> Why prat’st thou to thyself, and answer’st not ? 
Dromio, thou drone, thou snail, thou slug, thou sot ! 

Dm, S, I am transformed, master, am not 1 
Ant, S. I think thou art in mind, and so am I. 

Dm. S. Nay, master, both in mind and in my shape. 
Atit, 8, Thou hast thine own form. 

No, I am an ape. 

Luc, If thou art chang’d to aught, ’tis to an ass. 

• ^ ^ -Dro. S, Tis true ; she rides me, and I long for grass, 

Tis so, I am an ass ; else it could never be 
But I should know her as well as she knows me. 

Ad%, Come, come, no longer will I be a fool, 

To put the finger in the eye and weep, 

WMlst man and master laugh my woes to scorn.— . 
sir, 4o dinher. — ^Dromio, keep th'e,gate.' — 
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Husband, Til din?- aboTe with you to-day, 

And shrive you of^a thousand idle pranks. — 

Sirrah, if any ask you for your master, 

Say he dine^ forth, and let no creature enter. — 

Come, sister. — Dromio, play the porter well. 

Ant. S. \a,stde] Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell ? 
•Sleeping or waking ? mad or well-advis’d ? 

Known unto these, and to myself disguis’d ! 

Ill sa 3 i as they say, and persever so, 

And in this mist at all adventures go. 

Dro. S, Master, shall I be porter at the gate ? 

Adr, Ay; 

And let none enter, lest I break your*pate. 

Lue. Come, come, Antipholus, we dine too late. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT III. 

Scene I. Before the home of Antipholus of Ephesus. 
Enter Antipholus of Ephesus, Dromio of Ephesus, Anoplo, 

' and Balthazar. 

Ant. E. Good Signior Angelo, you must excuse us 
My wife is shrewish when I keep not hours : 

Say that I lingered with you at your shop 
To see the making of her carcanet, 

And that to-morrow you will bring it home. 

But here’s a villain that would face me down 
He met me on the mart, and that I beat him, 

And charg’d him with a thousand marks in gold, 

And that I did deny my wife and house. — 

Thou drunkard, thou, what didst thou mean by this ? 

Dro. E. Say what you will, sir, but I know what I know;* 
That jou beat me at the mart, I have your hand to show : 

If the skin were parchment, and the Wows you gave w^ere ink. 
Your own handwriting would tell you what I think. * 

Ant M. I think thou art an ass. 

Dro* E. Many, so it doth appear 

By the wrongs I suffer and the hlom 1 bear. 
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I should kick, being kick’d ; and, being at that pass, 

You would keep from my heels, and bewa e of an ass. 

A 7 it E. You are sad, Signior Balthazar: pray God our 
cheer 

May answer my good will and your good welcome here ! 

Bal, I hold your dainties cheap, sir, and yoifHC welcome dear. 

Ant, E. 0, Signior Balthazar, either at flesh or fish^ 

A table full of w^elcome makes scarce one dainty dish. 

Bal, Good meat, sir, is common ; that every churl affords. 

Ant, E, A nd welcome more common ; for that’s nothing 
but ’words, 

Bal, Small cheer and great welcome makes a merry feast. 

Ant E. Ay, to a niggardly host and more sparing guest : 

But though my cates be mean, take them in good part ; 

Better cheer may you have, but not with better heart. 

But, soft ! my door is lock’d. — Go bid them let us in. 

Dro. E, Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely, Gillian, Jin ! 

Dro, S, Mome, malt-horse, capon, coxcomb, idiot, 

patch ! 

Either get thee from the door, or sit down at the hatch. 

Dost thou conjxire for wenches, that thou eall’st for such store, 

When one is one too many ? Go get thee from the door. 

Dro, E, Wliat patch is made our porter? — My master 
stays in the street, 

Dro, S. Let him walk from whence he came, lest 

he catch cold on’s feet. 

Ant. E, Who talks within there ? ho, open the door ! 

Dro, S, \withbi\ Eight, sir ; I’ll tell you when, an youll 
tell me wherefore. 

Ant, E, Wherefore ! for my dinner : I have not din’d 
to-day. 

Dro, 8, Nor to-day here you must not; come 

again when you may. 

Ant E, What art thou that keep’st me out from the 
house I owe ? 

Dm. 8. The porter for this time, sir, and my 

name is Dromio. 

Dm,. E. O villain, thou hast stoi’n both mine ofSce and 
my name ! 

The one ne'er got me credit^ the other mickle Marne. 
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If tlaou hadst beejj Dromio to-day in my place, 

Thou wouldst havf chang’d thy face for a name, or thy name 
for an 

Luce, [withinj^^^ What a coil is there ! Dromio, who are 
those at the gate 9 

Dfo. ,E, lt§t my master in, Luce, 

Luce, [withhi] Faith, no; he comes too late; 

Ana so tell your master. 

E. 0 Lord, I must laugh ! — 

Have at you with a proverb ; — Shall I set in my staff? 

Luce. [ivitJmi] Have at you with another; that’s, — 
can you tell ? 

Dro. S. IwithinJ If thy name be call’d Luce, — Luce, thou 
hast answer’d him well. 

Ant. E. Do you hear, you minion ? you'll let us in, I 
hope 

Luce. [withUi] I thought to have ask’d you. 

Dro. S. [withiii] And you said no. 

Dro. E. So, come, help : — well struck ! there was blow 
for blow. 

Ant. E. Thou baggage, let me in. 

Luce. Itvithiri] Can you tell for whose sake? 

Dro. E. Master, knock the door hard. 

Luce, [within'] Let him knock till it ache. 

Ant E. You’Jl cry for this, minion, if I beat the door 
down. 

Luce, [ivitkin] What needs all that, and a pair of stocks 
in the town ? 

Adr. Who is that at the door that keeps all this 

noise ? 

Dro. S. [within] By my troth, your town is troubled with 
unruly boys. 

Ant E. Are you there, wife ? you might have come be- 
fore. 

Adr. [within] Your wife, sir knave ! go get you from the 
door. 

Dro. E. If you went in paip, master, this knave would 
go sore. 

Ang. Hera is neither cheer, sir, nor -walcome : we would 
fain have either. 
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BaL In debating whidi was best, we sbaF part with neither. 
Dro, E. They stand at the door, mas^fer; bid them wel- 
come hither. * 

Ant, E, There is something in the wind, that we cannot 
get in. 

Dro, E. You would say so, master, if your^arments were 
thin. 

Your cake is warm within ; you stand here in the cold 
It would make a man mad as a buck, to be so bought and sold. 
Ant, E. Go fetch me something : 111 break ope the gate. 
Dro. 8, [^nitliui] Break any breaking here, and 111 break 
your knave’s pate. 

Dro. E. A man may break a word with you, sir ; and 
words are but wind ; 

Ay, and break it in your face, so he break it not behind. 

Dro. S, [within'] It seems thou want’st breaking : out 
upon thee, hind ! 

Dro. E. Here’s too much ‘^out upon thee !” I pray thee, 
let me in. 

Dro, S. [idthin] Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and 
fish have no fin. 

Ant, E, Well, 111 break in : — go borrow me a crow. 

Dro, E, A crow without feather,— master, mean you so ? 
For a fish without a fin, there’s a fowl without a feather : 

If a crow help us in, sirrah, well ifiuok a crow together. 

Ant E, Go get thee gone ; fetch me an iron crow. 

Bal, Have patience, sir ; 0, let it not be so ! 

Herein you war against your reputation, 

And draw within the compass of suspect 
Th’ unviolated honour of your wife. 

Once this, — ^your long experience of her wisdom, 

Her sober virtue, years, and modesty, 

Plead on her part some cause to you unknown ; 

And doubt not, sir, but she will well excuse 
Why at this time the doors are made against you. 

Be rul’d by me : depart in patience, 

And let us to the Tiger all to dinner ; 

And about evening come yourself alone , ' 

To know the reason of this strange restraint. 

If by strong hand you offer to break in 
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Now in the stirriitg passage of the day, 

A Yulgar comment will be made of it, 

And that supposed by the common rout 
Against your yet ungalled estimation, 

That may with foul intrusion enter in, 

-And dwell upop your grave when you are dead ; 

* For slander lives upon succession, 

For'^ever housed where it gets possession. 

E. You have prevail’d : I will depart in quiet, 

And, in despite of mirth,^^®^ mean to be merry. 

I know a wench of excellent discourse, 

Pretty and witty ; wild, and yet, too, gentle : 

There will we dine. This woman that I mean, 

My wife — but, I protest, without desert — 

Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal : 

To her will we to dinner. — Get you homo, 

And fetch the chain ; by this I know ’tis made : 

Bring it, I pray you, to the Porpentine ; 

For there’s the house : that chain will I bestow — 

Be it for nothing but to spite my wife — 

Upon mine hostess there : good sir, make haste. 

Since mine owm doors refuse to entertain me, 

I’ll knock elsewhere, to see if they’ll disdain me. 

Ang. I’ll meet you at that place some hour hence. 

Ant, E, Do so. This jest shall cost me some expense. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter, from the Iwttse, Luciana and Antipholtis of Syracuse.^"'®^ 

Luc, And may it be that you have quite forgot 
A husband’s office ? shall, Antipholus, 

Even in the spring of love, thy love*springs rot ? 

Shall love, in building, grow so ruinous 
If you did wed my sister for her wealth, 

Then for her wealth’s sake use her with more kindness : 
Or if you like elsewhere, do it by stealth ; 

Muffle your false love with some show of blindness ; 

Let not my sister read it in your eye ; 

Be not thy tongue thy own shame’s orator ; 

Look sweet, speak fair, become disloyalty ; 

Apparel viee like virtue’s harbinger ; 
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Bear a fiiir presence, though your heart be tainted ; 

Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint ; 

Be secret-false : what need she be acquainted ? 

What simple thief brags of his own attaint ? r 
’Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed, 

And let her read it in thy looks at board : 

Shame hath a bastard fame, well managed ; 

111 deeds are doubled with an eyil word. 

Alas, poor women ! make us but^^^^ believe, 

Being compact of credit, that you love us ; 

Though others have the arm, show us the sleeve ; 

W"e in your motion turn, and you may move us. 

Then, gentle brother, get you in again ; 

Comfort my sister, cheer her, call her wife : 

’Tis holy sport, to be a little vain, 

When the sweet breath of flattery conquers strife* 

Aut S. Sweet mistress, — what your name is else, I know not, 
Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine, — 

Less in your knowledge and your grace you show not 
Than our earth’s wonder; more than earth divine* 

Teach me, dear creature, how to think and speak ; 

Lay open to my earthy-gross conceit, 

Smother’d in errors, feeble, shallow, weak, 

The folded meaning of your words’ deceit. 

Against my souFs pure truth why labour you 
To make it wander in an unknown field ? 

Are you a god *? would you create me new ? 

Transform me, then, and to your power I’ll yield. 

But if that I am I, then well I know 
Your weeping sister is no wife of mine, 

Nor to her bed no homage do I owe : 

Far more, far more to you do I decline.^’'^®^ 

0, train me not, sweet mermaid, with thy note, 

^ To drown me in thy sister’s^^^ flood of tears : 

Sing, siren, for thyself, and I will dote : 

Spread o’er the silver waves thy golden, hairs, 

And as ajsed HI take them/^^ and there lie ; 

And, in that giorions supposition, think 
;IIe gains by death that hath such means to die : 

Let Love, being light, be drowned if she sink 
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Luc, What, a?'’e you mad, that you do reason so ? 

Ant. S. Not n:ad, hut mated ; how, I do not know. 

Luc. is a fault that springeth from your eye. 

Ant. 8. ’For gazing on your beams, fair sun, being by. 

Luc. Gaze where^^^^ you should, and that will clear your 
^ight. 

Ant. 8. As good to wink, sweet Iotc, as look on night. 

Jhuc. Why call you me love ? call my sister so, 

A^t. 8. Thy sister’s sister, 

Luc. That’s my sister. 

Ant. 8. No; 

It is thyself, mine own self’s better part, 

Mine eye’s clear eye, my dear heart’s dearer heart, 

My food, my fortune, and my sweet hope’s aim, 

My sole earth’s heaven, and my heaven’s claim. 

Luc. All this my sister is, or else should be. 

Ant. 8. Call thyself sister, sweet, for I aim thee.^^’^^ 

Thee will I love, and with thee lead my life : 

Thou hast no husband yet, nor I no wife. 

Give me thy hand. 

Luc. 0 , soft, sir ! hold you still : 

I’ll fetch my sister, to get her good-^. [E.ri3J. 

Enter f from the honse^ Dkomio of Syracuse rumiing. 

Ant. 8. Why, how now, Dromio ! where runn’st thou so 
'fast ? 

Dro. 8. Do you know me, sir? am I Dromio? am I your 
man ? am I myself ? 

Ant. 8. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou art 
thyself. 

Dro. S. I am an ass, I am a woman’s man, and besides 
myself. 

Ant. S. What woman’s man ? and how besides thyself? 

Dro. 8. Marry, sir, besides myself, I am due to a woman*; 
one that claims me, one that haunts me, one that will have me. 

Ant. 8. What claim lays she to thee ? 

Dro. 8. Many, sir, such claim as you would lay to your 
.horse ; and she would have me as a beast : not that, I being 
a beast, she would have me ; but that she, being a very beastly 
^oreature, lays claim to me. 
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Ant. S. What is she? 

Dro. S. A very reverend body ; ay, su^.h a one as a man 
may not speak of, without he say sir-reverence/' I have 
but lean luck in the match, and yet she is a wondz’ous fat 
marriage. 

Ant. S. How dost thou mean,— a fafc marriage ?. 

Dw. S. Marry, sir, she’s the kitchen -wench, and all- 
grease; and I know not what use to put her to, but to make 
a lamp of her, and run from her by her own light, I warrant, 
her rags, and the tallow in them, will burn a Poland winter : 
if she lives till doomsday, she’ll burn a week longer than the 
w^hole wwld. 

Ant. S. What complexion is she of? 

Dro. S. Swart, like my shoe, but her face nothing like 
so clean kept : for why she sw^eats a man may go over 
shoes in the grime of it. 

Ant. S, That’s a fault that water will mend. 

Dro. S. No, sir, ’tis in grain ; Noah’s flood could not 
do it. 

AnL 8. What’s her name ? 

Dro* S. Nell, sir; but her name and three quarters, 
that’s an ell and three quarters, will not measure her from 
hip to hip. 

Ant. 8. Then she bears some breadth ? 

Dro* 8. No longer from head to foot than from hip to 
hip : she is spherical, like a globe ; I could find out countries 
in her. 

Ant. 8. In what part of her body stands Ireland ? 

Dro. 8. Marry, sir, in her buttocks : I found it out by 
the bogs. 

Ant. 8. Where Scotland ? 

Dro. 8. I found it by the barrenness ; hard in the palm 
of her hand.^^^^ 

- Ant. 8. ISTiere France ? 

Dro. 8. In her forehead ; armed and reverted, mafeing 
war against her hair,^®^^ 

Ant. 8. Where England ? 

Dm. S. I looked for the chalky cliffs, but I could find no 
whiteness in them 5 but I guess it. stood in lior chin, by the 
s^lt rheum that ran between Prance and it 
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Aiit S. Whero Spain ? 

Dro. S, Faith, I saw it not; but I felt it hot in her breath. 
Ant. >S/‘Where America, the Indies? 

Dro. S. 0, sir, upon her nose, all o’er embellished with 
rubies, carbuncles, sapphires, declining their rich aspect to 
the hot breath.<)f Spain ; who sent whole armadoes of caracks 
4o be ballast at her nose. 

S. Where stood Belgia, the Netherlands? 
jDrp. S. 0, sir, I did not look so low. To conclude, this 
drudge, or diviner, laid claim to me ; called me Bromio ; 
swore I was assured to her ; told me what privy marks I had 
about me, as, the mark of my shoulder, the mole in my neck, 
the great wart on my left arm, that I, amazed, ran from her 
as a witch : 

And, I think, if my breast had not been made of faith, and 
my heart of steel, 

She had transform’d me to a curtal dog, and made me turn 
i’ the wheel. 

Ant. S. Go hie thee presently post to the road : — 

An if the wind blow any way from shore, 

I will not harbour in this town to-night : — 

If any bark put forth, come to the mpt, 

Wliere I will w^alk till thou return to me. 

If every one knows ns, and we know none, 

’Tis time, I think, to trudge, pack, and be gone. 

Dro. 8. As from a bear a man would run for life, 

So fly I from her that would be my wife. lExit. 

Ant. S. There’s none but witches do inhabit here; 

And therefore ’tis high time that I were hence- 
She that doth call me husband, even my soul 
Doth for a wife abhor. But her fair sister, 

Possess’d with such a gentle sovereign grace, 

Of such enchanting presence and discourse, 

Hath almost made me traitor to myself : 

But, lest myself be guilty to self-wrong, 

I’ll stop mine ears against the mermaid’s song. 

Ei^-euier AiroEiiO with the etmm. 

Anp. Master Antipholus,— 

S. Ay, that’s my nafue. 
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Ancj, I know it well, sir : — lo, here is the chain. 

I thought to have ta^en you at the Porpentine : 

The chain unfinish’d made me stay thus long. 

Ant. S. What is your will that I shall do with this ? 

Ang. What please yourself, sir : I have made it for you. 
Ant. S. Made it for me, sir ! I bespoke itmot. 

Ang. Not once, nor twice, but twenty times you have. 

Go home with it, and please your wife withal ; 

And soon at supper-time 111 visit you, 

And then receive my money for the chain. 

Ant. S. I pray you, sir, receive the money now. 

For fear 3 " 0 u ne’er see chain nor money more. 

Ang. You are a merry man, sir : fare you well. 

Ant. S. What I should think of this, I cannot tell : 

But this I think, there’s no man is so vain 
That would refuse so fair an offer’d chain, 

I see a man here needs not live by shifts. 

When in the streets he meets such golden gifts. 

Ill to the mart, and there for Dromio stay : 

If any ship put out, then straight away. \Exit. 


ACT IV. 

Scene I, A public place. 

Mniet* Second Merchant, Angelo, and an Officer. 

Sec. 3Ier. You know since Pentecost the sum is due, 
And since I have not much importun’d you ; 

Nor now I had not, but that I am bound 
To Persia, and want guilders for my voyage : 

'Therefore make present satisfaction, 

Or 111 attach you by this officer. 

Even Just the sum that I do owe to you 
Is growing to me by Antipholus ; 

And in the instant that I met with you 
He had of me a chain : at five o’clock 
I shall wewe the money for the same. 
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Pleasetli you wal^ with me down to his house, 

I will discharge my bond, and thank you too. 

Off. TSat labour may you save : see where he comes. 

Enter Antipholus of Ephesus and Dromio of Ephesus. 

Ant.,E, While I go to the goldsmith's house, go thou 
And buy a rope's-end : that will I bestow 
Among my wife and her^^’^^ confederates 
For locking me out of my doors by day. — 

But, soft ! I see the goldsmith. — Get thee gone ; 

Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me. 

Dro. jB. I buy a thousand pound a year ! I buy a rope ! 

[Eiit, 

Ant E. A man is well holp up that trusts to you : 

You promised your presence and the chain 
But neither chain nor goldsmith came to me. 

Belike you thought our love would last too long, 

If it were chain’d together, and therefore came not. 

Ang. Saving your merry humour, here’s the note 
How much your chain weighs to the utmost carat, 

The fineness of the gold, and chargeful fashion, 

Which doth amount to three odd ducats more 
Than I stand debted to this gentleman : 

I pray you, see him presently discharg'd, 

For he is bound to sea, and stays but for it. 

Ant E, I am not furnish’d with the present money ; 
Besides, I have some business in the town. 

Good signior, take the stranger to my house, 

And with you take the chain, and bid my wife 
Disburse the sum on the receipt thereof ; 

Perchance I will be there as soon as you. 

Ang, Then you will bring the chain to her yourself? 

AnL jB. No ; 

Bear’t with you, lest I come not time enough. 

Afig. Well, sir, I will* Have you the chain about you ? 
Jiiit. E, An if I have not, sir, I hope you have ; 

Or else you may return without your money. 

Ang. Nay, come, I pray you, sir, give me the chain : 

Both wind and tide stay for this gentleman, 

And to blame, have held him here too long. 
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Ant. E. Good Lord, you use this dallialice to excuse 
Your breach of promise to the Porpentine. 

I should have chid you for not bringing it, 

But, like a shrew, you first begin to brawl. 

Sec. Mer. The hour steals on ; I pray you, sir, dispatch. 
A7ig. You hear how he importunes me ; — tjjie chaini 
A^it. E. Why, give it to my wife, and fetch your money. 
Ang. Come, come, you know I gave it you even now.^ 
Either send the chain, or send me by some token.^®®^ 

A7it. E. Fie, now you run this humour out of breath. 
Come, where’s the chain ? I pray you, let me see it. 

Sec. Mer. My business cannot brook this dalliance. 

Good sir, say wher youll answer me or no : 

If not, 111 leave him to the officer. 

Ant. E. I answer you ! what should I answer you ? 

Ang. The money that you owe me for the chain. 

Ant. E. I owe you none till I receive the chain. 

Ang, You know I gave’t you half an hour since. 

Afit. E. You gave me none : you wrong me much to say 
so. 

A7ig. You wrong me more, sir, in denying it : 

Consider how it stands upon my credit. 

Sec. Mer. Well, officer, arrest him at my suit. 

Of. Ido;— 

And charge you in the duke’s name to obey me. 

Ang. This touches me in^reputation. — 

Either consent to pay this sum for me. 

Or I attach you by this officer. 

Ant. E. Consent to pay thee that I never had ! 

Arrest me, foolish fellow, if thou dar’st. 

Aiig. Here is thy fee ; arrest him, officer. — 

I would not spare my brother in this case, 

If he should scorn me so apparently. 

Off. I do arrest you, sir ; you hear the suit. 

Ant. E. I do obey thee till I give thee bail. — 

But, sirrah, you shall buy this sport as dear 
As all &e metal in your shop will answer. 

^ Ang. Sir, sir, I shall have law in Ephesus, 

To your notorious shame, I doubt it not^ 
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Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 

Dro. Master, there is a bark of Epidamnum 
That stays but till her owner comes aboard, 

And then sh*e bears away.^®^^ Our fraughtage, sir, 

I have* convey’d aboard ; and I have bought 
The oil, the baisamum, and aqua-vitse. 

The^hip is in her trim ; the merry wind 
Blows fair from land : they stay for naught at all 
But fo3^ their owner, master, and yourself. 

Ant, E, How now ! a madman ! Why, thou ;^^evish sheep, 
What ship of Epidamnum stays for me ? 

Dro. S. A ship you sent me to, to hire waftage. 

Ant, E, Thou drunken slave, I sent thee for a rope, 

And told thee to what purpose and what end. 

Dro, S, You sent me, sir, for a rope’s-end as soon 
You sent me to the bay, sir, for a bark. 

Ant, E, I will debate this matter at more leisure, 

And teach your ears to list me with more heed. . 

To Adriana, villain, hie thee straight : 

Give her this key, and tell her, in the desk 
That’s cover’d o’er with Turkish tapestry 
There is a purse of ducats ; let her send it : 

Tell her I am arrested in the street, 

And that shall bail me : hie thee, slave, be gone. — 

On, officer, to prison till it come. 

[Exeunt Sec, Merchant, Angelo, Officer, and Ant, E, 
Dro. S, To Adriana ! that is where we din’d, 

Where Dowsabel did claim me for her husband : 

Bhe is too big, I hope, for me to compass. 

Thither I must, although against my will, 

For servants must their masters’ minds fulfil. [ExiU 


Scene II. A room in the hoMc of ANXiraoLus of Ephesus. 
Enter Abbuna ami Luoiana. 

Adr, Ah, Luciana, did he tempt thee so ? 

Migibtst thou perceive austerely in his eye 
von. u* ' ^ 
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That he did plead in earnest, yea or no ? 

Look’d he or red or pale, or sad or merry 
What obserTation mad’st thou, in this case, 

Of his heart’ meteors tilting in his face ? 

Ltw. First he denied you had in him no rigni;. 

Adi\ He meant he did me none ; the mor§,my spite. 
Lui\ Then swore he that he was a stranger here. 

A dr. And time he swore, though yet forsworn he wmfe. 
Life. Then pleaded I for you. ^ 

Adr. And what said he ? 

Luc. That love I begg’d for you he begg’d of me. 

A dr. With what persuasion did he tempt thy love *? 

Luc. With words that in an honest suit might move. 
First he did praise my beauty, then my speech. 

Adr. Didst speak him fair ? 

Luc, Have patience, I beseech. 

Adr. I cannot, nor I will not, hold me still ; 

My tongue, though not my heart, shall have his will. 

He is deformed, crooked, old, and sere, 

Ill-fao’d, worse-bodied, shapeless everywhere ; 

Vicious, ungentle, foolish, blunt, unkind ; 

Stigmatical in making, worse in mind. 

Luc, Who would be jealous, then, of such a one ? 

No evil lost is wail’d w^hen it is gone. 

Adr. Ah, but I think him better than I say, 

And yet would herein others’ eyes were worse. 

Far from her nest the lapwing cries away : 

My heart prays for him, though my tongue do curse. 

J^nter Dromio of Syracuse. 

Dro. S. Here, go ; the desk, the purse ! sweet, now, make 
haste/"^^ 

Lue. How hast thou lost thy breath ? 

Dro. S. By running fast. 

Adr. Where is thy master, Dromio 9 is he well ? 

Dro. S. No, he’s in Tartar limbo, worse than hell. 

A deril in an everlasting^^®^ garment hatli him ; 

One whose hard heart is button’d up with steel ; 

A fiend, a friry/^^^ pitiless and rough ; 

A wolf, nay; worse, — a fellow all in buff 
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A back-friend, a sboulder-elapper, one that countermands 
The passages of alleys, creeks, and narrow lands ; 

A hound that runs counter, and yet draws dry- foot well ; 

One that, before the judgment, carries poor souls to hell. 
Adj\ Why, man, what is the matter? 

D~ro,*S. I»do not know the matter: he is ’rested on the 
case. 

Adi\ What, is he arrested 9 tell me at whose suit. 

Dm. S. I know not at whose suit he is arrested well ; 

But ’is in a suit of buff which ’rested him, that can I tell. 
Will you send him, mistress, redemption, the money in his 
desk? 

Adr. Go fetch it, sister. — This I wonder at, 

[Exit Luciana. 

That^^^^ he, unknown to me, should be in debt. — 

Tell me, was he arrested on a band ? 

Dro. S. Not on a band, but on a stronger thing, — 

A chain, a chain : — do you not hear it ring ? 

Adr. What, the chain ? 

Dro. S. No, no, the bell : — ’tis time that I were gone ; 

It was two ere I left him, and now the clock strikes one. 

Adr. The hours come back ! that did I never hear. 

Dro. S. 0, yes ; if any hour meet a sergeant, ’a turns back 
for very fear. 

Adr. As if Time were in debt! how fondly dost thou 
reason ! 

Dro, S. Time is a very bankrupt, and owes more than 
he’s worth to season. 

Nay, he’s a thief too : have you not heard men say, 

That Time comes stealing on by night and day ? 

If Time in debt and theft, and a sergeant in the way, 
Hath he not reason to turn back an^"^^ hour in a day ? 

Ee-^nter Luciaka with ike pune. 

Adr k Go, Dromio ; there’s the money, bear it straight ; 

And bring thy master home immediately.— 

Come, sister : I am press’d down with conceit, — 

Conceit, my comfort and my injury. [D.reefni. 
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Scene III. A public place. 

Enter Anttpholus of Syracuse. 

Ant 8. There’s not a man I meet but doth salute me 
As if I were their well-acquainted friend ; 

And every one doth call me by my name. 

Some tender money to me ; some invite me ; 

Some other give me thanks for kindnesses ; 

Some offer me commodities to buy ; — 

Even now a tailor call’d me in his shop, 

And show’d me silks that he ’’ ad bought for me, 

And therewithal took measur^ of my body. 

Sure, these are but imaginary wiles, 

And Lapland sorcerers inhabit, here. 

Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 

Dro. /S. Master, here’s the gold you sent me for. — ^What, 
have you got the picture of old Adam new-apparelled 

Ant 8. What gold is this ? what Adam dost thou mean ? 

Dro. 8. Not that Adam that kept the Paradise, but that 
Adam that keeps the prison : he that goes in the calf’s skin 
that was killed for the Prodigal ; he that came behind you, 
sir, like an evil angel, and bid you forsake your liberty. 

Ant 8, I understand thee not. 

Pro. 8. No? why, ’tis a plain case : he that went, like a 
base-viol, in a case of leather ; the man, sir, that, when gen- 
tlemen are tired, gives them a sob,^^^^ and ’rests them ; he, 
sir, that takes pity on decayed men, and gives them suits of 
durance ; he that sets up his rest to do more exploits with 
his mace than a morris-pike. 

Ant 8. What, thou meanest an of&cer? 

Pro. 8. Ay, sir, the sergeant of the band; he that brings 
any man to answer it that breaks his band; one that thinks 
a man always going to bed, and says, God give you ^ood 
rest !’' ' 

Ant^S. Well, sir, there rest in your foolery. Is there 
any ship puts forth to-night ? may we be go|ie ? 

^ Pro, 8. Why, sii% I brought you word an hour since, that 
the Hvk Expedition put forth to-night; and then were you 
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hindered by the sergeant, to tarry for the hoy Delay. Here 
are the angpls that you sent for to deliver you. 

A?it, S. The fellow is distract, and so am I; 

And here wandei; in illusions : 

Some blessed power deliver us from hence ! 

Enfsr a Courtezan, 

Cour. Well met, well met, Master AntiiAolus. 

[ see, ^ir, you have found the goldsmith now : 

Is that the chain you promis’d me to-day ‘? 

Aoii, S* Satan, avoid ! I charge thee, tempt me not. 

Dm. S. Master, is this Mistress Satan ? 

Ant. S. It is the devil. 

Dm. S. Nay, she is worse, she is the devil’s dam ; and 
here she comes in the habit of a light wench : and thereof 
3omes that the wenches say, '^God damn me;” that’s as 
much as to say,^”®^ God make me a light wench.” It is 
ivritten, they appear to men like angels of light : light is an 
3ffect of fire, and fire will burn ; ergo, light wenches will bum. 
Some not near her. 

Cowr. Your man and you are marvellous merry, sir. 

Will you go with me ? We’ll mend our dinner here. 

Dro. S, Master, if you do, expect spoon-meat; so bespeak 
a long spoon.^®®^ 

Ant. S. Why, Dromio ? 

Dro. S. Mamy, he must have a long spoon that must eat 
with the devil. 

Ant. S. Avoid thee, fiend what tell’st thou me of 
supping *? 

Thou art, as you are all, a sorceress : 

I conjure thee to leave me and be gone. 

Cou}\ Give me the ring of mine you had at dinner, 

Or, for my diamond, the chain you promis’d ; 

And I’ll be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 

JDfo, S* Some devils ask but the parings of one’s nail, 

A rush, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, 

A nut, a cherry-stone ; 

But she, more covetous, would have a chain. 

»Master, .be wise : an if you give it her, 

The devil will shake her chain, and fright us with it. 
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CoiiT. I pray you, sir, my ring, or else the chain : 

I hope you do not mean to cheat me so. ^ 

Ant. S. Avaunt, thou witch ! — Come, Dromio, let us go. 
Dro. S. Fly pride,’^ says the peacock : mistress, that 
you know. [Exeunt Ant, 8, and Dro, 8. 
Cour. Now, out of doubt Antipholus is mad, 

Else would he never so demean himself. 

A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats, 

And for the same he promis’d me a chain ; 

Both one and other he denies me now. 

The reason that I gather he is mad, — 

Besides this present instance of his rage, — 

Is a mad tale he told to-day at dinner, 

Of his own doors being shut against his entrance. 

Belike his wife, acquainted with his fits, 

On purpose shut the doors against his w^ay. 

My way is now to hie home to his house, 

And tell his wife that, being lunatic, 

He rush’d into my house, and took perforce 
My ring away. This course I fittest choose ; 

For forty ducats is too much to lose. \Exit. 


Scene IV. A street. 

Enter xIntipholijs of Ephesus and the Officer. 

Ant. E, Fear me not, man ,* I will not break away : 
I’ll give thee, ere I leave thee, so much money, 

To warrant thee, as I am ’rested for. 

My wife is in a wayvrard mood to-day, 

And will not lightly trust the messenger : 

^ That I should be attach’d in Ephesus, 

I tell you, ’twill sound harshly in her ears. — 

Here comes my man ; I think he brings the money. 

Enf0r Deomio of Ephesus tviih h 
How now, sir ! have you that 1 sent you for ? 

Dm. Sere’s that, I warrant you, will pay them all. 
Ant. E. Hut whereV theiuoney,? 



SCENE IV 1 


ITHE COMEDY OP EREOES, 


39 


Dro. E, Why, sir, I gave the money for the rope. 

Ant, E. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope? 

Dro. I’ll serve you, sir, five hundred at the rate. 

Ant. E. .To what end did I bid thee hie thee home ? 

Dro. E. To a rope’s-end, sir ; and to that end am I re- 
turned. 

Ant. E. And to that end, sir, I will welcome you. 

[Beating Mm. 

0£. Good sir, be patient. 

Dro. E. Nay, ’tis for me to be patient; I am in adversity. 

Off. Good, now, hold thy tongue. 

Dro. E. Nay, rather persuade him to hold his hands. 

Ant. E. Thou whoreson, senseless villain ! 

Dro. E. I would I were senseless, sir, that I might not 
feel your blows. 

Ant. E. Thou art sensible in nothing but blows, and so 
is an ass. 

Dro. E. I am an ass, indeed ; you may prove it by my 
long ears. — I have served him from the hour of my nativity 
to this instant, and have nothing at bis hands for my service 
but blows. When I am cold, he heats me with beating; 
when I am warm, he cools me with beating: I am waked 
with it when I sleep ; raised \iith it when I sit; driven out 
of doors with it when I go from home ; welcomed home with 
it when I return : nay, I bear it on my shoulders, as a beggar 
wont her brat ; and, I think, when he hath lamed me, I shall 
beg mth it from door to door. 

Ant. E. Come, go along ; my wife is coming yonder. 

Enter Adriana, Luoiana, the Courtesan, and Pinch 

Dto.E. Mistress, respect your end; or rather, 

to prophesy like the parrot/®^^ Beware the rope’s-end,” 

Ant. E. Wilt thou still talk ? [Beating him. 

Coitr. How say you now? is not your husband mad ? 

A dr. His incivility confirms no less.-r— 

Good Doctor Pinch, you are a conjurer ; 

Establish him in his true sense again, 

And I win please you what you will demand. 

Ijue. Alas, how fieiy and how sharp he looks ! 

Cmt. Mark how he trembles in his ecstasy ! 
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Pinch, Give me your hand, and let me feel your pulse* 
Ant, E, There is my hand, and let it feel your ear. 

[Striking him. 

Pinch, I charge thee, Satan, hous’d within this man, 

To yield possession to my holy prayers, 

And to thy state of darkness hie thee straight ^ 

I conjure thee by all the saints in heaven ! 

Ant, E, Peace, doting wizard, peace ! I am not mad. 
Adr. 0, that thou wert not, poor distressed soul ! , 

Ant, E, You minion, you, are these your customers ? 

Did this companion with the saffron face 
Revel and feast it at my house to-day, 

Whilst upon me the guilty doors were shut, 

And I denied to enter in my house ? 

Adr, 0 husband, God doth know you din’d at home ; 
Where would you had remain’d until this time, 

Pree from these slanders and this open shame ! 

Ant, E, din’d at home ! — Thou villain, what say’st 
thou? 

Era, E, Sir, sooth to say, you did not dine at home. 

A7tt, E, Were not my doors lock’d up, and I shut out ? 
Dro, E, Perdy, your doors were lock’d, and you shut out. 
Ant, E. And did*not she herself revile me there ? 

Era, E. Sans fable, she herself revil’d you there. 

Ant, E, Did not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt, and scorn me ? 
Dro. E, Certes, she did ; the kitchen-vestal scorn’d you. 
Ant, E, And did not lin rage depart from thence ? 

Ero, E, In verity you did; — my bones bear witness, 

That since have felt the vigour^^^^ of his rage% 

Adr, Is’t good to soothe him in these contraries ? 

Pinch, It is no shame ; the fellow finds his vein, 

And, yielding to him, humours well his frenzy, 

A nt, E, Thou hast suborn’d the goldsmith to arrest me. 
Adr, Alas, I sent you money to redeem you, 

By Dromio here, who came in haste for it, 

Ero, E, Money by me ! heart and good-will you might ; 
But surely, mistress/®’^ not a rag of money. 

E, Went’st not tliou to her for a purse of ducats? 
Adr, He came to me,, and I delivered it. 

Lm, Adrd '% am witness with her that she did. 
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Dro. E, God and the rope-maker noiv^®®^ bear me witness 
That I was sent for nothing but a rope ! 

Pinch, ^Mistress, both man and master is possess’d ; 

I know it by their pale and deadly looks : 

They must-be bound, and laid in some dark room. 

Ant, E, ^y, 'wherefore didst thou lock me forth to-day? — 
•And why dost thou deny the bag of gold ? 

%dr, I did not, gentle husband, lock thee forth. 

Dvfi, E. And, gentle master, I receiv’d no gold ; 

But I confess, sir, that we were lock’d out. 

Adr, Dissembling villain, thou speak’st false in both. 
Ant, E, Dissembling harlot, thou art false in all i 
And art confederate with a damned pack 
To make a loathsome abject scorn of me : 

But with these nails I’ll pluck out those^'^'^^ false eyes, 

That would behold in me this shameful sport. 

Adr, 0, bind him, bind him ! let Mm not come near me. 
Pinch, More company! — The fiend is strong mthin him. 
Lnc, Ay me, poor man, how pale and wan he looks ! 

Enter three orfovr, who asmt Pikch In bhiding Akt E. 
and Dro. E. 

Ant, E, What, will you murder me ? — Thou gaoler, thou, 
I am thy prisoner : wilt thou suffer them 
To make a rescue ? 

Off, Masters, let him go : 

He is my prisoner, and you shall not have him. 

Pinch. Go bind this man, for he is frantic too. 

Adr, What wilt thou do, thou peevish officer ^ 

Hast thou delight to see a wretched man 
Do outrage and displeasure to himself? 

Off, He is my prisoner ; if I let him go, 

The debt he owes wdll be requir’d of me. 

Adr, I will discharge thee ere I go from thee : 

Bear me forthwith unto his creditor. 

And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it. — 

Good master doctor, see him safe convey’d 
Homo to my house. — 0 most unhappy day ! 

'Ant, E, 0 most unhappy strumpet! 

, Dra, M* Master, I’m here enter’d in bond for you. 
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A 7 it» E. Out on thee, villain ! wherefore dost thou mad me? 
Dro. E. Will you be bound for nothing ? be mad, good 
master ; cry, The devil 

Luc. God help, poor souls, how idly do they talk ! 

Ad 7 \ Go bear him hence. — Sister, go you with me, 
[Exeunt Pinch and Assistants with Ant. Ei and^ Jjro. E. 
Say now whose suit is he arrested at ? 

Off. One Angelo, a goldsmith : do you know him ? 

Adr, I know the man. What is the sum he owes ? 

Off. Two hundred ducats. 

Adr. Say, how grows it due ? 

Off'. Due for a chain your husband had of him. 

Adr. He did bespeak a chain for me, but had 't not, 

Cour. Whenas your husband, all in rage, to-day 
Came to my house, and took away my ring, — 

The ring I saw upon his finger now, — 

Straight after did I meet him with a chain, 

Adr. It may be so, but I did never see it. — 

Come, gaoler, bring me where the goldsmith is : 

I long to know the truth hereof at large. 

Enter A^itipholus of Syracuse and Dromxo of Syracuse with 
their rapiers drawnS^^'^ 

Luc, God, for thy mercy ! they are loose again, 

Adr. And come with naked sivords. Let^s call more help, 
To have them bound again. 

Off. Away ! they’ll kill us. 

[Exeunt Adriana^ Luciana^ the Courtemn, and Officer. 
Ant. 8. I see these witches are afraid of swords. 

Ih'o. 8. She that would be your wife now ran from you^ 
Ani. 8. Come to the Centaur ; fetch our stuff from thence : 
I long that we were safe and sound aboard. 

Lro. 8. Faith, stay here this night ; they will surely do 
us no harm : you see^^^^ they speak us fair, give us gold : 
methinks they are such a gentle nation, that, but forf^the 
mountain of mad flesh that claims marriage of me, I could 
find in my heart to stay here still, and turn witch- 
A%U S, I will not stay to-night for all the town ; 
Therefore mm to get our stuff aboard* [Exeunt. 
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ACT V. 

Scene I. Before an ahhey. 

Enter Second Merchant and Angelo. 

A7ig. I’m sorry, sir, that I have hinder’d you ; 

Eut, I protest, he had the chain of me, 

Though most dishonestly he doth deny it. 

Sec. Mer. How is the man esteem’d here in the city ? 
Ang. Of very reverend reputation, sir. 

Of credit infinite, highly helov’d, 

Second to none that lives here in the city : 

His word might bear my wealth at any time. 

Sec. Mer. Speak softly ; yonder, as I think, he walks. 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse Deomio of Syracuse. 

Ang. ’Tis so ; and that self chain about his neck, 

Which he forswore most monstrously to have. 

Good sir, draw near to^^^^ me, I’ll speak to him.— 

Signior Antipholus, I wonder much 

That you would put me to this shame and trouble ; 

And, not without some scandal to yourself, 

With circumstance and oaths so to deny 
This chain, which now you wear so openly : 

Beside the charge, the shame, imprisonment, 

You have done wrong to this my honest friend ; 

Who, hut for staying on our controversy, 

Had hoisted sail and put to sea to-day : 

This chain you had of me ; can you deny it 9 
Ant. S. I think I had ; I never did deny it. 

See. Mer. Yes, that you did, sir, and forswore it too. 
Ant S. Who heard me to deny it or forswear it? 

See. Mer. These ears of mine, thou know’st, did hear 
thee 

Fie on thee, wretch ! ’tis pity that thou liv’st 
To walk where any honest men resort. 

Ant S. Thou art a villain to impeach me thus ; 

III prove mine honour and mine honesty 
Against , thee presenily, if thou dar’st stand. 
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Sec. Mer. I dare, and do defy thee for a villain. 

\T'hey draw. 

Enter Adriana, Luctana, the Courtezan, and^others, 

Adr. Hold, hurt him not, for God’s sake ! he is mad. — 
Some get within him, take his sword away : 

Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my house. 

Dro. 8. Run, master, run ; for God’s sake, take a house ! 
This is some priory in, or we are spoil’d. 

[Exeinit Ant. S. and Dro, S. into the ahiey. 

Enter the Abbess. 

Ahh. Be quiet, people. Wherefore throng you hither ? 
Adr. To fetch my poor distracted husband hence. 

Let us come in, that we may bind him fast, 

And bear him home for his recovery. 

Ajig. I knew he was not in his perfect wits. 

Sec. Mer. I’m sorry now that I did draw on him. 

Abb. How long hath this possession held the man ? 

Adr. This week he hath been heavy, sour, sad, 

And much much different^^ from the man he was ; 

But till this afternoon his passion 
Ne’er brake into extremity of rage. 

Abb. Hath he not lost much wealth by wreck of sea ? 
Buried some dear friend ? Hath not else his eye 
Stray’d his affection in unlawful love, — 

A sin prevailing much in youthful men, 

Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing ? 

Which of these sorrows is he subject to ? 

To none of these, except it be the last ; 

Namely, some love that drew him oft from home. 

Abb. You should for that have reprehended him. 

Adr. Why, so I did. 

^bb. Ay, but not rough enough. 

Adr. As roughly as my modesty would let me. 

Abb. Haply, in private. 

Adr. ^ And in assemblies too. 

Ay, but not enough, 

. Adr. It was tjbe copy of our conference : 

In bed, he step! not for my urging it ; 
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At board, he fed not for my urging it ; 

Alone, it was the subject of my theme ; 

In company I often glanc’d at^^'® it ; 

Still did I tell him it was yile and bad. 

Abb. And thereof came it that the man was mad : 

The vefiom-cla^QOurs of a jealous woman 
Poison more deadly than a mad-dog’s tooth. 

It setsms his sleeps were hinder’d by thy railing : 

And thereof comes it that his head is light. 

Thou say’st his meat was sauc’d with thy upbraidings : 
Unquiet meals make ill digestions, — 

Thereof the raging fire of fever bred ; 

And what’s a fever but a fit of madness 9 
Thou say’st his sports were hinder’d by thy brawls : 
Sweat recreation barr’d, what doth ensue 
But moody, moping, and dull melancholy, 

Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair ; 

And at her heels a huge infectious troop^®®^ 

Of pale distemperatures and foes to life ? 

In food, in sport, and life-preserving rest 
To be disturb’d, would mad or man or beast : 

The consequence is, then, thy jealous fifes 
Have scar’d thy husband from the use of wits. 

Luc. She never reprehended him but mildly, 

When he demean’d himself rough-rude and wildly. — 
Why bear you these rebukes, and answer not 9 
Adn She did betray me to my own reproof. — 

Good people, enter, and lay hold on him. 

Abb. No, not a creature enters in my house. 

Adr. Then let your servants bring my husband forth. 
Abb. Neither ; he took this place for sanctuary, 

And it shall privilege him from your hands 
Till I have brought Mm to his wits again, 

Or lose my labour in assaying 

Adr. I will attend my husband, be his nurse, 

Diet his sickness, for it is my office, 

And will have no attorney but myself ; 

And therefore let me have him home with me, 

Abh Be patient ; for I will not lei him stir 
*101 1 have us’d th’ approved means I have, 
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With wholesome syrups, drugs, and holy prayers. 

To make of him a formal man again : 

It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 

A charitable duty of my order. 

Therefore depart, and leave him here with me. 

Aclr. I will not hence, and leave my husband here : 

And ill it doth beseem your holiness 
To separate the husband and the wife. 

Abb, Be quiet, and depart : thou shalt not have him.^ [JEMt. 
Luc. Complain unto the duke of this indignity. 

Adr, Come, go : I will fall prostrate at his feet. 

And never rise until my tears and prayers 
Have won his grace to come in person hither. 

And take perforce my husband from the abbess. 

Sec, Mer, By this, I think, the dial points at five : 

Anon, I’m sure, the duke himself in person 
Comes this way to the melancholy vale. 

The place of death^^^ and sorry execution, 

Behind the ditches of the abbey here. 

Ang. Upon what cause ? 

Sec. Mer, To see a reverend Syracusian merchant, 

Who put unluckily into this bay 
Against the laws and statutes of this town, 

Beheaded publicly fpr his offence. 

Ang, See where they come ; we will behold his death. 
Luc, Kneel to the duke before he pass the abbey. 

Muter Duke, extended; JEgeon bareheaded; ^ith the Headsman 
and other OfS.cers. 

Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publicly, 

If any friend will pay the sum for him, 

He shall not die, so much we tender him. 

Adr , J ustice, most sacred duke, against the abbess ! 
Duke, She is a virtuous and a reverend lady : 

It cannot be that she hath done thee wrong. 

Adr, May’t please your grace, Antipholus husband,— 
Who I made lord of me and all I had, 

At your important letters,— this ill day 
A most outrageous fit of madness took him 
That desperately he hurried through the street, — 
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With him his bondman, all as mad as he, — 

Doing displeasure to the citizens 
By rushing in their houses, bearing thence 
Eings, jewels^ any thing his rage did like. 

Once did I get him bound, and sent him home, 

Whilst*to take^order for the wrongs I went, 

That here and there his fury had committed. 

Anon, I wot not by what strange escape, 

He broke from those that had the guard of him ; 

And with^^®^ his mad attendant and himself, 

Each one with ireful passion, with drawn swords, 

Met us again, and, madly bent on us, 

Chas’d us away ; till, raising of more aid, 

We came again to bind them. Then they fled 
Into this abbey, whither we pursu’d them ; 

And here the abbess shuts the gates on us, 

And will not suffer us to fetch him out. 

Nor send him forth, that we may bear him hence. 
Therefore, most gracious duke, with thy command 
Let him be brought forth, and home hence for help. 

Duke, Long since thy husband serv’d me in my wars ; 
And I to thee engag’d a prince’s word, 

When thou didst make him master of thy bed, 

To do him all the grace and good I could, — 

Go, some of you, knock at the abbey-gate, 

And bid the lady abbess come to me. — 

I will determine this before I stir. 

Elder n Servant. 

Serv, 0 mistress, mistress, shift and save yourself! 
My master and his man are both broke loose. 

Beaten the maids a-row, and hound the doctor, 

Whose beaM they have sxnge’d off with brands of fire ; 
And ever, as it blaz’d, they threw on him 
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair : 

My master preaches patience to him, the while 
His man with scissors nicks Mm like a fool ; 

And sixre, unless you send some present help, 

Between them they will MU the conyurer. 

Peace, fool ! thy master and bis man Er«?hore ; 
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And that is false thou dost report to ns. 

Se7'v. Mistress, upon my life, I tell yon true ; 

[ have not breath’d almost since I did see it. 

He cries for yon, and vows, if he can take you, . 

To scotch your face,™^ and to disfigure you. [Cr^ within. 
Hark, hark ! I hear him, mistress : fly, be gone ! 

Duke. Come, stand by me; fear nothing. — Guard with 
halberds ! 

Aclr. Ay me, it is my husband ! Witness you, 

That he is borne about invisible : 

Even 3I0W we hous’d him in the abbey here ; 

And now he’s there, past thought of human reason. 

Miter Antipholus of Ephesus and Dromio of Ephesus. 

Ant E, Justice, most gracious duke, 0 , grant me justice ! 
Even for the service that long since I did thee, 

When I bestrid thee in the wars, and took 
Deep scars to save thy life ; even for the blood 
That then I lost for thee, now grant me justice. 

Mge. Unless the fear of death doth make me dote, 

I see my son Antipholus, and Dromio. 

Ant E. Justice, sweet prince, against that woman there ! 
She whom thou gav’st to me to be my wife, 

That hath abused and dishonour’d me 
Even in the strength and height of injury : 

Beyond imagination is the wrong 

That she this day hath shameless thrown on me. 

Duke. Discover how, and thou shalt find me just. 

Ant E. This day, great duke, she shut the doors iipon me, 
While she with harlots feasted in my house. 

Duke. A grievous fault, — Say, woman, didst thou so ? 
Adr. No, my good lord : myself, he, and my sister, 
To-day did dine together. So befal my soul 
‘As this is false he burdens me withal ! 

Luc. Ne’er may I look on day, nor sleep on night, 

But she tMls to your highness simple truth ! 

Ang. 0 pastur’d woman !~They are both forsworn : 

In this the madman justly chargeth them. 

JS. My liege, I am advised what I say ; 

Neither distobM with th’ effect of wiie, 
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Nor heady-rash, provok’d with raging ire, 

Albeit my wrongs might make one wiser mad. 

This woman lock’d me out this day from dinner : 

That goldsmitja there, were he not pack’d with her, 

Could witness it, for he was with me then ; 

^Tio paKed witJi me to go fetch a chain, 

Promising to bring it to the Porpentine, 

"V^TierS Balthazar and I did dine together. 

Our dinner done, and he not coming thither, 

I went to seek him : in the street I met him, 

And in his company that gentleman. 

There did this perjur’d goldsmith swear me down 
That I this day of him receiv’d the chain, 

Which, God he knows, I saw not : for the which 
He did arrest me with an officer. 

I did obey ; and sent my peasant home 
For certain ducats : he with none return’d. 

Then fairly I bespoke the officer 
To go in person with me to my house. 

By the way we met 

My wife, her sister, and a rabble more 

Of vile confederates. Along with them 

They brought one Pinch, a hungry Ican-fac’d villain, 

A mere anatomy, a mountebank, 

A threadbare juggler, and a fortune-teller, 

A needy, hollow-ey’d, sharp-looking wretch, 

A living-dead man ; this pernicious slave, 

Forsooth, took on him as a conjurer ; 

And, gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulse, 

And with no face, as Twere, outfacing me, 

Cries out, I was possessed. Then all together 
They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence, 

And in a dark and dankisb vault at home 
They left me^^ and my man, both bound together ; 

Till, gnawing with my teeth my bonds in sunder, 

I gain’d my freedom, and immediately 
Ean hither to your grace ; whom I beseech 
To give me ample satisfaction 
For these deep shames and great indiguities. 

Ang. My lord, in truth, thus for I witness with him, 

’ im. If . ' , K 
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That he din*d not at home, but was lock’d out. 

Duke- But had he such a chain of thee or no ? 

Ang. He had, my lord : and when he ran in here, 

These people saw the chain about his neck. 

Sec. Mer. Besides, I will be sworn these ea;s of mine 
Heard you confess you had the chain of him,^ 

After you first forswore it on the mart : 

And thereupon I drew my sword on you ; 

And then you fled into this abbey here, 

From whence, I think, you’re come by miracle. 

Ant. E. I never came within these abbey- walls ; 

Nor ever didst thou draw thy sword on me : 

I never saw the chain. So help me heaven 
As this is false you burden me withal 

Dnke. Why, what an intricate impeach is this ! 

I think you all have drunk of Circe’s cup. 

If here you hous’d him, here he would have been ; 

If he were mad, he would not plead so coldly : — 

You say he din’d at home ; the goldsmith here 
Denies that sa 3 dng. — Sirrah, what say you ? 

Dro, E. Sir, 

He din’d with her there, at the Porpentine. 

Cour. He did ; and from my finger snatch’d that ring. 
Ant. E. ’Tis true, my liege ; this ring I had of her. 

Duke. Saw’st thou him enter at the abbey here ? 

CotiT. As sure, my liege, as I do see your grace, 

Duke. Why, this is strange. — Go call the abbess hither.— 

[Exit an Attendant. 

I think you are all mated or stark mad. 

Mge. Most mighty duke, vouchsafe me speak a word : 
Haply I see a friend will save my life, 

And pay the sum that may deliver me. 

Duke. Speak freely, Syracusian, what thou wilt. 

Mge. Is not your name, sir, call’d Antipholus ? 

And is not that your bondman Dromio ? 

Dro. E. Within this hour I was his bondman, sir. 

But hejj, I thank him, gnaw’d in two my cords : 

Now am I Dromio, and Ms man unbound. 

Mge. I’m sure you both of you remember me. 

Dro. JSn Ourselves we 3o remember, sir, by you ; 
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For lately we were bound, as you are now. 

You are not Pinch’s patient, are you, sir ? 

JEijc. Why look you strange on me ? you know me well. 

Ant. E. I never saw you in my life till now\ 

j:Ege. 0, grief hath chang’d me since you saw me last, 
Jfnd careful hows with Time’s deformed hand 
"^ilave written strange defeatures in my face : 

But tell me yet, dost thou not know my voice ? 

AntJE. Neither. 

JEge. Dromio, nor thou? 

Dro. E. No, trust me, sir, nor I. 

Mge. 1 am sure thou dost. 

Dm, E. Ay, sir, but I am sure I do not; and whatsoever 
a man denies, you are now^ bound to believe him. 

jEge. Not know my voice ! 0 time’s extremity, 

Hast thou so crack’d and splitted my poor tongue 
In seven short years, that here my only son 
Knows not my feeble key of untun’d cares 
Though no%v this grainM face of mine be hid 
In sap-consuming winter's drizzled snow, 

And all the conduits of my blood froze up, 

Yet hath my night of life some memory, 

My wasting lamp^^^^ some fading glimmer left, 

My dull deaf ears a little use to hear : 

All these old witnesses — cannot err — 

TeU me thou art my son Antipholus. 

Ant E, I never saw my father in my life. 

Mge. But seven years since, in Syracusa, boy, 

Thou know’st w^e parted : but perhaps, my son, 

Thou sham’st t’ acknowledge me in misery. 

Ant E. The duke, and all that know me in the city, 

Can witness with me that it is not so : 

I ne’er saw Syracusa in my life, 

Dti'ke. I tell thee, Syracusian, twenty years 
Have I been patron to Antipholus, 

During which time he ne’er saw Syracusa ; 

I see thy age and dangers make thee dote. 
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Bc’enter Abbess, loWi Antipholus of Syracuse cmd Dromio of 
Syracuse. 

All). Most migbty duke, behold a man much wrong’d. 

[AZZ gather to see them. 

Adr. I see two husbands, or mine eyes deceive me. 

Duke. One of these men is Genius to the^other ; * 

And so of these. Which is the natural man, 

And which the spirit ? who deciphers them ? 

Dro. S'. I, sir, am Dromio : command him away^^ 

Dro. E. I, sir, am Dromio : pray, let me stay. 

Aid. S. iEgeon art thou not ? or else his ghost ? 

I>ro. S. 0, my old master! who hath bound him here? 
Abb. Whoever bound him, I will loose his bonds, 

And gain a husband by his liberty. — 

Speak, old .Eguon, if thou be’st the man 
That hadst a mfe once call’d Emilia, 

That bore thee at a burden two fair sons : 

0, if thou be’st the same JEgeon, speak. 

And speak unto the same Emilia ! 

If I dream not,^^^^^ thou art ^Emilia : 

If thou art she, tell mo where is that son 
That floated with thee on the fatal raft ? 

Abh. By men of Epidamnum he and I 
And the twin Dromio, all were taken up ; 

But by and by rude fishermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio and my son from them, 

And me they left with those of Epidamnum. 

What then became of them I cannot tell ; 

I to this fortune that you see me in. 

Duke. WTiy, here begins Ms morning story right : 

These two Antipholus', these two so like, 

And these two Dromius, one in semblance, — 

Besides her ur-ging of her wreck at sea, — 

These are the parents to these children, 

W^hich accidentally are met together.^ — 

Axitipholus, thou cam'st from Corinth first? 

S. jffo, sir, not I ; I came from Syracuse. 

Duh. Sky, stand apart'; I know not which is which. 

^ Ant E'dl came from Corinth, my most gracious lord,— 
I>ro. E. ’ And I with him. ' - 
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^4??^ E. Brought to this town by that most famous war* 
rior, 

Duke Menaphon, your most renowned uncle. 

Adr. WliicTi of you two did dine with me io-day ? 

A?it, S. l! gfentle mistress. 

Adr. And are not you my husband? 

At^* E. 'Ro; 1 say nay to that. 

A7if. S. And so do I ; yet did she call me so : 

And thi^ fair gentlewoman, her sister here, 

Did call me brother . — [To Luc.'] What I told you then, 

I hope I shall have leisure to make good ; 

If this be not a dream I see and hear. 

Ang. That is the chain, sir, which you had of me. 

Ant, S. I think it be, sir; I deny it not. 

Ant. E. And you, sir, for this chain arrested me. 

A7%g. I think I did, sir ; I deny it not. 

Adr. I sent you money, sir, to be your bail, 

By Dromio ; but I think he brought it not. 

Dro. E. No, none by me. 

Ant. S. This purse of ducats I receiv’d from you, 

And Dromio my man did bring them me, 

I see still did meet each other’s man ; 

And I was ta’an for him, and he for me ; 

And thereupon these en*ors are arose.^^^^^ 

Ant. E. These ducats pawn I for my father here. 

Dtike. It shall not need ; thy father hath his life, 

Cour. Sir, I must have that diamond from you. 

Ant. E. There, take it; and much thanks for my good 
cheer. 

Ahh. Eenowned duke, vouchsafe to take the pains 
To go with us into the abbey here. 

And hear at large discours^^d all our fortunes ; — 

And all that are assembled in this place, 

That by this sympathized one day’s error 
Have suffer’d wrong, go keep us company, 

And we shall make full satisfaction* — 

Twenty-five years have I but gone in travail 
Of you, my sons ; and, till this present hour, 

My heavy burden ne’er delivered* — 

The duke, n^y husband, and my children both. 
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And yon the calendars of their nativity, 

Go to a gossips’ feast, and joy with me ; 

After so long grief, snch felicity 

Duke, With all my heart, I’ll gossip at thfs feast. 

[Exeunt Duke, Abbess, JEgeon, Cfonrtezan, Sec. 
Merchant, Angelo, and Atte%dants. 

Dro. S. Master, shall I go fetch^^^^^ yonr stuff fronj. ship- 
hoard ? 

Ant. E, Dromio, what stuff of mine hast thou embark’d? 
Dro. S. Your goods that lay at host, sir, in the Centaur. 
Ant, S, lie speaks to me. — I am your master, Dromio : 
Come, go with us; well look to that anon ; 

Embrace thy brother there ; rejoice with him. 

[Exeunt Aotf, S, and Ant. E., Adr. and Iaic. 
Dro. S. There is a fat friend at your master’s house, 

That kitchen’d mo for you to-day at dinner : 

She now shall be my sister, not my wife. 

Dro. E. Methinks you are my glass, and not my brother: 
I see by you I am a sweet-fac’d youth. 

Will you walk in to see their gossiping ? 

Dro. S. Not I, sir ; you are my elder. 

Dro. E. That’s a question : how^ shall we try it ? 

Dm. S. Well draw cuts for the senior : till then lead 
thou first. 

Dro. E. Nay, then, thus : — 

We came into the world like brother and brother ; 

And now^ let’s go hand in hand, not one before another. 

[B^xeunl. 
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P, 5 . (i) *^^Nay, more, if any horn at EpJiesm 

Be seen at Syracusian marts and fairs , 

^ Again, if any Syraciman hom^^ 

In the second of these lines the folio has “Be seene at any Sirax^usian," &c. 
(the “«ny” having been inserted by a mistake of the transcriber or compo- 
sitor, whose eye had caught it in the preceding or m the following line) ; and 
so Malonewand others, though the passage had been long ago set ught — To my 
suriirise, I find that Walker {Shahespeaie^s Versificution, &c. p. 2 G 9 J would 
read and arrange thus ; 

Eay, more : 

If any horn at Ephesus he seen 

At any Syraeusian marts and fans (fee, 

P. 5* (a) “ and ransom hm.^^ 

The folio has “ and to ramome him ” 


P- 6. (3) “ Yet this my comfort f' 

Here perhaps, as is suggested hy Walker (Shakespeaie^s Versification, fee. p. 
80), “ thW'^ ought to he printed “ this’,” the contraction for “ this is which 
the folio has in Measure for Measuie, act v. sc 1 . 


P* 6, (4) “ too,” 

Was added in the second folio. 


P. 6, (5) “ Jud the great care of goods at random leftf^ 

So Theobald (a correction which Malone gives as his own) — The folio ha‘^ 
“ And he great care of goods at randone kfV ^ — The editor of the second folio 
substituted “ And he great store of goods at randone leanng.” (Though here 
the folio has the old form “ randone, ’ it has in The Tiro Gent, of Verona, act 
ii. sc. 2, “ I writ at randomef" fee.) 

p. 6, (6) meaner icomafV 

The folio has **A meane — The second folio has poor meane 

womm ,'" — ** The word *jpoor’ was added to complete the metre in the second 
folio. It is manifest that some word was omitted by the compositor of the 
original copy ; but the word supplied by the second folio can hardly be the 
author^g word, for in the nest line but one we have * for their parents were 
exceeding poor’.” IfrlAtoNK.— “ Bead * A meaner woman*,’ one of a lower rank 
than my wife.” Walker’s Crif. Emm. fee. vot ii. p. 


• P.T.{7) 

Mr. Callier’a Ms, €omctor suWitutes “gently.” 
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P 7 (8) 

“Read * Walker’s Cnt. Emm. Ssc. vol. lii. p. 24. 

P. 7. (9) ^^hoineupoUi 

Our helpful ship'^ 

The folio has “ borne vpf’ &c ; the second folio “ borne up uponf’ &e . — Rowe 
altered “ helpfaV^ to “ helpless:” Mr. Swynfen Jervis wouldf substitute “hope- 
ful.” 


P, 8. (10) “ the other" 

The folio has “ another.” — Corrected by Hanmer 

P 8 (ill misfortune" 

The folio has “ misfortunes.’ ' 

P 8. (12) “ What hath hefalVn of them and thee" 

The folio has “ What hauc befalne of them and they.” — Corrected in the 
second folio. 


F. a (13) ‘‘/or” 

The folio has “ so.” — Corrected in the second folio. 


F. 9. (14) “ To seek thy life by beneficial help 

The folio has “ To seehe thy helpe by htnefidall helps "'-^Bic&veus suggested 
“ To seek thy help by beneficial means.” — ^Mr. Collier formerly proposed and 
BOW reads (with his Ms. Corrector) “To seek thy hope by" tfec,— Mr, Singer’s 
emendation is “ To .^etk thy fine by" &c. ; Mr. Swynfen Jervis’s “ To seek thy 
woai &c.— -I adopt (with some hesitation) the reading of Pope, which 

Theohald and Hanmer retained ; which Walker {Crit Exam. <fec. vol. i. p. 
277) thinks is perhaps right; and which Mr. Grant White thus supports; 
“The Duke says, ‘though thou ait adjudged to the death, yet will I favour 
thee ; , . . therefore 111 limit thee this day to seek thy’— what? With what 
other word than ‘ life' could he fitly close his sentence (Steevens foolishly 
objects to the present reading, because the expression to seek thy life may also 
be found in the sense of — to endeaiour to take away thy life.) 


P. 9. (15) 

Till! folio has no a stark error (though defended by Malone). 

P. 9. (»6) » Gaoler, nose tale hm to thy custody,” 

More “KOffi” is the addition of Hamner and of Mr. Collier's Ms. Correetor.— 

« &C-— Walker {Sliakapearc’s Tersification, &e. 

|t. 1S3) {iTopoEes “GrO, gaoler, take,” S:e. 

r ^ ‘ 

* F. 10. (17)^ eomsaH you" 

Comparo tove^s EaMoufs lost, ii. so. 1, 
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P 11. (i8) “c/r)c7f,» 

The folio has “ cooke.’’ 

P 12 (19) liberties of sin '' 

Han^r printed “libertines of sinf' and so reads Mr Colhci’s Ms. Correc- 
impfoperly, I think. 

P.^12. (ao) “ takes it ilL'^ 

The folio has takes it thus.” — Corrected m the second folio. 

P, Id. ( 21 ) ""Men, more divine, the masteis of all these, 

Lords^' 

The folio has 

“Man more duiim, the Master of all these. 

Lord.” 

P. 13 (22) “ Lnc. Spake he so doubtfully,^' 

Mr. CoUier’s Ms^ Corrector alters “ donbtfulb/' to “donhly” botli here and in 
Dromio’s reply. 


P. 14 . (23) thousand" 

The folio has “ a hundred ” — Corrected in the second folio. 

P. 14 . (24) “ ‘ Will you come home " 

Here tho word “ home" happens to have dropt out from the folio : and, thonjjh 
the line is unmetrical without it, and though it has been thus reiterated by 
Dromio in the scene (pp. 10, 11) which ho is now describing,—* ‘you come not 
home " — “ strike you home ," — “ home to your house,”— “ home to dinner,”— 
Mr. Kmght and Mr. Collier are agreed that there is no necessity for its 
insertion. 


P. IS. (25) “ Would that alone alone he would detain " 

So the second folio ; and rightly : compare our author’s Lnirece ; “ But 1 
alone alone must sit and pine,” drc. — ^The first folio has “ Would that alone, a 
lone he would detaine ” 

P. 15 . (a6) I see the Jewel best mamllH 

But falsehood and corruption doth it shame." 

The folio has 

** I bee the leweU best enmmUd 
Will loose hib beautie ; yet the yoU bides still 
That others touch, and often tmcklny will, 

"i^^ere yold and m man that hath a mine, 

By falsehood and eomtpiion doth it shmnej^ 

I the passage as amended by tho ingenuity of several ed|iors : that thi^" 
have restored the v@y words of Shakespeare, I mn*«t greatly doubt. 
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P. 1C. (27) “ Your saueiness will Jet upon my love, 

And mal.e a common of my senom Jwurs,^’’ 
folio has “ Your mweinesse mil iest vpon,’' &c.,— an en^or pai-tly occa- 
sioned perhaps by the occnrrence of tho word “jest” both m the preceding 
speech and towards the close of the present one.—The seccmd line so obvi- 
ously leads to the correction which I have now made, that 3;?wonder how it 
escaped the commentators. Compare Titus Andromcus, ac;t ii. sc. 1 ; 

“ and think you not how dangerous 
It is to jet upon a prince’s right?” 

Bklmrd IIL act ii. sc. 4 ; 

** Insulting tyranny begins to jet 
Upon the innocent and aweless throne.” 
and Sir Thomas More fa play edited by me for tbe Shatespeare Sooie%-); “ It 
is bard when EngUabmens pacionoe must be tbusictfed on by straungers,” 
<%c« p. 


P. 16 , (28) hair, heiny^'’ 

Capell prints “ of hair to men, being,'' 

P. 17 . (29) 

The folio has “ them,” 

17. (30) 

Mr. Staunton conjectures ‘‘policy.” 

(33t) **faMngJ^ 

Heath proposed “ falling which Mr. (hmt TOte adopts. 

P. IS. (32) trimming/^ 

» ti^ isnftl modera idteratioa k fPope’e) 


P. 18. (3^) “namely, no Urn" 

Bn ae ^•wid folio.— Iho folio lias “ namely, in tw time’' {out of which 
makM the Hdiealons Wtion, “namely, e'ea no time," and Mr. Grant White 
ae odd ono, “ namely, is no time"}. 

P. 18. {34) ii fy thee." 

qS' ‘mWif to are’ makes tho rerse drag, 

^ clsowhere, in his earPer plays eschews the 

eatog altogether." Cnt. Exam. See. voL iii. p. 24, by Walker, 
j I?' ^ Beaumont and Fletcher “ earre her" and “ earve hint " 

Day “carves fAcc.-'-Hore some of the eariier editors threw out « to 


P. 16. {36) “ How comes it now 

T’lta# thm art thus estranghl frm thyself 
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P. 19. ( 36 ) ** J am posses$\i with an adulterate blot: 

My blood is mingled with the grime of lust 

The folio has “ — with the crime of lusV * — “ Both the integrity of the 

metaphor, and jbhe word blot in the preceding line, show that we should read 

« -^ith the grime of Inst,’ i. e. the stain, smnt. So again in this play 

[p 28] ‘ a man may go over shoes in the grime of it’.” WinBtJBTON. Onr 
early prmters often? confounded the letters c and g at the beginning of words. 
— 1869. As I cannot hut think Warhurton’s emendation more than specious, 
I Teniure to retain it m spite of Mr. Arrowsmith’s having pronounced it to 
be wrong; see his Shaltesjgeare’'s Editors and Commentators, p. 43, 


P. 19. ( 37 ) I live unstahi'd, thou iindishonoured,^^ 

The folio has ** I Hue distain’d,” &c„ — ^the Ms. having had rnstain’d,” and 
the original compositor having mistook the initial v for a d. Indeed, the 
proneness of printers to blunder in words beginning with v is very remark- 
able. In our author’s Measure for Measure, act ii. sc. 1, the folio has 

** Some run from brakes of lee [instead of ** vice”], and 
answere none,” &o. : 

at the commencement of Marlowe’s Famtus the quarto of 1604 has 

** Hor in the pompe of prowd audacious deedes 
Intends our Muse to daunt [the later quartos ** vaunt”] 
his heauenly verse 

in Pletcher’s Fair Maid of the Inn, act i sc. 1 , both folios have 

** If that the least puffe of the rough Korthwsude 
Blast our times [read ** vines’ ”] burthen,” 

in Beaumont and Pletchar’s CoJteomb, act ii, sc. 4, 

And run like molten gold through euery sin [read ** vein”], 
in th^ir Monmt Mm^s Fortune, act iv, sc. 1, 

” But ’tis a due [the Ms. in my possession “vice”] in him 
that to that end 
Extends his lone or duty j” 

and in their Little Freneh Lawyer, act i. sc. 2, the first folio lias 

“ Would she make rise [instead of “ vse the second folio has 
“ use” 1 of t so, I were most happy 

when Weber published, ■— from a Ms. which is now mine,— The Faithful 
Friends, a drama attributed to Beaumont and Hetcher, he igave, in act iii. 
sc. 0 , 

“ Tlie chief part I must play, and till my Imnss 
And sinews cracl^,” A'c.,— < 

the reading 0 ! the Ms. “ vaines” (where the taB v looks, at the fat glance, 
ve^ilko m h) having been mistaken fa hme$ and, to conclude, in Lewis’s 
Mmht roL IH. 72,' fat we find| “Thus aa 3 .*iiig, she continued her course 
to the «^reet*d^, which she opened ; and wifaut allowing herself fae to 
throw [read “ veir], she made 'the, best' of her wa^te fa Oapuehin 
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p. 20 (3S) “ strongef* 

The folio lias ** stranger.” — Corrected in the fourth folio. 

P. 20, (39) off efd fallacy.''^ 

The folio has " the ivee'^dfallaeie ” 

P. 20. (40) “ We talk with nom hut goblins, owls, and spites /” 

The folio has “ We talke with Goblins, Owles and Spights,^^ — ^the line Ij^ing 
nndoubtcdlj mutilated; and I have inserted the words ^^none buf^ in conse- 
quence of finding in a speech of Antipholns of S., p. 29, 

** There’s none hut witches do inhabit here.” — 

The editor of the second folio printed 

“ We talke with Goblim, Owles andWves Sprights 
'.rfitt of which Bowe, in his sec. ed., made 

“ We talk ivith gohlim, oioh, and elvish sprites,''^ 

Ml’. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, 

We talk with goblins, owls, and elves and sprites 
and Theobald, 

“ We talk with goblins, oaphs, and elvish sprites ,''* — 

Mr. W. K, Dettsom (who is as much opposed to the “oirls” as Tlicohald) con- 
jectoes (note on Walker’s Cnf. Exam, dsc. vol. ii. p. 17), 

“ ITe talk with ghosts and goblins, elves and sprites," 

P. 20»(4i) drone,''* 

The folio has ** Dromio. ’’-Corrected by Theobald. 

P, 20, {42) “ am nut t f” 

Tho folio has am I not?”— Corrected by Theobald. 

P, 21. (43I ** Good Signior Angelo, you mmt excuse us all;" 

note {%) on r/ec Second Part of King Bmry TX 

P. 23, (44) **/or tin ass" 

Hr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads “/or a face ” 

P. 23. (45) “ Dnee [within] 

Ifee the folio has “Enter Ercn,” and, a little after, “Enter AnnUKA;” 
which may lead ns to snspeet that both maid and mistress appeared on the 
h^cony termed the upper stage, thongh they undoubtedly were supposed not 
to see the parsons at the door. 

P.S13. ( 46 ) **Ihope"' 

“ A line following this has, I believe, Wen lost, in which the speaker threat- 
emsd imee wifhi tj^e corporal correction of a rope, which might have furnished 
the rhyme now wanting. J[n a subsequent scene he puts the threat whi<dii I 
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imagine was made Iiere into execution, by ordering Dromio to go and buy a 
rope’B-ond, adding, 

‘ that will 1 bestow 

Among my wife and her confederates.’ 

Mr. Theobald and all the subsequent editors read, without any authority, * I 
troic for the purpose of maldng out a triplet: but that word and ‘ 
were not hkelKto be confounded by either a transcriber or a compositor.” 
Maeone. 

P. 24 . (47) “ Your cake U warm within; you stand here in the cold 
The fo^p has ** Your cake here is warme &c., — a mistake plainly 

arising from the occurrence of ** /icrc” in the second part of the line. 

P. 24 . (4S) “0/ her wisdom, 

The folio has **0/ your wisdome;'^ and in the next line but one “on your 
parV* 

P. 25 . (49) *\niirth,"^ 

Was altered by Theobald to “ wrath.” 

P, 25 . (50) 

** Enter, from the house, Lucxana and Anupholus of Syi*acuse.” 

J* my first edition I gave here ** Scene II. A street near the housp of An^ 
of Ephesus. Enter Luciana,” &c., — wrongly ; for I now have no 
doubt that Luciana and Ant. of S. were gapposed to enter /ro»i the door of the 
house as soon as the stage had been left vacant by the departure of Anti- 
pholus of E. and his companions. — Hero the folio has Eater ZuHana,” <fec., 
and prefixes ** Iulia»” to the speech that follows.— The former of these errors 
is corrccic 4 in the second folio, 

P. 25 . (51) shall, Antipholus, 

Shall Ime, in huildiny, grow so ruinous /” 

So Cai^oH,— The folio has ^'BhaU latte itt buildings grow so ruinate?”— Theo- 
bald printed 

shaU, dntipfmtb, h&ixi 

SMlt lore, in ImiUlng, grow so ruinate 
and Mr. Collier’s Ms. C&treotor mahes a still bolder alteration, 

P. 26 . (s») ^iur 

The folio has 

' ' P, 26 . 155) Far nmre, far note to yow do 1 dJicMne*'* 

Here, in conformity to the more usual phraseology, Mr. Collier’s Ms. Cor- 
* rector substitutes *‘iachiie” for “ cicchn*',”— Compare {among other passages 
which might be cited in bupport of the original text) ; ** Thift the lone of 1 
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father, as it was royall, so it ought to be impartiall, neither declining to the 
one nor to the other, but as deeds doe merite.” Greene’s Fenelope^s Web, 
Big, G 4, ed. 1601. 

F. 26. ( 54 ) 

The folio has “ sister,” — Corrected in the second folio. 

F. 26. ( 55 ) ^*And as a bed Fll take 

The folio has And as a bad Ee take thee.” — ^The editor of the secon^ folio 
altered bud” to and Edwards first proposed to substitute 

for thee,” — In my former edition I gave ** And as a bride Ell tale thee” (a 
reading which occurred to me long before it appeared in Mr. Staunton’s Shake- 
speare) ; but I am now convinced that it is wrong. 

F. 26. ( 56 ) “icif Love, being light, be drowned if she sink 
Malone has remarked that here, as in some other places, Shakespeare uses 
Love for the Queen of love. — Compare Marlowe’s Ovid^s Elegies (B. 1 , EL x.) ; 

“ Lore and Love's son are ivith fierce arms at odds.” 

(“Nec Vemts apta,” &c.) Works, p. 321, ed. Dyce, 1858, — 
Dr, Badham (Cambridge Essags, voh for 1856, p, 274) would read Let Love 
be light, being drozvn^d if she sink,'^ 

F. 27. ( 57 ) “ where'* 

The folio has “ when,” 

F, 27. ( 5 $) “ 1 aim theeA* 

CapeiFs eon‘ection»-<*Tho foHo has ** Jf am thee,*' 

F* 28. ( 59 ) ”/or whg sh^ sweats;" 

The folio has ♦‘/or whyi she sweats," and the interrogation-point is retained 
in most modern editions, — ^very erroneously, since for why is eqjuivalent to 
because, for this reason i^af. -—Compare our author elsewhere ; 

“ For why the fools are mad, if left alone,’* 

The Two Gent of Verona, actiii, sc, 1. 

“j&br why the senseless brands will sympathijie 
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue,” dpe. 

Miehard JL act v, sc. 1, 

(where the folio has an Interrogation-point after ** why "), — So also in the fol- 
lowing passages ; 

^ But let me see; what time a day is’t now ? 

It cannot he imagin’d by the sunn©, 

For why I haue not seen© it shine to dale,” 

A Warning for Faire Women, 1529. sig. B 4. 

“ Thc^s kneele down© ; and, if thou art resoiu’d, 

I will absdlue thee here from all thy sinnes, 

For whtt the deed m mentorioua,” 

The Trcndfleeome Bmgne of King John (Fart Sec,),^ 
s%.I2.edL1622. 
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P. 28. (6o) hut her name and three quarters 

Tlie folio has hut her name is three quarters, 

P. 28. (6i) ** her hand.'* 

The folio has “ the hand," 

P. 28 { 62 ,} **^rnied and remrted^ making war against her hah," 

III this qiiihblmg passage (which allades to the war of the League against 
IlenryiV., the heir of France), the spoiling of the second folio, “ hair^" is 
evidently required. — The first foho has **heire” — Hero Mr. Grant Whito 
pronounces everted" to ho a misprint, and changes it to ‘^revolted.” — 
Walker (Crit, Exam, &c. vol. iii p.26) says, “I have httie or no doubt that 
tho geographical part of this dialogue is spurious.” 

P. 20. (63) faith" 

Hanmer prints *^fiint,” — a highly probable alteration. 

P. 31.(64) 

The folio has ** their.” 

P. 31. (6s) “ YoupromisPA gmir presence and the chain 

The folio has “1 promised^" Comparo, in the next page, ” Your breach 
of promise to the Poi^entine.” 

P. 32. (66) ” send me hg some token** 

Heath proposed what BXr. CollieFs Ms. Corrector gives, ** send by me smm 
token,** But it appears from various passages in our early writers that to 
send a person hg a token" was a common^enough phrase. 

P. 33. (67) “ And then she bears away," 

The folio has **dud then sir she beares away :** which was altered In the 
second folio to Then sir she beares awmj** 

P, 33. (68) ** Ym sent nws, »ir, for a rope^end as soon f* 

Bo Bteevens.— The folio omits **sir ** — (Hslone prints ^*Yo% sent me for a 
ropoi end m aoon,”— asaerting that ‘‘ropes” is here the Saxon gmitit^c case /) 

F. 3d. (6p) . 

The folio has “ merrily The twelvb-syllahle Hue, if I mistake not, no*- 
irhere occurs in Shakespeare, except under cartaiu oireumstanees, which do 
, not exist here. Perhaps he wrote Mcrrf CH#* Exam, ^fec. vol. i. 
p. 116. — Mr. Collier's Ms. Corrector also reads “ merry," 

F. 34. {70) ” Of hts heart's" 

iboc folio has ” Oh, his /tforte,”— Corrected in the second folio. 
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P, 34. (71) now?, nidka haste,^^ 

Here Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector alters “ BweeV* to ** swift” (as he also does 
m Tjoflits and Oremda, act iii. sc. 3) ; which very erroneous altei*ations Mr. 
Collier would not, I prcsame, have thrust into the text, if he had recollected 
that “ Sweety now, silence I” occurs in The Tempest, act iv. se. 1. (The altera- 
tion of “ sweet^^ to “ swift” which Mr. Collier would make ^ a passage of 
Marlowe’s Edward II, is eq.ually improper; as I have sywn in my Sine- 
tures 071 Mr, Colhefs new edition of ShaUesiieare, I808, p. 43.) 

P. 34* (7a) “ eierUsting^* 

** As the context is in the ordinary blank-verse, I conclude that Siwikespeare 
wrote ‘ e^erliisiing^ [?j ; as in Glaiithorne’s Hollander, Sso, Walker’s Cidt, 
Exam, (fee. vol. i. p. 33. 

P. 34. {73) 

The folio has ‘*a Pairie which I now think Johnson vainly endeavours to 
defend by remarking that “there were faiiies like hobgoblins, pitiless and 
rough, and described as malevolent and mischievous.” (Mr. Haliiwell endea- 
vours to support the old reading here hy adducing from Peele’s Battle of 
AUmar a line which stands thus in the original edition, 

“ Fiends, Fairies, hags that fight in beds of steel,”— 
where the context makes it ijuite evident that “Fahies” is a mistake for 
“Fttries.” see Feelers Works, p. 436, ed, Dyoe, 1861.) 

P.36* (74) ' “mr 

The fidio has ** Thas.^*— Corrected in the second foho* 

P.35*{7s) ^^IfTimhe^^ 

The folio has ** If I he.* —Malone reads If he he*”— But I much prefer 
Rowe's correction, “ In the Ms. used for the folio the word (because 

it had occurred so often just before) was probably written her© contractedly, 
T, which the compositor might easRy mistake for “ I*” 

P.36* (76) , 

Mr* Collier's Ms* Corrector reads “any.” 

P*a6.(77) 

“ What, Mve ym got the picture of old Adam new-appareUed P* 
Theobald printed “ What, have paw got rid of the pimre,^^ &c.— Mr* Singer 
, {SHhespears, 1833) thus explains the original text ; “ The sergeant Is desig- 
nated by ♦ the picture of old Adam' because he wore buff, as Adam wore his 
native buff; and Dromio asks Anfapholns if he had got him nm-^apparelted, 
i.©. got him a new mH, in other words, got rid of him.** But I would not 
asaert that them is no corruption here. 

P. sd, (78) « a 

Rowe reads ** « fc^ Hanmer, ** « bob Grant White, “ a stop.” 
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P* 37. (79) ** tliaVii as much as to say,*^ 

The folio has ** thats as much to sayj'^ But in this formula Shakespeare, I 
believe, never omits the second “ though he sometimes places it before, 
sometimes after the verb, compare Tito Gent, oJVer, act id se.l ; Much Ado 
about Kothing^ act li. sc. 3, act ui. sc. *2; Tivetjih-Ktght, acti sc. 5; Sec, Pari 
of Uem ij VI. act v. sc. 2 ; and Romeo and Juliet^ act 11. sc. 4. 

P. 37. (ao) 

Master^ if you do^ erpect spoon-meat, so bespeak a long spoon ” 

The folio has “ Master^ if do e cpect spoon-meate, or hespeahe a long hpoone .^^ — 
The e<litoi' of the second foUo made no alteration except in adding “ ycu ,'"' — 
Capell Bubbtituted “60'’ for “or.” 

P. 37. (SiJ “ Avoid fkeCfJiend 

The folio has then fhud winch was altered in the fourth folio to 

Avoid ihovi fiend But the reading which I give was the more usi^ifLl ex- 
pression (even Scott has 

“ Avoid thee, fiend ' with cruel hand 
Shake not the dying sinner’s sand,” Ssc, Marmlon, C. vi.j. 

38. (U) “ and the Ofwerfi 

The folio has “with a Jailer” (but prefixes “ Ojhfi and “ Offfi to his speeches 
in the scene b— -Mr, Colher prints “and a Jailor,” observing that “This is the 
old stiige-difectiou , and as Adriana and Antipholus subsefiuentiy call him so, 
there is reason for retaining it, instead of * an Officer,’ as it stands in the mo- 
dem editions.” But Mr. Collier does not perceive into what inconsistency he 
runs by piinfcing here “a Jailor;” for m the first scene of this act he gives 
“ Enter a Miwhant, Angelo, and an Ofikerfi and that the Officer who iirrosts 
Antipholus iu that scene is the very person who now enters with him is proved 
by the sin^ech of Antipholus to the Duke, p 18, “My hege, I am advised what 
I say,” &c. 

P.33. (S|) “Dro.E,’* 

Porhaps slicmid be Ofi\fi as the Cambridge EditcM*8 conjecture. 

F. 33. ($4) “ or rathei\ toprcplmy like the parrot fi 

The foKo has “ or rather the prophe&le likefi die. 

■P.40.;($5) “i” 

A modern addition. 

P. (86) “ mgouV^ 

Mr. Ms. Con'ector snhititntes rigour.” 

F. 40. (37 ) “ 

The’ folio has 4be eomiHJwItor having been misled by the abbre- 

vmil.on 'of tlm wo^d in the Ms., {A httlo after, the folio has “And gentle 
IT I rwiu^d no gold/') 

muw W 
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P. 41 . (88) 

Added by Mi% Collier’s Ms. Corrector, and preferable to Pope’s addition, 
“do.’’ 


P. 41 . (89) “ those'^ 

The folio bas “ these.” 

P. 42 . (90) 

“ Enter Antitholus of Syracuse and Bbomio of Syracuse "with tfteir 
rapiers drawn.” 

The folio has- “ Enter Antipholns Syracnsia with his Bapier drawne, and 
Dromio Sirac.” But compare what follows, “ And come with naked swords 
and Adriana’s speech, p. 47 , 

“ And with his mad attendant and himself, 

£lach one with ireful passion, with diawn swords^^ &c. 

P. 42 . {91) 

The folio has “ ijou saw.” (In old Ms. and books “ and “ saw?” are fre* 
qucntly confounded: — the folio, in Cymheline^ act v. sc. 6, has “ But we see 
him dead,”— where the sense positively requires “ saw,”) 

P. 4 S.( 9 ») “eo” 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes “with,” and rightly perhaps. 

P, 4 B, (93) “ Time ears of thmi hmw^stt did hear thee 
In this line “ licur” is (as it often is) a dissyllable 5-^which I notice because 
most ofthe recent editors, by altering the “ knoiost^^ of the folio to “knowest,” 
iH*tider the line unmetrlcal.— What precedes was written by me before the 
Rpiiearance of Bhake^^eare^s VmijkaUm, dfc. by Walker, who there (p. 139 ), 
speaking of the present line, remarks; “ ‘ kmw'st^ at any rate, bat I suspect 
something is lost.” 

P. 41 (94I “ And much much different"*^ 

Bo the second foho. — ^The first folio has “ And much Mr. Swynfen 

derviH would read “ And too much dijerentt*' comparing Kiny MkhardTl^ act 
ii. sc. 2, “ Madam, your majesty is too much sad.” 

P, 4 i>, (95) ‘"ar” 

Kot, in the folio. (Bo little does Mr. Collier know of what is to be found in 
ihki modem etlitions, that he charges ^£r. Singer with taking this “ cf’ from, 
bin M$, Cometor.) 

“ Mat mifdy, moidnyt md d^li mUnchohj, 
and desfuir; 

' And at her a‘ freqp”' 



NorEb.l THE COMEDY OF EEEOBS. C7 

In the first line Hanmer inserted — an addition also proposed 

l>oth bj Heath and Walker. — It is undoubtedly at the heels of melancholy 
that the infections troop follows; and, if there be no corraption here, we 
must understand “ Imsman"' to mean merely a/iin,— as Kitson does, who ob- 
serves that in TheMerehant of Venice^ act ni. sc. 2, there is a similar confu- 
sion of genders ; 

“ But now I was the loi d 
Ol this fair mansion, master of my servants, 

Queen o’er myself.” — 

Heath would read And at their heels;''' which Malone adopts. — Mr. Collier 
substitute^ ^^dnd at his heeUJ" 


IK 4G, (97) “ The place of death" 

The folio has “T/ui plate of depth.” — That “depth” was a imsprint for 
** deaths' I did not rGq[uire the authority of Mr Collier’s Ms. Corrector to 
comince me ; but I am glad he has pronounced it to he so, because the pio- 
babiHt}" of future editors retaining it is thereby considerably lessened. (Even 
Mr. CtilUor, who gave “ death" in his text, was afterwards troubled with great 
doubts whether he had done rightly : see the Additional Notes" to his Shake- 
qmiee, i. cclxxxv, first ed.). — According to Mr. Hunter, “ * The place of depth' 
means, in the Oreek story, the Barathrum, tlie deep pit, into which offenders 
were cast So Joneon, — 

* Oi^inioD ! [0 Ood] let gross opinion sink [and be damn’dj 
As deep as BarathnmJ* Every Man in his Rumour^ cd. lOOl.” 
Neiv Ulmtr, of Hhakespearei l 225. 

Bat iEgeon was not about to be “ cast into a dccpplf he was to he “ Be- 
headed publicly for his oftbnee.^’ Kor does Mr. Hunter understand the quota- 
tion from donson. In it Barathrum" undoubtedly means hell. Compare 
Dekker's Kiiitjhts Con^uriupf 1607 ; “ Inraged at which, he fiung away, and 
leapt into Dfimthnm" Sig. c. 6 . And Taylor’s Baud; 

“ Cocitus Monarch, high and miglity Dis, 

Who of Great Limbo Lake Commander is, 

Of Tartary, of Erebus, and all 

Th(m Minydomes lohich men Barathrum doe call" 

F. 92 (second),-— cd. 1601, 

F, 47. (9$^ “ str&ntje escape. 

And 

Here ^*$tmnye" for “strong” of the folio, Is the emendation of Wafer (ifnt. 
B,mm, dre, voi iii. p. 20) and of Mr. Collier’s Ha. Corrector; and so Matee 
oat^e attspected that we should nmd.’VAa to (lor which Capell sub- 

stituted “ here,” and which liitsun would alter to “ then""), —it may possibly 
(Malone says, certamly) have been tlie author’s word. 


^ F. 47 (99) the it htfe" 

The folio has " and the u Inlr * 
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P. 48. (loo) “ To scotch your face, 

The folio has “To scorch your face.'' — ^Warbm*ton saw that scotch^^ was 
the true reading here : hnt his obvious emendation has been treated with 
comtempt by hzs successors. “ ‘ Scorch f ” says Steevens, “ I believe, is right. 
He would have punished her as he had punished the conjurer before — 
which must have been hy singeing off her heard ^ — The foho has the very same 
misprint in Macbeth, act hi. sc. 2 ; 

** We haue scorched [read “ scotch’d”] the snake, not kill’d it.” 

So, too, have all the old editions of Beaumont and Fletcher’s Kni^it of the 
Burning Beetle, act hi. sc. 4 ; 

Be-enter George, leading a Second Man with a patch over hu nose., 
George. Puissant knight, of the Burning Pestle hight, 

See here another wretch, whom this foul beast 

Hath scorcht [read “ scotch’d”] and scor’d in this inhuman wise.” 


P. 49, (loi) “ They left me” 

So this passage is cited (without observation) by Walker m his Cnt. Exam. 
<fcc. vol. hi. p. 26 ; and so reads Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector. — The folio has 
“ There left me.” 

P. 60. (loa) “ I never saw the chain. So help me heaven 
As this IS false you burden me withal 

The folio has 

** I n&uer saw the Chaine, so heJpe me heauen : 

And this is false you burthen me withallf * — 
which I corrected as above in my Remarks on Mr. Collier's and Mr. KnigMs 
eds. of Shakespeare, p. 29. (Compare what Adriana has said at p. 48, 

“ So befal my soul 

As this is false he burdens me withal 1”) — 

I continue (186S) to think my correction absolutely necesBai*y, though Mr. 
Grant White has pronounced it to be “ quite needless,” 

P. 51, {X 03 ) “ cures 

“ Perhaps cure.” Walker’s Crit. Exam. Ssg. vol. i. p, 248. 

P. 61. { 104 ) ** tap” 

The folio has “lampes,” 

P. 62. ( 1 Q 5 ) MgQ. If I dream notf’ dsG. , 

This speech and the following speech of are wrongly placed in the 

folio: it inserts them between these two lines of the Duke’s next speech ; 
“Which accidentally are met together. — 

Antipholus, thou cam’st from Corinth iirst 

pre&nng to*the second of these lines, — ^The transposition was made 

by Capell (though Malone takes the credit of it to himself). 
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P. 62. (ro6) ** Besides her urging of )ier wreck at sea ^ — ” 

this,” says Mason, “be the right X’eading, it is, as Steevens justly remarks, 
one of Shakespeare’s oversights, as the Abbess had not hinted at her ship- 
wreck ; but possibly we should read * Besides Us urging,’ &o.”— -In stating 
that her son, herself, and Eromio, “ were taken up” from the raft, the Abbess 
surely does more than hint at her shipwreck . still there is no denymg that 
she has not ^^urgem it, according to our present acceptation of the word; and 
the old copy is perhaps corrupted here — ^Mr Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads, 
“ Beside* his urging of his wreck at sea^ — ^Malone supposes that a hne has 
been lost, — ^Walker {Shakespeare's Versification^ &c, p. 7) cites this passage 
with the riding Besides her waging of the wreck at sea*" 

P. 63. (107) ** these errors are arose'' 

Howe printed all arose'' 

P. 53. (108) “ Twenty-five years have I hut gone in travail 
Of you^ my sons ; and, till this present hour^ 

My heavy burden ne'er delivered * — ” 

The folio has 

“ Thirtie three yeares haue I but gone in trauaile 
Of you my Sonnes^ and till this present hours 
My heauie burthen are deliuered*" 

The alteration of “ Thirtie three” to “ Twenty-five" is Theobald’s. — ^The 
correction ne'er" for “are” was first made by me m my Memarks on Mr* 
Collier's and Mr* Knight's eds* of Shakespeare^ p. SO. (Mr. Singer, through 
forgetfulness, mentions it as his own.) 

P. 04, {109) “ And you the calendars of their nativity^ 

Goto a gossips' feas% andgoy with me ; 

After so Img grief, such felicity f" 

The folio has 

“ And you the Kalenders of their Katiuity, 

, Go to a Gossips feast, and go with me, 

After so long greefe such Nailuitie,” — 

wrongly beyond all doubt — In the second Hne I adopt the correction of 
Heath; in the third line, that of Hanmer. (“ For the second * nativity,' " 
says Walker, *fread, not as is suggested [by Johnson] in the Yariomm 
edition, ^festivity' (this was not the idea likely to occur in .ffimiHa’s mind), 
but' [with Hanmer) * felicity*' " Grit* Kmm* vol. i. p* 277*} ^ 

P. 64 (uo) shall X go fetch" 

Bo Walker {Grit, Mxam* Stc* voh Hi. p* 23)."r^The folio omits *^gofi 
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MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHINO. 

Was entered in tlie Stationers’ Registers as follows : 

** 23 Ang. 1600. And. Wise, Wm. Aspley] Two “booH, tlie one called 
Mnche adoe aliont NotMnge, and tlie other The Second Parte of the History 
of King Henry the iiiith with the Humors of Sir John Fallstaff : wrytten by 
Mr. Shakespeare.” 

There is,” remarks Mr. Collier, “ another memorandum injQie same 
register, hearing date on the * 4th August,’ without the year, which runs in 
these terms: — * As you like yt, a book. Hem.’y the ffith, a book. Every 
man in his humor, a book. The Comedie of Much Adoe about nothinge, a 
book.’ Opposite the titles of these plays are added the words, ‘ to be staled.’ 
This last entry, there is little doubt, belongs to the year 1600, for such is 
the date immediately preceding it ; and, as Malone observes [Life of Shake- 
sjpearet p. 867], the clerk seeing 1600 ]ust above his pen, when he inserted 
the notice for staying the publication of ‘ Much Ado about Nothing’ and the 
two other plays, did not think it necessary to repeat the figures. The caveat 
of the 4th August against the publication had no doubt been withdrawn by 
the 23d of the same month, and the object of the ‘ stay’ probably was to pre- 
vent the publication of * Henry V.,’ * Every Man in his Humour,’ and ‘ Much 
Ado about Nothing,’ by any other stationers than Wise and Aspley.” Xftr 
irod, to Much Ado about Nothing, This play was first printed in 1600, 4to, 
as it hath been smdne tvmes pubhkely acted,” <kc.: hence perhaps we may 
conjecture, with Mr. Collier, that it was written in the autumn of rather 
than assign its composition, with Malone, to the beginning of 1600.— The 
earlier portion of the serious busmess of Much Ado about Nothing has a great 
resemblance to part of the story of Ariodante and Ginevra in Ariosto’s Or^ 
Undo Furioso, canto v.j where Polinesso, in order to revenge himself on the 
princess Ginevra,— who has rejected his love-suit and has pledged her troth 
to Ariodante, — ^prevails on her attendant Dalinda to personate the prmeess 
and to appear at a balcony by moonlight, while, --in the sight of Ariodante, 
whom he has stationed to witness the supposed infidelity of Ginevra, — ^he 
ascends to her apartment by a ladder of ropes. — The tragecall and pleasante 
Mstorg Arromdedenevor[Anodante and Ginevra], the doughter unto the kynge 
of skotteSi bg peter Beverleg, inverse, was entered in the Stationers’ Registers 
in 1666-6, and subsequently printed n. d.: according to Warton (Mist, of 
Mngl. m.479,ed.4to), there was an, edition of it in 1600. — “A Historg 

of Ariodante and Geneuora** was shewed before her Ma^« on Shrovetuesdaie 
at night [1682-8],' enacted by Mr. Mulcasters children” (Malone’s Shake- 
“ spear e, by Boswell, vol. lii. 406). — A few years later the same story was 
versified from Ariosto hy George Turbervile. This rests on the authority of 
Sir John Harington, who, in the notes appended to the Fifth Book of his 
translation of the Orlando, says ; “ Sure the tale [of Ariodante and Ginevra] 
is a pret^ comicall matter, and hath beene written in English verse some 
few yeares past (learnedly and with good grace), though in verse of another 
kind, by H. George Turberuil.” Both Batson {Bihh Poet, sub “ TurbemW) 
and Mr. Collier {Xnirod to Mttoh Ado about Nothing) think that Haringtorf 
may have confounded Tuiiervile with Beverley : but he could hardly have 
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mistaken M* George TurherwiV' for “ Mr. Peter Beverley” (on the former 
of whom he wrote a very laudatory “ Epitaph see his Ejgigram, B. i. 42) ; 
and what renders it more probable that he did not make any mistake, is the 
fact that Tnrbervile was a great dabbler in Italian, and published Tragical 
Tales [in ve7*8e'] out of sundrie Italians, &c,, 1687 — ^In 1690 appeared the 
Second Book of The Faerie Queene, where (canto iv. st. 17 sqq.) Spenser has 
introduced, with t^ome variations, the mcidents of this tale * and in 1591 Sir 
John Harington put forth a complete ti*anslation of the Oilando Funoso, 
We ha^e proof, therefore, that before the close of the sixteenth century the 
story of Ariodante and Ginevra was familiar to 13ie Enghsh public, and that, 
in some ^hape or other, it must have been known to Shakespeare when he 
composed Much Ado about Nothing^ That he was not without obhgations to 
it seems certain : as Ariosto^s Balinda personates her mistress Gmevra, so 
Shakespeare^s Margaret assumes the garb of Hero; — and to that circum- 
stance there is nothing parallel in the novel of Bandello, which, as Steevens 
remarks, seems to have furnished Shakespeare with his fable, as it ap- 
proaches nearer in all its particulars to the play before us, than any other 
performance known to be extant.” Bandello, — Farte Pnma, Novella 22, 
relates ** Come il S. Timbreo di Cardona, essendo col Be Fiero d* Aragona in 
Messina, s’ innamora di Fenicia Lionata, e i varii e fortunevoU accidenti che 
avvennero prima ehe per moglie la prendesse /” and in the supposed death of 
Fenicia, her obsequies, and her subsequent marriage with Timbreo, we re- 
cognise very important incidents of the play: nor is it immaterial to notice 
that the names Lionato de Lionati and Piero d* Aragona have become in the 
play Leonato and Pedro of Arragon. There is a French version of Bandello’s 
tale in the Third Vol. of Belleforest’s Histoires Tragiques, &c.: but some 
English translation of it, which is no longer to be found, was in all proba- 
bility what Shakespeare used. For the comic scenes of the play he would 
seem to have relied entirely on his own invention, (Perhaps it is hardly 
worth mention, that towards the close of a very brief analysis of Bandello’s 
novel in Skottowe^s Life of SJiahespeare, &c., i. 860, the circumstances of 
Timbreo’s marriage are misrepresented (at least I have seen no edition of 
Bandello which so exhibits them) : the passage, indeed, is all but a transcript 
from Bunlop’s Hist of Fiction, ii. 468, ed. 1810 ; and Dunlop’s memory, I 
suppose, had deceived him.) 
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ACT I. 

Bcbne I. Before the home of Lbonato. 

Enier Lbonato, Hero, and Beatrice, mfh a Messenger/^^ 

Leon, I learn in this letter that Don Pedro^^^ of Arragon 
comes this night to Messina. 

Mess. He is very near by this : he was not three leagues 
off when I left him. 

Leon. How many gentlemen have you lost in this action? 

Mess. But few of any sort, and none of name. 

Leon. A victory is twice itself when the achiever brings 
home full numbers. I find here that Don Pedro^® hath be- 
stowed much honour on a young Florentine called .Claudio. 

Mess. Much deserved on his part, and equally remem- 
bered by Don Pedro. He hath borne himself beyond the 
promise of his age ; doing, in the figure of a lamb, the feats 
of a lion : he hath, indeed, better bettered expectation than 
you must expect of me to toll you how. 

Leon. He hath an uncle here in Messina will be very, 
much glad of it. 

Mess. I have already delivered him letters, and there ap- 
pears much joy in him ; even so much, that joy could not* 
show itself modest enough without a badge of bitterness, 

Leon. Did he break out into tears? 

Mess. In great measure. 

Leon. A kind overflow of kindness : there ai*e no faces 
.truer than those that are so washed. How much better is it 
to weep at joy than to joy at weeping ! 
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Beat. I pray you, is Signior Montanto returned from the 
wars or no ? 

Mess. I know none of that name, lady: there was none 
such in the army of any sort. 

Leon. What is he that you ask for, niece 9 

Hero. My cousin means Signior Benedick cf Padua, 

Mess. 0, he’s returned; and as pleasant as ever he was. 

Beat. He set up his bills here in Messina, and challenged 
Cupid at the flight ; and my uncle’s fool, reading the- chal- 
lenge, subscribed for Cupid, and challenged him at the bird- 
bolt. — pray you, how many hath he killed and eaten in these 
w^ars ? But how many hath he killed? for, indeed, I promised 
to eat all of his killing. 

Leon. Faith, niece, you tax Signior Benedick too much ; 
but he’ll be meet with you, I doubt it not. 

Mess. He hath done good service, lady, in these wars. 

Beat. You had musty victual, and he hath holp to eat 
it: he’s a very valiant trencher-man; he hath an excellent 
stomach. 

Mess. And a good soldier too, lady. 

Beat. And a good soldier to a lady : — but what is he to a 
lord? 

Mess. A lord to a lord, a man to a man ; stuffed with all 
honourable vii*tues. 

Beat. It is so, indeed ; he is no less than a stuffed man : 
but for the stuffing, — well, we are all mortal. 

Leon. You must not, sir, mistake my niece. There is a 
kind of merry war betwixt Signior Benedick and her : they 
never meet but there’s a skirmish of wit between them. 

Beat. Alas, he gets nothing by that ! In our last con- 
flict four of his five wits went halting off; and now is the 
w^hole man governed with one : so that if he have wit enough 
to beep himself warm, let him bear it for a difference between 
himself and his horse ; for it is all the wealth that ho hath left, 
to be known a reasonable creature.— Who is, his companion 
now ? He hath every month a new sworn brother* 

Mesa. Is’t possible ? 

Beat. Very easily possible : he wears his faith but as the 
fiishion of his hat ; it ever changes with the next block. 

Mess. It see, lady, the gentleman is not in your books. 
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Beat, No ; an lie were, I would burn my study. But, I 
pray you, who is his companion ? Is there no young squarer 
now that will make a voyage with him to the devil 9 

Mess, He, is most in the company of the right noble 
Claudio. 

Beat, 0 Eord, he will hang upon him like a disease : 
he is sooner caught than the pestilence, and the taker runs 
presently mad. God help the noble Claudio ! if he have 
caught the Benedick, it will cost him a thousand pound ere 
he be cured. 

Mess, I will hold friends with you, lady. 

Beat, Do, good friend, 

Leoji, You will never run mad, niece. 

Beat, No, not till a hot January. 

Mess, Don Pedro is approached. 

Enter Don Pedro, Don John, Claudio, Benedick, and 
Balthazar. 

D, Pedro, Good Signior Leonato, you are come to meet 
your trouble : the fashion of the world is to avoid cost, and 
you encounter it, 

Leon, Never came trouble to my house in the likeness of 
your grace ; for trouble being gone, comfort should remain ; 
but when you depart from me, sorrow abides, and happiness 
takes his leave. 

I) , Pedro, You embrace your charge too willingly. — I 
think this is your daughter. 

Leon, Her mother hath many times told me so. 

Bene, Were you in doubt, sir, that you asked her? 

Leon, Signior Benedick, no ; for then were you a child. 

J) , Pedro, You have it full, Benedick^ we may guess by 
this what you are, being a man, — Truly, the lady fathers 
herself*~B,6 happy, lady; for you are like an honourable 
father. 

Bene, If Signior Leonato be her father, she would not 
have his head on her shoulders for all Messina, as like him 
as she is. 

Beat, I TOuder that you will still be talking, Signior 
Benedick ; nobody marks you. 

Bene, What, my dear Lady Disdain ^ are you yet living ? 
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Beat, Is it possible disdain should die while she hath 
such meet food to feed it as Signior Benedick? Courtesy 
itself must convert to disdain, if you come in her presence. 

Bene. Then is courtesy a turncoat. — But it is certain I 
am loved of all ladies, only you 'excepted : and I would I could 
find in my heart that I had not a hard heart ; fer, truly, I love 
none. 

Beat. A dear happiness to women : they would else have 
been troubled with a pernicious suitor. I thank G^i^d and 
my cold blood, I am of your humour for that : I had rather 
hear my dog bark at a crow than a man swear he loves mo. 

Bene, God keep your ladyship still in that mind! so some 
gentleman or other shall scape a predestinate scratched face. 

Beat, Scratching could not make it worse, an 'twere such 
a face as yours were.^^^ 

Bene, Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher. 

Beat. A bird of my tongue is better than a beast of yours. 

Bene. I would my horse had the speed of your tongue, 
and so good a continuer. But keep your way, o’ God’s name ; 
I have done. 

Beat. You always end with a jade’s trick : I know you 
of old. 

D. Pedro. This is the sum of all : Leonato, — Signior 
Claudio and Signior Benedick, — my dear friend Leonato 
hath invited you all. I tell him we shall stay here at* the 
least a month ; and he heartily prays some occasion may de- 
tain us longer ; I dare swear he is no hypocrite, but prays 
from his heart. 

Leo7t. If you swear, my lord, you shall not be forsworn. — 
Let me bid you welcome, my lord : being reconciled to the 
prince your brother, I owe you all duty. 

D. John. I thank you : I am not of many words, but I 
thank you, 

Leon. Please it your grace lead on ? 

D. Pedro. Your hand, Leonato ; we will go togj&fch^r- 

[Exeunt all except Benedick and Clandio, 

Claud. Benedick, didst thou note the daughter of Signior 
Leonato ? 

Bene. I noted her not ; but I looked on her. 

Cliiiidr Is she not a modest young lady ? - 
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Bene. Do you question me, as an honest man should do, 
for my simple true judgment; or would you have me speak 
after my custom, as being a professed tyrant to their sex ? 

Claud. No ; I pray thee speak in sober judgment. 

Bene. Why, i'faith, methinks she’s too low for a high 
praise, too broigirn for a fair praise, and too little for a great 
praise : only this commendation I can afford her, — that were 
she otSier than she is, she were unhandsome ; and being no 
other bjit as she is, I do not like her. 

Claud. Thou thinkest I am in sport : I pray thee tell me 
truly how thou likest her. 

Bene. Would you buy her, that you inquire after her ? 

Claud. Can the world buy such a jewel ? 

Bene. Yea, and a case to put it into. But speak you this 
with a sad brow? or do you play the flouting Jack, to tell us 
Cupid is a good hare-finder, and Vulcan a rare carpenter ? 
Come, in what key shall a man take you, to go in the song ? 

Claud. In mine eye she is the sweetest lady that ever I 
looked on. 

Bene. I can see yet without spectacles, and I see no such 
matter : there’s her cousin, an she were not possessed with a 
fury, exceeds her as much in beauty as the first of May doth 
the last of December. But I hope you have no intent to 
turn husband, have you ? 

Claud. I wDuld scarce trust myselfj> though I had sworn 
the contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 

Bene. Is’t come to this, in faith ? Hath not the world 
one man but he wdll wear his cap with suspicion ? Shall I 
never see a bachelor of threescore again ? Go to, i’faith ; an 
thou wilt needs thrust thy neck into a yoke, wear the px'int 
of it, and sigh away Sundays, Look ; Don Pedro is returned 
toseek^ou. 


Ee-miter Don PnoRO. 

D. Pedro. What secret hath held you here, that you fol- 
lowed ng% U Xeonato’s ? 

Befie. I would your grace would constrain me to tell. 

D. Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance. 

You hear, Count Claudio : I can be secret as a 
dimib macn, I would have you think so ; but on my allegi- 
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ance, — mark you this, on my allegiance. — He is in love. 
With who? — now that is your grace’s part. — Mark how 
short his answer is ; — With Hero, Leonato’s short daughter. 
Claud, If this were so, so were it uttered. ^ 

Bene. Like the old tale, my lord ; ‘4t is not so, nor ’twas 
not so,* but indeed, God forbid it should be so-” 

Claud. If my passion change not shortly, God forbid it 
should be otherwise. 

D, Pedro. Amen, if you love her; for the ladyjs very 
well worthy. 

Claud. You speak this to fetch me in, my lord. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, I speak my thought. 

Claud. And, in faith, my lord, I spoke mine. 

Bene. And, by my two faiths and troths, my lord, I spoke 
mine. 

Claud. That I love her, I feel. 

D. Pedro. That she is worthy, I know, 

Be7ie. That I neither feel how she should be loved, nor 
know how she should be worthy, is the opinion that fire can- 
not melt out of me ; I will die in it at the stake.-^ 

D. Pedro. Thou wast ever an obstinate heretic in the 
despite of beauty. 

Claud. And never could maintain his part but in the 
force of his will. 

Bene. That a woman conceived me, I, thank her; that she 
brought me up, I likewise give her most humble thanks : but 
that I will have a recheat winded in my forehead, or hang my 
bugle in an invisible baldrick, all women shall pardon me. 
Because I will not do them the wrong to mistrust any, I will 
do myself the right to trust none ; and the fine is (for the 
which I may go the finer), I will live a bachelor. 

D. Pedro. I shall see thee, ere I die, look pale with love.^^^ 
Bene. With anger, with sickness, or with hunger, my lord ; 
not with love : prove that ever I lose more blood with love 
than I will get again with drinking, pick out rfiine eyes with 
a ballad-maker’s pen, and hang me up at the %or of a bro- 
thel-house for the sign of blind Cupid* 

I>. Pedro: Well, if ever thou dost Ml from this faith, thou 
wilt prove a notable argument. , , 

Bene: If I do, hang me in a bottle like a, eat, and shoot at 
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me ; and he that hits me^ let him be clapped on the shoulder, 
and called ik.dam. 

Z>. Pedro. Well, as time shall try : 

In time the savage bull doth bear the yoke.”* 

Bene. The savage bull may; but if ever the sensible 
Benedick bear^it, pluck off the bull’s horns, and set them 
in my forehead : and let me be vilely painted ; and in such 
great fetters as they write, “Here is good horse to hire,” let 
them signify under my sign, “ Here you may see Benedick 
the married man.” 

Claud. If this should ever happen, thou wouldst be horn- 
mad. 

D. Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have not spent all his quiver in 
Venice, thou wilt quake for this shortly. 

Bene. I look for an earthquake too, then. 

D. Pedro. Well, you will temporize with the hours. In 
the mean time, good Signior Benedick, repair to Leonato’s : 
commend me to him, and tell him I will not fail him at sup- 
per ; for indeed he hath made great preparation. 

Bene. I have almost matter enough in mo for such an 
embassage ; and so I commit you, — 

Claud. To the tuition of God : From my house (if I had 
it) — 

D. Pedro. The sixth of July: Your loving friend, Bene- 
dick, 

Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not. The body of your dis- 
course is sometime guarded with fragments, and the guards 
are but slightly basted on neither : ere you flout old ends any 
further, examine your conscience : and so I leave you, [Exit. 

Claud. My liege, your highness now may do me good. 

D. Pedro. My love is thine to teach : teach it but how,^^^ 
And thou shalt see how apt it is to learn 

* time the samge huU doth hear the yoheJ**} A line from Kyd^s Spanish 
Tragedy (of wHch the earliest edition Imown is dated 1699) ; where it stands 
thus; 

** In time the sauage hull susiatnes the yoake.*’ 

Act ii. sig. C 2, ed.4618. 

again, horrowed it from Watson’s ’EKATOMHAGIA, or Fassionate Uen- 
turie of Love (n. d., hut printed m or after 1582) ; the sLvxith Sonnet of which 
begins thus; 

, In time' the hull k brought to weare the yoake,” 

wu n. ' \ , ' o 
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Any hard lesson that may do thee good. 

Claud. Hath Leonato any son, my lord ? 

D. Pedro. No child hut Hero ; she’s his only heir. 

Dost thou affect her, Claudio ? 

Claud. 0, my lord, 

When you went onward on this ended action,"' 

I look’d upon her with a soldier’s eye, 

That lik’d, but had a rougher task in hand 
Than to drive liking to the name of love : 

But now I am return’d, and that war-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging soft and delicate desires, 

All prompting me how fair young Hero is, 

Saying, I lik’d her ere I went to wars. 

D. Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover presently, 

And tire the hearer with a book of words. 

If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it ; 

And I will break with her and with her father, 

And thou shalt have her. Was’t not to this end 
That thou begann’st to twist so fine a story 
Claud. How sweetly do you minister to love. 

That know love’s grief by his complexion ! 

But lest my liking might too sudden seem, 

I would have salv’d it with a longer treatise. 

D. Pedro. What need the bridge much broader than the 
flood? 

The fairest grant is the necessity.^^^ 

Look, what will serve is fit ; ’tis once, thou lovest ; 

And I will fit thee with the remedy. 

I know we shall have revelling to-night : 

I will assume thy part in some disguise, 

And tell fair Hero I am Claudio ; 

And in her bosom I’ll unclasp my heart, 

And take her hearing prisoner with the force 
And strong encounter of my amorous tale : 

Then after to her father will I break ; 

And the conclusion is, she shall be thine. 

In practice let us put it presently, , lEmmt. 
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SoENE II. d room in Leonato’s house. 

Enter, severally, Leonato and Antonio. 

Leon. How now, brother! Where is my cousin, your 
son ? hath he ptoYided this music ? 

Ant. He is yery busy about it. But, brother, I can tell 
you strange news, that you yet dreamt not of. 

Leom Are they good ? 

Ant. As the event stamps them : but they have a good 
cover; they show well outward. The prince and Count 
Claudio, walking in a thick-pleached alley in my orchard, 
were thus much overheard by a man of mine : the prince 
discovered to Claudio that he loved my niece your daughter, 
and meant to acknowledge it this night in a dance ; and if 
he found her accordant, he meant to take the present time 
by the top, and instantly break with you of it. 

Leon. Hath the fellow any wit that told you this ? 

Ant. A good sharp fellow : I will send for him ; and ques- 
tion him yourself. 

Leon. No, no ; we will hold it as a dream till it appear^^^ 
itself : but I will acquaint my daughter withal, that she may 
be the better prepared for an answer, if peradventure this be 
true. Go you and tell her of it. — [Exit Anto^o. — Several 
persons cross the stage."] Cousin, you know what you have 
to do. — 0, 1 cry you mercy, friend ; go you with me, and I 
will use your skill, — Good cousin, have a care this busy time. 

[^Exit. 


Scene III. Another room in Leonato’s house. 

Enter Don John a7id Conrabe. 

Con. What the good-year, my lord f why are you thus 
out of measure sad ? 

D. John. There is no measure in the occasion that breeds 
it therefore the sadness is without limit. 

. Con. You should hear reason. 

John. And when I have heard it, what blessing bring- 

’'eth it? 
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Con. If not a present remedy, yet a patient sufferance. 

D. John. I wonder that thou, being (as thou sayest thou 
art) born under Saturn, goest about to apply a moral medi- 
cine to a mortifjdng mischief. I cannot hide what I am : I 
must be sad when I have cause, and smile at no man’s jests ; 
eat when I have stomach, and wait for no" man’s leisure; 
sleep when I am drowsy, and tend on no man’s business; 
laugh when I am merry, and claw no man in his humour. 

Con. Yea, but you must not make the full show of this 
till you may do it without controlment. You have of late^^^^ 
stood out against your brother, and he hath ta’en you newly 
into his grace ; where it is impossible you should take true 
root but by the fair weather that you make yourself : it is 
needful that you frame the season for your own harvest. 

D. John. I had rather be a canker in a hedge than a rose 
in his grace; and it better fits my blood to be disdained of 
all than to fashion a carriage to rob love from any : in this, 
though I cannot be said to be a flattering honest man, it must 
not be denied but I am a plain-dealing villain. I am trusted*^ 
with a muzzle, and enfranchised with a clog; therefore I 
have decreed not to sing in my cage. If I had my mouth, I 
would bite ; if I had my liberty, I would do my liking : in the 
mean time let me be that I am, and seek not to alter me. 

Con. Can you make no use of your discontent ? 

D. John. 1 make all use of it, for I use it only. — ^Who 
comes here ? 

JEnter Eorachio, 

“What news, Borachio 9 

Bora. I came yonder from a great supper: the prince 
your brother is royally entertained by Leonato; and I can 
give you intelligence of an intended marriage. 

D. John. Will it serve for any model to build mischief 
on 9 What is he for a fool that betroths himself to unquiet^ 
ness ? 

Bora. Many, it is your brother’s right hand. 

D. John. Who, the most exquisite Claudio ? 

Bora. Even he. 

D. John. A proper squire ! And who, and who which 
'Way lookshe ? __ ’ ■ , . ^ 

Bom. Mai^% on Hero, the daughter and heir of Eeonato.* 
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jD. John. A very forward March-cliick ! How came you 
to this ? 

Bora. Being entertained for a perfunaer, as I was smoking 
a musty room, comes me the i)rince and Claudio, hand in 
hand, in sad conference : I whipt me behind the arras ; and 
there heard it agreed upon, that the prince should woo Hero 
for himself, and having obtained her, give her to Count 
Claudio. 

D. John. Come, come, let us thither : this may prove food 
to my displeasure. That young start-up hath all the glory 
of my overthrow : if I can cross him any way, I bless myself 
every way. You are both sure, and will assist me ? 

Con. To the death, my lord. 

D. Joh7i. Let us to the great supper : their cheer is the 
greater that I am subdued. Would the cook were of my 
mind ! — Shall we go prove what’s to be done ? 

Bora. Well wait upon your lordship. [Ea^emzt. 


ACT IL 

Scene I. A hall in Leonato’s house. 

Enter Leonato,<^^' Antonio, Hebo, Beatrice, and others. 

Leon. Was not Count John here at supper? 

Ant. I saw him not. 

Beat. Hotv tartly that gentleman looks ! I never can see 
him but I am heart-burned an hour after. 

Hero. He is of a very melancholy disposition. 

Beat. He were an excellent man that were made just in 
the midway between him and Benedick : the one is too like 
an image, and says nothing ; and the other too like my lady’s 
eldest son, evermore tattling. 

Leon. Then half Signior Benedick’s tongue in Count 
John’s mouth, and half Count John’s melancholy in Signior 
Bejaediok’s face, — 

Mmt* With a good leg and a good foot, uncle, and money 
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enougli in his purse, such a man would win any woman ii^ 
the world, — if he could get her good-will. 

Leon. By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get thee a hus- 
band, if thou be so shrewd of thy tongue. 

Ant. In faith, she’s too curst. 

Beat Too curst is more than curst : I shall lessen God’s 
sending that way ; for it is said, God sends a curst cow 
short horns but to a cow too curst he sends none. 

Leon. So, by being too curst, God will send you bo horns. 

Beat. Just, if he send me no husband ; for the which 
blessing I am at him upon my knees every morning and 
evening. Lord, I could not endure a husband with a beard 
on his face : I had rather lie in the woollen. 

Leon. You may light on a husband that hath no beard. 

Beat. What should I do with him? dress him in my 
apparel, and make him my waiting-gentlewoman ? He that 
hath a beard is more than a youth ; and he that hath no 
beard is less than a man : and he that is more than a youth 
is not for me ; and he that is less than a man, I am not for 
him : therefore I will even take sixpence in earnest of the 
bear-vrard, and lead his apes into hell. 

Leon. Well, then, go you into hell ? 

Beat. No ; but to the gate ; and there will the devil meet 
me, like an old cuckold, with horns on his head, and say, 
Get you to heaven, Beatrice, get you to heaven ; here’s no 
place for you maids so deliver I up my apes, and away 
to Saint Peter : for the heavens, he shows where the 
bachelors sit, and there live we as merry as the day is long. 

Ant. Well, niece [to Hero'], I trust you vull be ruled by 
your father. 

Beat. Yes, faith ; it is my cousin’s duty to make cour- 
tesy, and say, ‘^Father, as it please you:” — but yet for all 
that, cousin, let him he a handsome fellow, or else make an- 
other courtesy, and say, Father, as it please me.” 

Leon. Well, niece, I hope to see you one day fitted with 
a husband. 

Beat Not till God make men of some other metal than 
earth. Would it not grieve a woman, to be overmastered 
with a piece of valiant dust ? to make an account of her life 
to a clcrd of wayward marl? No, uncle/I’ii none: Adam’i^'^ 
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sons are my brethren ; and, truly, I hold it a sin to match 
in my kindred. 

Z/con. Daughter, remember what I told you : if the prince 
do solicit you in that kind, you know your answer. 

Beat, The fault will be in the music, cousin, if you be 
not wooed in good time : if the prince be too important, tell 
him there is measure in every thing, and so dance out the 
answe?. For, hear me, Hero : — ^wooing, wedding, and repent- 
ing, is a Scotch jig, a measure, and a cinque-pace : the 
first suit is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig, and full as fan- 
tastical ; the wedding, mannerly-modest, as a measure, full 
of state and ancientry ; and then comes repentance, and, with 
his bad legs, falls into the cinque-pace faster and faster, till 
he sink into bis grave.^^^^ 

Leon, Cousin, you apprehend passing shrewdly. 

Beat. I have a good eye, uncle ; I can see a church by 
daylight. 

Leon. The revellers are entering, brother: make good 
room. 

Enter Don Pedbo, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar, Don John, 
Borachio, Margaret, Ursula, and others^ mashed. 

D, Pedro. Lady, will you walk about with your friend ? 

Hero, So you walk softly, and look sweetly, and say no- 
thing, I am yours for the walk; and especially when I walk 
away. 

J). Pedro, With me in your company ? 

Hero. I may say so, when I please, 

D. Pedro. And when please you to say so ? 

Hero. When I like your favour ; for God defend the lute 
should be like the case ! 

D, Pedro. My visor is Philemon’s roof ; within the house 
is Jove, 

My rhor is FhUemon's roof; within the h&me ts Jove, &o-] Qy. does ' 
SiiaJsespeare cite here some poem wMoh Has bow peii^ed ? There is, of 
course, an allusiou to the stoi 7 of Baucis and Bhilemon, whose dweUing (as 
Ovid ns, Met, vm. 630) Was 

** Parva qnidem, stipuHs et canna tecta palustri.” 

Malone ohserves; “The Hue of Ovid above quoted is thus translated Tby 
polding, 1^87 ; 

‘The roofe thereof was thatched all with straw and fennishTeede.^ ** 
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Hero. Why, then, your visor should be thatch’d. 

D. Pedro. Speak low, if you speak love. 

[Takes her aside. 

Balth. Well, I would you did like me. 

Marg. So would not I, for your own sake ; for I have 
many ill qualities. 

Balth. Which is one ? 

Marg. I say my prayers aloud. 

Balth . I love you the better: the hearers may cry^ Amen. 

Marg. God match me with a good dancer! 

Balth. Amen. 

Marg. And God keep him out of my sight when the dance 
is done ! — Answer, clerk. 

Balth. No more words : the clerk is answered. 

Urs. I know you well enough ; you are Signior Antonio. 

Ant. At a word, I am not. 

Urs. I know you by the waggling of your head. 

Ant. To tell you true, I counterfeit him. 

Urs. You could never do him so ill-well, unless you were 
the very man. Here’s his dry hand up and down : you are 
he, you are he. 

Ant. At a word, I am not. 

Urs. Come, come, do you think I do not know you by 
your excellent wit? can virtue hide itself? Go to, mum, 
you are he : graces will appear, and there’s an end. 

Beat. Will you not tell me who told you so ? 

Bene. No, you shall pardon me. 

Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you are ? 

Bene. Not now. 

Beat. That I was disdainful, and that I had my good wit 
out of the Hundred Merry Tales: — well, this was Signior 
Benedick that said so. 

Bene. "V^Tiat’s he ? 

Beat. I am sure you know him well enough. 

Bene. Not I, believe me. 

Beat. Did he never make you laugh ? 

Bene. I pray you, what is he ? 

Beat Why, he is the prince’s jester: a’-very dull fool; 
only his gift is in devising impossible slanders : none but 
libertines delight in him ; and the commendation is not in 
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liis wit, but in bis yillany; for be both pleases men and 
angers them, and then they laugb at bim and beat him. I 
am sure be is in tbe fleet : I would be bad boarded me. 

Bene, When I know tbe gentleman, I’ll tell bim wbat 
you say. 

Beat, Do, 'do : be’ll but break a comparison or two on 
me ; which, peradyenture, not marked, or not laughed at, 
strikes bim into melancholy; and then there’s a partridge’ 
wing sayed, for tbe fool will eat no supper that night, [ilusic 
withm,"] We must follow tbe leaders. 

Be7te, In eyex’y good thing. 

Beat, Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leaye them at 
tbe next turning. 

[Pa7ice. The7i exeunt all except Do)i John, Borachio, 
and Claudio, 

D, Jolm, Sure my brother is amorous on Hero, and hath 
wdtbdiwn her father to break with bim about it. Tbe ladies 
follow her, and but one yisor remains. 

Bora, And that is Claudio : I know bim by bis bearing. 

D. John, Are you not Signior Benedick ? 

Claud, You know me well ; I am be. 

D. Johx, Signior, you are yery near my brother in bis 
loye : be is enamoured on Hero ; I pray you, dissuade bim 
from her, she is no equal for bis birth : you may do the part 
of an honest man in it. 

Claud, How know you be loyes her? 

D. John, I beard bim swear bis affection. 

Bora, So did I too ; and be swore be would marry her 
to-nigbt. 

D, John, Come, let us to tbe banquet. 

[Exemit Don John and Borachio, 

Claud. Thus answer I in name of Benedick, 

But bear these ill news with tbe ears of Claudio. 

’Tis certain so ; — tbe prince wooes for himself. 

Friendship is constant in all other things 
Saye in tbe office and affairs of love : 

Therefore ail hearts in loye use their owm tongues ; 

Let every eye negotiate for itself, 

And trust no agent; for beauty is a witch, 

Against whose charms faith melteth into blood. 
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This is an accident of hourly proof. 

Which I mistrusted not. Farewell, therefore/^®^ Hero ! 

Re-enter Eeitediok. 

Bene, Count Claudio? 

Claud, Yea, the same. 

Bene, Come, will you go with me? 

Claud, Whither? 

Bene, Even to the next willow, about your own business, 
count. What fashion will you wear the garland of? about 
your neck, like an usurer’s chain ? or under your arm, like 
a lieutenant’s scarf? You must wear it one way, for the 
prince hath got your Hero. 

Claud, I wish him joy of her. 

Bene, Why, that’s spoken like an honest drover so 
they sell bullocks. But did you think the prince would have 
served you thus? 

Claud, I pray you, leave me. 

Bene. Ho ! now you strike like the blind man : ’twas the 
boy that stole your meat, and you’ll beat the post. 

Claud. If it will not be, I’ll leave you. [Exit, 

Bene. Alas, poor hurt fowl! now will he creep into 
sedges. — But, that my Lady Beatrice should know me, and 
not know me ! The prince’s fool ! — Ha ! it may be I go 
under that title because I am merry. — Yea, but so I am apt 
to do mj^self wrong; I am not so reputed; it is the base, 
though bitter, disposition of Beatrice^^^^ that puts the world 
into her person, and so gives me out. Well, I’ll be revenged 
as I may. 


Re-enter Don Pedro. 

D. Pedro. Now, signior, where’s the count ? did you see 
him? 

Bene. Troth, my lord, I have played the part of Lady 
Fame. I found him here as melancholy as a lodge in a war- 
ren : I told him, and I think I told him true, that your grace 
had got the good-will of this young lady and I offered him 
my company to a willow-tree, either to make him a garland, 
as being forsaken, or to bind him up a rod, as being worthy 
to be whipped. 
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D. Pedro, To be whipped ! What’s his fault? 

Bene, The flat transgression of a school-boy, who, being 
overjoyed with finding a bird’s-nest, shows it his companion, 
and he steals-it. 

D. Pedro, "Wilt thou make a trust a transgression? The 
transgression is in the stealer. 

Bene, Yet it had not been amiss the rod had been made, 
and the garland too; for the garland he might have worn 
himself, and the rod he might have bestowed on you, who, as 
I take it, have stolen his bird’s-nest. 

D. Pedro, I will but teach them to sing, and restore them 
to the owner. 

Bene, If their singing answer your saying, by my faith, 
you say honestly. 

D, Pedro, The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you: the 
gentleman that danced with her told her she is much wronged 
by you. 

Bene, 0, she misused me past the endurance of a block! 
an oak but with one green leaf on it would have answered 
her ; my very visor began to assume life and scold with her. 
She told me, — not thinking I had been myself, — that I wm 
the prince’s jester, and that I was duller than a great thaw ; 
huddling jest upon jest, with such impossible^-^^ conveyance, 
upon me, that I stood like a man at a mark, with a whole 
army shooting at me. She speaks poniards, and every word 
stabs : if her breath ■wei^e as terrible as her terminations, 
there were no living near her ; she would infect to the north 
star,^"'^^ I would not marry her, though she were endowed 
with all that Adam had left him^^^^ before he transgressed : 
she would have made Hercules have turned spit, yea, and have 
cleft his club to make the fire too. Come, talk not of her : 
you shall find her the infernal Ate in good apparel. I would 
to God some scholar would conjure her ; for certainly, while 
she is here, a man may live as quiet in hell as in a sanctuary; 
and people sin upon purpose, because they would go thither ; 
so, indeed, all disquiet, horror, and perturbation follovr her. 

. D. Pedro, Look, here she comes. 

Be-enter Claudio, Bbatbioe, Hebo, and Leonato. 

Bene, Will your grace command me any sefVice to the 



02 


MUCH ABO ABOUT NOTHINQ. 


[act II, 


world’s end ? I will go on the slightest errand now to the 
Antipodes that yon can devise to send me on ; I will fetch 
you a toothpicker now from the furthest inch of Asia ; bring 
you the length of Prester John’s foot ; fetch you a hair off 
the great Cham’s beard ; do you any embassage to the Pig- 
mies ; — rather than hold three words’ conference with this 
harpy. You have no employment for me ? 

jD. Pedro, None, but to desire your good company. 

Bene, 0 God, six*, here’s a dish I love not : I cannot en- 
dure my Lady Tongue. lExit, 

D. Pedro, Come, lady, come ; you have lost the heart of 
Signior Benedick. 

Beat, Indeed, my lord, he lent it me awhile ; and I gave 
him use for it, — a double heart for his single one : marry, 
once before he won it of me with false dice, therefore your 
grace may well say I have lost it. 

D. Pedro, You have put him down, lady, you have put 
him down. 

Beat, So I would not he should do me, my lord, lest I 
should piwe the mother of fools. — I have brought Count 
Claudio, whom you sent me to seek. 

D. Pedro, Why, how now, count? wherefore are you 
sad? 

Claud, Not sad, my lord. 

D. Pedro, How then ? sick ? 

Claud, Neither, my lord. 

Beat, The count is neither sad, nor sick, nor merry, nor 
well ; but civil, count, — civil as an orange, and something of 
that jealous complexion. 

X). Pedro. I’faith, lady, I think your blazon to be true; 
though, I’ll be sworn, if he be so, his conceit is false.— Here, 
Claudio, I have wooed in thy name, and fair Hero is won : 

I have broke with her father, and, his good-will obtained, 
name the day of marriage, and God give thee joy ! 

Leon, Count, take of me my daughter, and with her my 
fortunes : his grace hath made the match, and all grace say 
Amen to it ! 

Beat. Speak, count, ’tis your cue. 

Claud. Silence is the perfectest herald of joy : I were but, 
little happy, if I could say how much#— Lady, as you ax’e 
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mine, I am yours : I give away myself for yon, and dote upon 
the exchange. 

Beat, Speak, cousin ; or, if you cannot, stop his mouth 
with a kiss, and let not him speak neither. 

D. Pedro, In faith, lady, you have a merry heart. 

Beat, Yea, my lord ; I thank it, poor fool, it keeps on 
the windy side of care. — My cousin tells him in his ear that 
he is in her heart. 

Claud, And so she doth, cousin. 

Beat. Good Lord, for alliance ! — Thus goes every one to 
the world but I, and I am sun-burned ; I may sit in a corner, 
and cry Heigh-ho for a husband ! 

D. Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Beat, I would rather have one of your father’s getting. 
Hath your grace ne’er a brother like you ? Your father got 
excellent husbands, if a maid could come by them. 

I). Pedro. Will you have me, lady ? 

Beat. No, my lord, unless I might have another for work- 
ing-days : your grace is too costly to wear every day. But, 
I beseech your grace, pardon me : I was born to speak all 
mirth and no matter. 

D, Pedro. Your silence most offends me, and to be merry 
best becomes you ; for, out of question, you were born in a 
merry hour. 

Beat. No, sure, my lord, my mother cried ; but then there 
was a star danced, and under that was I born, — Cousins, God 
give you joy ! 

Leon. Niece, will you look to those things I told you 
of? 

Beat I cry you mercj, uncle. — By your grace’s pardon. 

D, Pedro. By my troth, a pleasant-spirited lady, 

Leo7i. There’s little of the melancholy element in her, my 
lord : she is never sad but when she sleeps ; and not ever 
sad then ; for I have heai’d my daughter say, she hath often 
dreamed of unhappiness, and waked herself with laughing. 

I), Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a husband. 

Leon. 0, by no means : she mocks all her wooers out of 
suit. 

T>. Pedro. She were an excellent wife for Benedick. 
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Leoiu 0 Lord, my lord, if they were but a week married, 
they would talk themselves mad ! 

D. Pedro. Count Claudio, when mean you to go to 
church ? 

Claud. To-morrow, my lord : time goes on crutches till 
love have all his rites. 

Leon. Not till Monday, my dear son, which is hence a 
just seven-night ; and a time too brief, too, to have all things 
answer my mind. 

D. Pedro. Come, you shake the head at so long a breath- 
ing : but, I warrant thee, Claudio, the time shall not go dully 
by us. I will, in the interim, undertake one of Hercules’ 
labours ; which is, to bring Signior Benedick and the Lady 
Beatrice into a mountain of affection the one with the other. 
I would fain have it a match ; and I doubt not but to fashion 
it, if you three will but minister such assistance as I shall 
give you direction. 

Leon. My lord, I am for you, though it cost me ten 
nights’ watchings. 

Claud. And I, my lord. 

D. Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero ? 

Hero. I will do any modest office, my lord, to hel 2 > my 
cousin to a good husband. 

D. Pedro. And Benedick is not the unhopefullest husband 
that I know. Thus far can I praise him ; he is of a noble 
strain, of approved valour, and confirmed honesty. I will 
teach you how to humour your cousin, that she shall fall in 
love with Benedick ; — and I, with your two helps, will so 
practise on Benedick, that, in despite of his quick wit and 
his queasy stomach, he shall fall in love with Beatrice. If 
we can do this, Cupid is no longer an archer : his glory shall 
be ours, for we are the only love-gods. Go in with me, and 
I will tell you my drift. lExeunt. 


Scene H. Another room in Leonato’s home. 

Enter Don J ohn and Borachio, 

D. John. It is so ; the Count Claudio shall marry thu. 
daughter ol Leonato. 
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Bom. Yea, my lord ; but I can cross it. 

D. John. Any bar, any cross, any impediment will be 
medicinable to me : I am sick in displeasure to him ; and 
whatsoever comes athwart his affection ranges evenly with 
mine. How canst thou cross this marriage ? 

Bora. Not honestly, my lord; but so covertly that no 
dishonesty shall appear in me. 

D. John. Show me briefiy how. 

Bora. I think I told your lordship, a year since, how 
much I am in the favour of Margaret, the waiting -gentle- 
woman to Hero. 

D. John. I remember. 

Bora. I can, at any unseasonable instant of the night, 
appoint her to look out at her lady’s chamber- window. 

D. John. What life is in that, to be the death of this 
marriage ? 

Bora. The poison of that lies in you to temper. Go you 
to the prince your brother ; spare not to tell him that he hath 
wronged his honour in marrying the renowned Claudio (whoso 
estimation do you mightily hold up) to a contaminated stale, 
such a one as Hero. 

D. John. What proof shall I make of that ? 

Bora. Proof enough to misuse the prince, to vex Claudio, 
to undo Hero, and kill Leonato. Look you for any other 
issue ? 

D. John. Only to despite them, I will endeavour any 
thing. 

Bora. Go, then ; find me a meet hour to draw Don Pedro 
and the Count Claudio alone : tell them that you know that 
Hero loves me ; intend a kind of zeal both to the prince and 
Claudio, as, — in love of your brother’s honour, who hath 
made this match, and his friend’s reputation, who is thus like 
to be cozened with the semblance of a maid, — that you have 
discovered thus. They wiU scarcely believe this without 
trial : offer them instances ; which shall bear no less likeli- 
hood than to see me at her chamber- window ; hear me call 
Margaret, Hero ; hear Margaret term me Claudio and 
bring them to see this the very night before the intended 
wedding, — for in the mean time I will so fashion the matter 
that Hero shall be absent, and there shall appear siteh seem- 
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ing truth of her disloyalty/^® that jealousy shall be called 
assurance, and all the preparation overthrown. 

D. John. Grow this to what adverse issue it can, I will 
put it in practice. Be cunning in the working this, and thy 
fee is a thousand ducats. 

Bom. Be you constant in the accusation, and my cunning 
shall not shame me. 

D. John. I will presently go learn their day of mahuage. 

\Exmnt. 


Scene III. Leonato’s garden. 

Enter Benedick and a Boy. 

Bene. Boy, — 

Boy. Signior? 

Bene. In my chamber- window lies a book: bring it hither 
to me in the orchard. 

Boy. I am here already, sir. 

Bene. I know that ; but I would have thee hence, and 
here again. [Exit Boy .'] — ^I do much wonder that one man, 
seeing how much another man is a fool when he dedicates his 
behaviours to love, will, after he hath laughed at such shallow 
follies in others, become the argument of his own scorn by 
falling in love : and such a man is Claudio. I have known 
when there was no music with him but the drum and the fife; 
and now had he rather hear the tabor and the pipe : I have 
known w’hen he would have walked ten mile a-foot to see a 
good armour ; and now will he lie ten nights awake, carving 
the fashion of a new doublet. He was wont to speak plain 
and to the purpose, like an honest man and a soldier ; and 
now he is turned orthographer his words are a very fan- 
tastical banquet, — just so many strange dishes. May I be so 
converted, and see with these eyes ? I cannot tell ; I think 
not : I will not be sworn but love may transform me to an 
oyster; but 111 take my oath on it, till he have made an 
oyster of me, he shall never make me such a fool. One 
w^oman is fair, — ^yet I am well ; another is wise, — ^yet I am 
well ; another virtuous, — ^yet I am well : but till all graces 
be in ofie woman, one woman shall not come in my grace. 
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Rich she shall be, that’s certain ; wise, or 111 none ; vir- 
tuous, or 111 never cheapen her ; fair, or 111 never look on 
her ; mild, or come not near me ; noble, or not I for an 
angel; of good, discourse, an e:^cellent musician, and her hair 
shall be of what colour it please G-od. — Ha, the prince and 
Monsieur Love*! I will hide me in the arbour. 

[JFitkdmivs into the arhour. 

Enter Don Pedro, Cla.udio, and Leonato, followed hy 
Balthazar ond Musicians 

D, Pedro. Come, shall we hear this music ? 

Gland. Yea, my good lord. — How still the evening is, 

As hush’d on purpose to grace harmony ! 

D. Pedro. See you where Benedick hath hid himself? 

Claud. 0, very well, my lord : the music ended, 

Well fit the hid fox^^^^ with a pennyworth. 

D. Pedro. Come, Balthazar, well hear that song again. 

Balih. 0, good my lord, tax not so bad a voice 
To slander music any more than once. 

D. Pedro. It is the witness still of excellency 
To put a strange face on his own perfection . — 

I pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more. 

Baltli. Because you talk of w'ooing, I will sing ; 

Since many a wooer doth commence his suit 
To her he thinks not worthy ; yet he wooes. 

Yet mil he swear he loves. 

D. Pedro. Nay, pray thee, come ; 

Or, if thou wilt hold longer argument. 

Do it in notes. 

Balth. Note this before my notes, — 

There’s not a note of mine that’s worth the noting. 

D. Pedro. Why, these are very crotchets that he speaks ; 
Note notes, forsooth, and nothing ! [ilDfaec. 

Bene, [aside] Now, "^Divine air!” now is his soul ra- 
vished! — Is it not strange that sheeps’ guts should hale 
souls out of men’s bodies? — Well, a horn for my money, 
when all’s done. 
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Balthazar sings. 

Sigb. no more, ladies, sigh no more, 

Men were deceivers ever ; 

One foot in sea, and one on shore 
To one thing constant never * 

Then sigh not so. 

But let them go, 

And he yon blithe and bonny ; 

Converting all your sonnds of woe 
Into Hey nonny, nonny. 

Sing no more ditties, sing no mo 
Of dumps so dull and heavy , 

The fraud of men was ever so, 

Since summer first was leavy, 

Tlien sigh not so, &c. 

D. Pedro> By my troth, a good song. 

Balth. And an ill singer, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Ha, no, no, faith ; thou singest well enough 
for a shift. 

Bene. \aside'\ An he had been a dog that should have 
howled thus, they would have hanged him : and I pray God 
his bad voice bode no mischief ! I had as lief have heard the 
night-raven, come what plague could have come after it. 

D. Pedro, Yea, marry, dost thou hear, Balthazar? I 
pray thee, get us some excellent music ; for to-morrow night 
we would have it at the Lady Hero’s chamber- window. 

Balth, The best I can, my lord. 

Z), Pedro, Do so: farewell. [Exeunt Balthazar and Ma- 
aicians.]— Come hither, Leonato. What was it you told me 
of to-day, — ^that your niece Beatrice was in love with Signior 
Benedick ? 

Claud. 0, ay : — stalk on, stalk on ; the fowl sits [aside 
to Pedro\, — did never think that lady would have loved any 
man. 

heon. No, nor I neither,* but most wonderful that she 
shoujld so dote on Signior Benedick, whom she hath in all 
outward behaviours seemed ever to abhor, 

Bern, [aside] Is’t possible? Sits the wind in that corner? 
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Leon, By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what to think 
of it : but that she loves him with an enraged affection, — it 
is past the infinite of thought. 

D. Pedro, ,May be she doth but counterfeit. 

Claud, Faith, like enough. 

Leon, 0 Gad, counterfeit ! There was never counterfeit of 
passion came so near the life of passion as she discovers it. 

D, Pedro, Why, what effects of passion shows she ? 

Claud, [tmde'] Bait the hook well ; this fish wdll bite. 

Leon, What effects, my lord! She will sit you, — you 
heard my daughter tell you how. 

Claud, She did, indeed. 

D. Pedro, How% how, I pray you ? You amaze me ; I 
would have thought her spirit had been invincible against all 
assaults of affection. 

Leon, I would have sworn it had, my lord ; especially 
against Benedick. 

Bene, [aBide'] I should think this a gull, but that the 
white -bearded fellow speaks it; knavery cannot, sure, hide 
himself in such reverence. 

Claud, [aside^ He hath ta’en the infection : hold it up. 

D. Pedro, Hath she made her affection known to Bene- 
dick? 

Leon, No; and swears she never will: that’s her tor- 
ment. 

Claud, ’Tis true, indeed; so your daughter says : Shall 
I,” says she, ''that have so oft encountered him with scorn, 
write to him that I love him ?” 

Leon, This says she now when she is beginning to write 
to him ; for shell be up twenty times a night ; and there will 
she sit in her smock till she have writ a sheet of paper : — my 
daughter tells us all. 

Claud, Now you talk of a sheet of paper, I remember a 
pretty jest your daughter told us of. 

Leoti. 0, — when she had writ it, and was reading it over, 
she found Benedick and Beatrice between the sheet ? — 

Claud, That. 

Leon, 0, she tore the letter into a thousand halfpence ; 
railed at herself, that she should be so immodest to wite to 
one that she knew would flout- her: ‘'I measure him/’ says 
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she, by my own spirit ; for I should flout him, if he writ to 
me; yea, though I loTe him, I should.*' 

Claud. Then down upon her knees she falls, weeps, sobs, 
beats her heart, tears her hair, prays, curses — ‘‘0 sweet 
Benedick ! God give me patience !’* 

Leon. She doth indeed ; my daughter says so : and the 
ecstasy hath so much overborne her, that my daughter is 
sometime afeard she will do a desperate outrage to herself: 
it is very true. 

D. Pedro. It were good that Benedick knew of it by 
some other, if she will not discover it. 

Claud. To what end ? He would but make a sport of it, 
and torment the poor lady worse. 

D. Pedro. An he should, it were an alms^^^^ to hang him. 
She’s an excellent-sweet lady ; and, out of all suspicion, she 
is virtuous. 

Claud. And she is exceeding wise. 

D. Pedro. In every thing but in loving Benedick. 

Leon. 0, my lord, wisdom and blood combating in so 
tender a body, we have ten proofs to one that blood hath the 
victory. I am sorry for her, as I have just cause, being her 
uncle and her guardian. 

D. Pedro. I would she had bestowed this dotage on me : 
I would have dafifed all other respects, and made her half 
myself. I pray you, tell Benedick of it, and hear what he 
wiU say. 

Leon. Were it good, think you ? 

Claud. Hero thinks surely she will die ; for she says she 
will die, if he love her not ; and she will die, ere she make 
her love known ; and she will die, if he woo her, rather than 
she will bate one breath of her accustomed crossness. 

D. Pedro. She doth well : if she should make tender of 
her love, ’tis very possible he’ll scorn it ; for the man, as you 
know all, hath a contemptible sjurit. 

Claud. He is a very proper man. 

D. Pedro. He hath indeed a good outward happiness. 

Claud. ’Fore God, and in my mind, very wise, 

I). Pedro. He doth indeed show some sparks that are like 
wit. 

Lmh And I take him to be valiant. 
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D. Pedro, Hector, I assure you: and in the managing 
of quarrels you may say he is wise; for either he avoids 
them with great discretion, or undertakes them with a most 
Christian-like fear. 

Leon, If he do fear God, he must necessarily keep the 
peace : if he teeak the peace, he ought to enter into a 
quarrel with fear and trembling. 

D. Pedro, And so will he do; for the man doth fear God, 
howsoever it seems not in him by some large jests he will 
make. Well,- 1 am sorry for your niece. Shall we go seek 
Benedick, and tell him of her love ? 

Claud, Never tell him, my lord : let her wear it out with 
good counsel. 

Leon, Nay, that’s impossible : she may wear her heart 
out first. 

• D, Pedro, Well, we will hear further of it by your daugh- 
ter : let it cool the while. I love Benedick well ; and I could 
wish he would modestly examine himself, to see how much 
he is unworthy so good a lady. 

Leon, My lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready. 

Claud, [asirZc] If he do not dote on her upon this,. I will 
never trust my expectation. 

D. Pedro [aside'l Let there be the same net spread for 
her; and that must your daughter and her gentlewomen 
carry. The sport will be, when they hold one an opinion of 
another’s dotage, and no such matter : that’s the scene that 
I would see, which would be merely a dumb-show. Let us 
send her to call him in to dinner. 

[Exeunt Don Pedro^ Claudio, and Leonato, 

Benedick advances from the arhour. 

Bene, This can be no trick: the conference was sadly 
borne. They have the truth of this from Hero. They seem 
to pity the lady : it seems her affections have their full bent. 
Love me ! why, it must be requited. I hear how I am cen- 
sured : they say I will bear myself proudly, if I perceive the 
love come from her ; they say too that she will rather die 
than give any sign of affection. — did never think to marry : 
“I Hiust not seem proud : — happy are they that hear their 
detractions, and can put them to mending. They say the 
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lady is fair, — ’tis a truth, I can bear them witness ; and vir- 
tuous, — ’tis so, I cannot reprove it ; and wise, but for loving 
me, — by my troth, it is no addition to her wit, nor no great 
argument of her folly, for I will be horribly in love with 
her. I may chance have some odd quirks and remnants of 
wit broken on me, because I have railed b6 long against 
marriage : but doth not the appetite alter 9 a man loves the 
meat in his youth that he cannot endure in his age. Shall 
quips and sentences, and these paper-bullets of the brain, 
awe a man from the career of his humour ? mo, the world 
must be peopled. When I said I would die a bachelor, I did 
not think I should live till I were married. — Here comes 
Beatrice. By this day, she’s a fair lady : I do spy some 
marks of love in her. 


Enter Eea.trice. 

Beat, Against my will I am sent to bid you come in to 
dinner. 

Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains. 

Beat, I took no more pains for those thanks than you 
take pains to thank me : if it had been painful, I would not 
have come. 

Bene, You take pleasure, then, in the message ? 

Beat. Yea, just so much as you may take upon a knife’s 
point, and choW®"^ a daw withal. — You have no stomach, 
signior : fare you well, \_Exit. 

Bene, Ha ! Against my will I am sent to bid you come 
in to dinner,” — there’s a double meaning in that, "‘I took 
no more pains for those thanks than you took pains to thank 
me,” — ^that’s as much as to say. Any pains that I take for 
you is easy as thanks. — If I do not take pity of her, I am 
a villain ; if I do not love her, I am a Jew. I will go get her 
picture. [Exit. 
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ACT III. 

Scene I. Leonato’s garden. 

Enter Hero, Margaret, and Ursula. 

Hero. Good Margaret, run thee to the parlour 
There^shalt thou find my cousin Beatrice 
Proposing with the prince and Claudio : 

Whisper her ear, and tell her, I and Ursula 
Walk in the orchard, and our whole discourse 
Is all of her ; say that thou overheard’st us ; 

And bid her steal into the pleached bower, 

Where honeysuckles, ripen’d by the sun, 

Forbid the sun to enter ; — ^iike to^^^^ favourites, 

Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 
Against that power that bred it : — there will she hide her, 

To listen our propose. This is thy office : 

Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. 

Marg. Ill make her come, I warrant you, presently. 

[Exit 

Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come, 

As we do trace this alley up and down, 

Our talk must only be of Benedick. 

When I do name him, let it be thy part 
To praise him more than ever man did merit : 

My talk to thee must be, how Benedick 
Is sick in love with Beatrice. Of this matter 
Is little Cupid’s crafty arrow made, 

That only wounds by hearsay. Now begin : 

Enter Beatrice, behind. 

For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs 
Close by the ground, to hear our conference. 

Urs. The pleasant’st angling is to see the fish 
Cut with her golden oars the silver stream, 

And greedily devour the treacherous bait : 

So angle we for Beatrice ; who even bqw 
Is couchM in the woodbine coverture. 

^ear you not my part of the dialogue. 
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Hero, Then go we near her, that her ear lose nothing 
Of the false-sweet bait that we lay for it. — 

[They advance to the hoiver, 
No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful ; 

I know her spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggards of the rock. 

Urs, But are you sure 

That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely? 

Hero, So says the prince and my new-trothed lord. 

Urs, And did they bid you tell her of it, madam ? 

Hero, They did entreat me to acquaint her of it ; 

But I persuaded them, if they lov’d Benedick, 

To wish him wrestle with affection, 

And never to let Beatrice know of it. 

Urs, Why did you so ? Doth not the gentleman 
Deserve as full, as fortunate a bed^®®^ 

As ever Beatrice shall couch upon ? 

Hero, 0 god of love ! I know he doth deserve 
As much as may be yielded to a man : 

But Nature never framed a woman’s heart 
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice ; 

Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes, 

Misprising what they look on ; and her wit 

Values itself so highly, that to her 

All matter else seems weak : she cannot love, 

Nor take no shape nor project of affection, 

She is so self-endear’d, 

Urs, Sure, I think so ; 

And therefore certainly it were not good 
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it. 

Hero, Why, you speak truth. I never yet saw man 
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely-featur’d, 

But she would spell him backward : if fair-fac'd, 

She’d swear the gentleman should be her sister ; 

If black, why. Nature, drawing of an antic, 

Made a foul blot ; if tall, a lance ill-headed ; 

If low, an agate very vilely cut ; 

If speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds ; 

If silent, why, a block moved with none. 

So turns she every man the wrong side out; 
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And never gives to truth and virtue that 
Which simpleness and merit purchaseth. 

Urs, Sure, sure, such carping is not commendable. 

Hero. Noj-nor^^”^ to be so odd, and from all fashions. 

As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable : 

But who dare W1 her so ? If I should speak, 

She’d mock me into air ; 0, she would laugh me 
Out ot myself, press me to death with wit ! 

Therefore let Benedick, like cover’d fire, 

Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly : 

It were a better death than die with mocks, 

Which is as bad as die with tickling.^'"®^ 

TJrs. Yet tell her of it : hear what she will say. 

Hero. No ; rather I will go to Benedick, 

And counsel him to fight against his passion. 

And, truly, I’ll devise some honest slanders 
To stain my cousin with : one doth not know 
How much an ill word may empoison liking. 

Urs. 0, do not do your cousin such a wrong ! 

She cannot be so much without true judgment 
(Having so swift and excellent a wit 
As she is priz’d to have) as to refuse 
So rare a gentleman as Signior Benedick. 

Hero. He is the only man of Italy, 

Always excepted my dear Claudio* 

Urs. I pray you, be not angry with me, madam, 

Speaking my fancy : Signior Benedick, 

For shape, for bearing, argument, and valour, 

Goes foremost in report through Italy. 

Hero. Indeed, he hath an excellent good name. 

Urs. His excellence did earn it, ere he had it.— 

When are you married, madam ? 

Hero. Why, every day to-morrow.^^®'* Come, go in : 

111 show thee some attires ; and have thy counsel 
Which is the best to furnish me to-morrow. 

Urs. [uaidc] She’s lim’d, I warrant you : we’ve caught 
her, madam. 

Hero. If it prove so, then loving goes by haps : 

Some, Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps. 

[E.eemit Hero and Ursuh. 
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Beatrice advances. 

Beat, What fire is in mine ears ? Can this he true ? 

Stand I condemn’d for pride and scorn so much ? 
Contempt, farewell ^ and maiden pride, adieu ! 

No glory lives behind the back of such.- 
And, Benedick, love on ; I will requite thee. 

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand : 

If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee 
To bind our loves up in a holy band ; 

For others say, thou dost deserve, and I 

Believe it better than reportingly. [Exit, 


Scene II. A room in Leonato’s house. 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, and Leonato. 

D. Pedro, I do but stay till your marriage be consum- 
mate, and then go I toward AiTagon. 

Claud, 111 bring you thither, my lord, if youll vouch- 
safe me, 

D, Pedro, Nay, that would be as great a soil in the new 
gloss of your marriage, as to show a child his new coat, and 
forbid him to wear it. I will only be bold with Benedick for 
his company ; for, from the crown of his head to the sole of 
his foot, he is all mirth : he hath twice or thrice cut Cupid’s 
bow-string, and the little hangman dare not shoot at him; he 
hath a heart as sound as a bell, and his tongue is the clapper, 
— for what his heart thinks, his tongue speaks. 

Bene, Gallants, I am not as I have been. 

Leon, So say I : methinks you are sadder. 

Claud, I hope he be in love. 

D. Pedro, Hang him, truant ! there’s no true drop of 
blood in him, to be truly touched with love : if he be sad, he 
wants money. 

Bme, I have the toothache, 

D. Pedro, Draw it. 

Bern. Hang it! 

Claud, You must hang it first, and draw it aftei'wards. 
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D. Pedro, Wliat! sigh for the toothache? 

Leon. Where is but a humour or a worm ? 

Bene, Well, everyone master a grief hut he that 

has it. 

Claud, Yet say I he is in love. 

D, Pedro, *There is no appearance of fancy in him, unless 
it be a. fancy that he hath to strange disguises ; as, to be a 
Dutchman to-day, a Frenchman to-morrow ; or in the shape 
of two countries at once, as, a German from the waist down- 
ward, all slops, and a Spaniard from the hip upward, no doub- 
let. Unless he have a fancy to this foolery, as it appears he 
hath, he is no fool for fancy, as you would have it appear he is. 

Claud, If he be not in love with some woman, there is no 
believing old signs. He brushes his hat o’ mornings : what 
should that bode ? 

D. Pedro, Hath any man seen him at the barber’s ? 

Claud, No, but the barber’s man hath been seen with 
him ; and the old ornament of his cheek hath already stuffed 
tennis-balls, 

Leon, Indeed, he looks younger than he did, by the loss 
of a beard. 

D. Pedro, Nay, he rubs himself with civet : can you smell 
him out by that ? 

Claud, That’s as much as to say, the sweet youth’s in love. 

D. Pedro, The greatest note of it is his melancholy. 

Claud, Ajud when was he wont to wash his face ? 

D, Pedro, Yea, or to paint himself? for the which, I hear 
what they say of him. 

Claud, Nay, but his jesting spirit, which is now crept 
into a lute-string, and new'-governed^^^^ by stops. 

J), Pedro, Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for him. Con- 
clude, conclude he is in love. 

Claud, Nay, hut I know who loves him. 

D. Pedro, That would I know too : I warrant, one that 
knows him not. 

Clatid, Yes, and his ill conditions ; and, in despite of all, 
dies for him. 

D, Pedro, She shall be buried with her face upwards.^^®^ 

Mene, Yet is this no charm for the toothache.*— -Old sig- 
nior^ w'alk aside with me : I have studied eight or^nme wise 
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words to speak to you, which these hobby-horses must not 

[Exeunt Benedick and Leonato. 

D. Pedro. For my life, to break with him about Beatrice. 

Claud. ’Tis even so. Hero and Margaret have by this 
played their parts with Beatrice ; and then the two bears will 
not bite one another when they meet. 

Enter Don John. 

D. John. My lord and brother, God save you ! 

I). Pedro. Good den, brother. 

D. John. If your leisure served, I would speak with you. 

Z>. Pedro. In private? 

jD. John. If it please you : yet Count Claudio may hear : 
for ivhat I would speak of concerns him. 

Z). Pedro. What’s the matter ? 

D. John, [fo Claudio'] Means your lordship to be married 
to-morrow ? 

D. Pedro. You know he does. 

D. John. I know not that, when he knows what I know. 

Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you discover it. 

JD. John. You may think I love you not : let that appear 
hereafter, and aim better at me by that I now will manifesfj 
For my brother, I think he holds you well ; and in dearness 
of heart hath holp to effect your ensuing marriage, — surely 
suit ill spent and labour ill bestowed. 

Z). Pedro, Why, what’s the matter ? 

D. John. I came hither to tell you; and, circumstances 
shortened (for she hath been too long a talking of), the lady 
is disloyal. 

Claud. Who, Hero 

JD. John. Even she; Leonato’s Hero, your Hero, every 
man’s Hero. 

Claud. Disloyal ! 

Z). John. The word is too good to paint out her wicked- 
ness ; I could say she were worse : think you of a worse title, 
and I 's^ill fit her to it. Wonder not till further warrant : go 
but with me to-night, you shall see her chamber-window en- 
tered, even the night before her wedding-day : if you love her 
then, to-morrow wed her ; but it would better fit your honour 
to changii your mind. . , . 
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Claud, May this be so ? 

D, Pedro. I will not think it. 

D. John. If you dare not trust that you see, confess not 
that you know : if you will follow me, I will show you 
enougli ; and when you have seen more, and heard more, 
proceed accordihgly. 

Claud. If I see any thing to-night why I should not 
marry her to-morrow, in the congregation, where I should 
wed, there will I shame her. 

D. Pedro. And, as I wooed for thee to obtain her, I will 
join with thee to disgrace her. 

D. John. I will disparage her no further till you are my 
witnesses : bear it coldly but till midnight, and let the issue 
show itself. 

D. Pedro. 0 day untowardly turned ! 

Claud. 0 mischief strangely thwarting ! 

D. John. 0 plague right well prevented ! 

So will you say when you have seen the sequel. [Ez'eimt. 


Scene III. A street. 

Enter Dogberby ami YergbvS, with the Watch. 

Dog. Are you good men and true ? 

Verg. Yea, or else it were pity but they should suffer 
salvation, body and soul. 

Dog. Nay, that were a punishment too good for them^ if 
they should have any allegiance in them, being chosen for the 
prince’s Vatch-t ^ 

>Ferjg?.*WelI, give them their charge, neighbour Dogberry. 

Dog. First, who think you the most desartless man to he 
constable ? 

First Watch. Hugh Oatcake, sir, or Oeorge Seacoal ; for 
they can write and read. 

Dog. Come’^hither, neighbour SeacoaL God hath blessed 
you with a good name : to be a well-favoured man is the gift 
of fortune ; hut to write and read comes by nature. 

See. Watch. Both which, master constable, — 
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Dog. You have : I knew it would be your answer. Well, 
for your favour, sir, why, give God thanks, and make no 
boast of it ; and for your writing and reading, let that appear 
when there is no need of such vanity. You are thought here 
to be the most senseless and fit man for the constable of the 
watch ; therefore bear you the lantern. This Is your charge ; 
— ^you shall comprehend all vagrom men ; you are to bid any 
man stand, in the prince’s name. 

Sec. Watch. How if ’a will not stand ? 

Dog. Why, then, take no note of him, but let him go ; 
and presently call the rest of the watch together, and thank 
God you are rid of a knave. 

Vcrg. If he will not stand when he is bidden, he is none 
of the prince’s subjects. 

Dog. True, and they are to meddle with none but the 
prince’s subjects. — You shall also make no noise in the 
streets ; for for the watch to babble and talk is most tolerable 
and not to be endured. 

Sec. Watch. We will rather sleep than talk: we know * 
what belongs to a watch. 

Dog. Why, you speak like an ancient and most quiet 
watchman ; for I cannot see how sleeping should offend : 
only, have a care that your bills be not stolen. — Well, you 
are to call at all the ale-houses, and bid those that are drunk 
get them to bed. 

See. Watch. How if they mil not? 

Dog. Why, then, let them alone till they are sober : if 
they make you not then the better answer, you may say they 
are not the men you took them for. 

Sec. Watch. W^ell, sir. 

Dog. If you meet a thief, you may suspect him, by vir- 
tue of your ofSce, to be no true man ; and, for such kind of 
men, the less you meddle or make with them, why, the more 
is for your honesty. 

Sec. Watch. If we know him to be a thief, shall we not 
lays hands on him ? 

Dog. Truly, by your office, you may ; but I think they 
that touch pitch will be defiled : the most peaceable way for , 
yoil;, it you do take a thief, is to let him show himself what 
he and steal out of your colnpaB}^ 
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Verg, You liaYe been always called a merciful man, 
partner. 

Dog. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my will, much 
more a man who hath any honesty in him. 

Verg. If you hear a child cry in the night, you must call 
to the nurse and bid her still it. 

Sec. Watch. How if the nurse be asleep and will not 
hear us ? 

Dog. Why, then, depart in peace, and let the child wake 
her with crying; for the ewe that will not hear her lamb 
when it baes will never answer a calf when he bleats. 

Ve7'g. ’Tis very true. 

Dog. This is the end of the charge : — ^you, constable, are 
to present the prince’s own person : if you meet the prince 
in the night, you may stay him. 

Verg. Nay, by’r lady, that I think ’a cannot. 

Dog. Five shillings to one on’t, with any man that knows 
the statues, he may stay him : marry, not without the prince 
be willing ; for, indeed, the watch ought to offend no man ; 
and it is an offence to stay a man against his will. 

Verg. By’r lady, I think it be so. 

Dog. Ha, ah-ha ! Well, masters, good night : an there 
be any matter of weight chances, call up me: keep your 
follows’ counsels and your own ; and good night. — Come, 
neighbour. 

First Watch. Vv^ell, masters, we hear our charge: let us 
go sit here upon the church-bench till two, and then all to 
bed. 

Dog. One word more, honest neighbours, I pray you, 
watch about Signior Leonato’s door ; for the wedding being 
there to»morrmv, there is a great coil to-night. Adieu : be 
vigitant, I beseech you. ^Exeunt Dogberry and Verges. 

Enter Boeaohio and Conea-DB. 

Bora. What, Conrade! — 

First Watch, Peace ! stir not. 

Bara, Conrade, I say ! — 

,, Con. Here, man ; I am at thy elbow. 

Bora. Mass, and my elbow itched ; I thought there would 
- a. scab follow. 
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Con* I will owe tliee an answer for that : and now’’ forward 
with thy tale. 

Bora* Stand thee close, then, under this pent-house, for 
it drizzles rain ; and I will, like a true drunkard, utter all to 
thee. 

First Watch, [aside] Some treason, masifers : yet stand 
close. 

Bojxi. Therefore know I have earned of Don John a thou- 
sand ducats. 

Con* Is it possible that any villany should be so dear ? 

Bora* Thou shouldst rather ask, if it were possible any 
villain should be so rich for when rich villains have need 
of poor ones, poor ones may make what price they will. 

Con* I w^ondcr at it. 

Bora. That shows thou art unconfirmed. Thou knowest 
that the fashion of a doublet, or a hat, or a cloak, is nothing 
to a man. 

Con. Yes, it is apparel. 

Bora* I mean, the fashion. 

Con. Yes, the fashion is the fashion. 

Bora* Tush ! I may as well say the fooPs the fool. But 
seest thou not what a deformed thief this fashion is ? 

First Watch, [asirfc] I know that Deformed ; ’a has been 
a vile thief this seven year; ’a goes up and down like a 
gentleman : I remember his name. 

Bora. Didst thou not hear somebody ? 

Con. No; ’twas the vane on the house.^^®^ 

Bora. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed thief this 
fashion is ? how giddily he turns about all the hot bloods 
between fourteen and five-and-thirty? sometime^^®^ fashioning 
them like Pharaoh’s soldiers in the reechy painting, sometime 
like god Bel’s priests in the old church window, sometime 
like the shaven Hercules in the smirched worm-eaten tapes- 
try, where his codpiece seems as massy as his club ? 

Con* All this I see ; and I see that the fashion wears out 
more apparel than the man. But art not thou thyself giddy 
with the fashion too, that thou hast shifted out of thy tale 
into telling me of the fashion ? 

,, Bora* Not so, neither : hut know that I have to-h%hit 
wooed Margaret^ the Lady Hero’s gentlewoman, by the name 
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of Hero : slie leans me out at her mistress’ chamber-window, 
bids me a thousand times good night, — I tell this tale yilely : 
— should first tell thee how the prince, Claudio, and m3’ 
master, planted and placed and possessed by my master Don 
John, saw afar off in the orchard this amiable encounter. 

Cvn, And thought they^"*^^ Margaret was Hero ? 

Bom. Two of them did, the prince and Claudio ; but the 
deyil rfiy master knew she was Margaret ; and partty by his 
oaths, which first possessed them, partly by the dark night, 
which did deceive them, but chiefly by my villany, which did 
confirm any slander that Don John had made, away went 
Claudio enraged; swore he would meet her, as he was ap- 
pointed, next morning at the temple, and there, before the 
whole congregation, shame her mth w’hat he saw o’ernight, 
and send her home again without a husband. 

First Watch. We charge you, in the prince’s name, stand ’ 

Sec. Watch. Call up the right master constable. We have 
here recovered the most dangerous piece of lechery that ever 
W’^as known in the commonwealth. 

First Watch. And one Deformed is one of them : I know 
him ; ’a wears a lock. 

Con. Masters, masters, — 

Sec. Watch. You’ll be made bring Deformed forth, I war- 
rant you. 

Con. Masters, — 

First Watch. Never speak we charge you let us obey 
y-ou to go with us. 

Bora. We are like to prove a goodly commodity, being 
taken up of these men’s bills. 

Con. A commodity in question, I warrant you. — Come, 
weTl obey you. \Exemt. 


Scene IV. A room in Leonato’s home. 

Enter Hebo, ^Maroabet, and Ursula. 

Hero. Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beatrice, and desire 
iter to rise. 

Vrf. I will, lady. 

•jSero. And bid her come hitter, 

yon. li. 
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Urs. Well. \Exit. 

Marg, Troth, I think your other rabato were better. 

No, pray thee, good Meg, I’ll wear this. 

Marg, By my troth, not so good ; and I warrant your 
cousin will say so. 

Hero, My cousin’s a fool, and thou art another : I’ll wear 
none but this. 

Marg. I like the new tire within excellently, if the hair 
were a thought browner; and your gown’s a most rare 
fashion, i’faith. I saw the Duchess of Milan’s gown that 
they praise so. 

Hero, 0, that exceeds, they say. 

Maj^g, By my troth, ’s but a night-gowm in respect of 
yours, — cloth -o’“ gold, and cuts, and laced with silyer, set 
with pearls down sleeves, side sleeves, and skirts round 
underborne with a bluish tinsel : but for a fine, quaint, 
graceful, and excellent fashion, yours ig worth ten on’t. 

Hero, God give me joy to wear it ! for my heart is ex- 
ceeding heavy. 

Marg, ’Twill be heavier soon by the weight of a man. 

Hero, Fie upon thee ! art not ashamed ? 

iUar^. ^Of what, lady? of speaking honourably? Is not 
marriage honourable in a beggar ? Is not your lord honour- 
able without marriage? I think you would have me say, 
saving your reverence, a husband an bad thinking do not 
wrest true speaking, 111 offend nobody : is there any harm 
in ** the heavier for a husband” ? None, I think, an it bo 
the right husband and the right wife : otherwise ’tis light, and 
not heavy : ask my Lady Beatrice else ; here she comes. 

Miter Beatrice. 

Hero, Good morrow, coz. 

Beat. Good morrow, sw’^eet Hero. 

Hero, Why, how now ! do you speak in the sick tune ? 

Beat, I am out of all other tune, methinks. 

Marg. Clap’s into Light o’ hve;^ that goes without a bur- 
den : do you sing it, and I’ll dance it. 

Beat, Yea, Light o’ hve^ with your heels ! — then, if your 
husband have skbies enough, youll see he shall lack no barns. 

note, to! i. p. $27, 



SCENE IV.] IviUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 115 

Marg. 0 illegitimate construction ^ I scorn that with my 
heels. 

Beat. ’Tis almost five o’clock, cousin ; ’tis time you were 
ready. — By my troth, I am exceeding ill : — heigh-ho ! 

Marg. For a hawk, a horse, or a husband ? 

Beat. For the letter that begins them all, H. 

Marg. Well, an you be not turned Turk, there’s no more 
sailing^ by the star. 

Beat. What means the fool, trow ? 

Marg. Nothing I ; hut God send every one their heart’s 
desire ! 

Hero. These gloves the count sent me ; they are an ex- 
cellent perfume. 

Beat. I am stuffed, cousin ; I cannot smell. 

Marg. A maid, and stuffed ! there’s goodly catching of 
cold. 

Beat. 0, God help me ! God help me ! how long have 
you professed apprehension ? 

Marg. Ever since you left it. Doth not my wit become 
me rarely ? 

Beat. It is not seen enough ,• you should wear it in your 
cap. — By my troth, I am sick. 

Marg. Get you some of this distilled Carduus Benedictus, 
and lay it to your heart : it is the only thing for a qualm. 

Hero. There thou prickest her with a thistle. 

Beat. Benedictus ! why Benedictus ? you have some mo- 
ral in this Benedictus. 

Marg. Moral ! no, by my troth, I have no moral mean- 
ing ; I meant, plain holy-thistle. You may think perchance 
that I think you are in love : nay, by’r lady, I am not such a 
fool to think what I list ,• nor I list not to think what I can | 
nor, indeed, I cannot think, if I would think my heart out of 
thinking, that you are in love, or that you will he in love, or 
that you can be in love. Yet Benedick was such another, and 
now is he become a man: he swore he would never marry; 
and yet now, in despite of his heart, he eats his meat without 
grudging : and how you may be converted; I know not hut 
methinks you look with your eyes as other women do. 

What pace is this that thy tongue keeps 9 

Mm-g, Not a false gallop. 
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Re-enter Ursula. 

TJtb- Madam, withdraw: the prince, the count, Signior 
Benedick, Don John, and all the gallants of the town, are 
come to fetch you to church. 

Hero. Help to dress me, good coz, good Meg, good 
Ursula. [Exeunt, 


Scene V. Another room in Leonato’s house. 

Enter Leonato, toith Dogberry and Verges. 

Leon, What would you with me, honest neighbour ? 

Dog, Marry, sir, I would have some confidence with you 
that decerns you nearly. 

Leon, Brief, I pray you ; for you see it is a busy time 
with me. 

Dog, Marry, this it is, sir, — 

Verg, Yes, in truth it is, sir. 

Leon, What is it, my good friends? 

Dog, Goodman Verges, sir, speaks a little oiff the matter : 
an old man, sir, and his wits are not so blunt as, God help, 
I would desire they were ; but, in faith, honest as the skin 
between his brows. 

Verg, Yes, I thank God I am as honest as any man 
living that is an old man and no honester than I. 

Dog, Comparisons are odorous : palabras, neighbour 
Verges. 

Leon, Neighbours, you are tedious. 

Dog, It pleases your worship to say so, but we are the 
poor duke’s ofiicers ; but truly, for mine own part, if I were 
as tedious as a king, I could find in my heart to bestow it all 
of your worship. 

Leon, All thy tediousness on me, ha ! 

Dog, Yea, an ’tw^ere a thousand pound more than ’tis ; 
for I hear as good exclamation on your worship as of any 
man in the city; and though I be but a poor man, I am glad 
to hear xtr 

Verg, And so am I. 

I %vouid fain know what you have to say. 
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Verg. Marry, sir, our watch to-night, excepting your wor- 
ship’s presence, have ta’en a couple of as arrant knaves as 
any in Messina. 

Dog, A good old man, sir ; he will be talking : as they 
say, When the age is in, the wit is out : God help us ! it is a 
world to see ! — Well said, i’faith, neighbour Verges : — well, 
God’s good man ; an two men ride of a horse, one must ride 
behind. — An honest soul, i’faith, sir ; by my troth, he is, as 
ever broke bread : but God is to be worshipped : all men are 
not alike, — alas, good neighbour ! 

Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too short of you. 

Dog. Gifts that God gives. 

Leon. 1 must leave you. 

Dog. One word, sir : our watch, sir, have indeed compre- 
hended two auspicious^®®^ persons, and we would have them 
this morning examined before your worship. 

Leon. Take their examination yourself, and bring it me : 
I am now in great haste, as it may appear unto you. 

Dog. It shall be suffigance. 

Leon. Drink some wine ere you go : fare you well. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mess. My lord, they stay for you to give your daughter to 
her husband. 

Leon. I’ll wait upon them : I am ready. 

[Exeunt Leonato and Messenger. 

Dog. Go, good partner, go, get you to Francis Seacoal ; 
bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to the gaol : we are now 
to examination those men. 

Verg. And we must do it wisely. 

Dog. W’e will spare for no wit, I warrant you ; here’s 
that shall drive some of them to a non-come ; only get the 
learned writer to set down our excommunication, and meet 
me at the gaol. \Exewit. 
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ACT IV. 

Scene I. The inside of a church. 

Enter Don Pedro, Don John, Lbonato, Friar Francis, Claudio, 
Benedick, Hero, Beatrice, and Attendants. 

Leon, Come, Friar Francis, be brief; only to the plain 
form of marriage, and you shall recount their particular duties 
afterwards. 

F, Fran, You come hither, my lord, to marry this lady ? 
Claud, No. 

Leon, To be married to her: — friar, you come to marry 
her. 

F. Fran, Lady, you come hither to be married to this 
count ? 

Hero, I do. 

F, Fran, If either of you know any inward impediment 
why you should not be conjoined, I charge you, on your 
souls, to utter it. 

Claud, Know you any, Hero ? 

Hero, None, my lord. 

F, Fran, Know you any, count 7 
Leon. I dare make his answer, — none. 

Claud, 0, what men dare do ! what men may do ! what 
men daily do, not knowing what they do ! 

Bene, How now ! interjections ? Why, then, some be of 
laughing, as, Ha, ha, he ! 

Claud, Stand thee by, friar. — Father, by your leave : 

Will you with free and unconstrainM soul 
Give me this maid, your daughter ? 

Leon, As freely, son, as God did give her me. 

Claud, And what have I to give you hack, whose worth 
May counterpoise this rich and precious gift ? 

D, Pedro, Nothing, unless you render her again. 

Claud, Sweet prince, you learn me noble thankfulness. — 
Therci, Leonato, take her back again : 

Gite not this rotten orange to your friend ; 

She’s bftt the sign and semblance of her honour. — 
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Behold how like a maid she blushes here ! 

0, what authority and show of truth 
Can cunning sin cover itself withal ! 

Comes not that blood as modest evidence 

tCo witness sim|)le virtue ? Would you not swear, 

All you that see her, that she were a maid, 

By the^e exterior shows ? But she is none : 

She knows the heat of a luxurious bed ; 

Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty. 

Leon. What do you mean, my lord ? 

Claud. Not to be married, not to knit my soul 
To an apxiroved wanton. 

Leon. Dear my lord, if you, in your own proof. 

Have vanquished the resistance of her youth, 

And made defeat of her virginity, — 

Claud. I know what you would say : if I have known 
her, 

You’ll say she did embrace me as a husband, 

And so extenuate the ’forehand sin : 

No, Leonato, 

I never tempted her with word too large ; 

But, as a brother to his sister, show’d 
Bashful sincerity and comely love. 

Hero. And seem’d I ever otherwise to you ? 

Claud. Out on thy seeming ! I will write against it : 

You seem'd to me as Dian in her orb,^^^ 

As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown ; 

But you are more intemperate in your blood 
Than Venus, or those pamper’d animals 
That rage in savage sensuality. 

Hero. Is my lord well, that he doth speak so wide ? 
Claud. Sweet prince, why speak not you 
D. Pedro. Wh^ should I speak ? 

I stand dishonour’d, that have gone about 
To link my dear friend to a common stale. 

Leon. Are these things spoken ? or do I but dream ? 

P, John. Sir, they are ^oken, and these things are* true. 
Sme. This looks not like a nuptial. 

. liero. ^ True !~0 Cod! 

Chud. Deonato, stand I here ? 
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Is this the prince ? is this the princess brother ? 

Is this face Hero’s ? are our eyes our own ? 

Leon, All this is so : but what of this, my lord ? 

Claud, Let me but move one question to your daughter ; 
And, by that fatherly and kindly power 
That you have in her, bid her answer truly* 

Leon. I charge thee do so, as thou art my child. 

Hero, 0, God defend me ! how am I beset ! — 

What kind of catechising call you this ? 

Claud. To make you answer truly to your nan3e. 

Hero^ Is it not Hero ? Who can blot that name 
With any just reproach ? 

Claud. Marry, that can Hero ; 

Hero itself can blot out Hero’s virtue. 

What man was he talk’d with you yesternight 
Out at your window betwixt twelve and one ? 

Now, if you are a maid, answer to this. 

iZcro, I talk’d with no man at that hour, my lord.* 

D. Pedro. Why, then are you no maiden. — Leonato, 

I’m sorry you must hear ; upon mine honour, 

Myself, my brother, and this grievM count 
Did see her, hear her, at that hour last night 
Talk with a ruffian at her chamber-window ; 

Who hath indeed, most like a liberal villain. 

Confess’d the vile encounters they have had 
A thousand times in secret. 

D. John. Fie, fie! they are not to be nam’d, my lord, 

Not to be spoke of ; 

There is not chastity enough in language, 

Without offence to utter them.— Thus, pretty lady, 

I’m sorry for thy much misgovernment. 

Claud. O Hero, what a Hero hadst thou been, 

If half thy outward graces had been plac’d 
About the^®®^ thoughts and counsels of thy heart I 
But fare thee well, most foul, most fair ! farewell, 

Thou pure impiety and impious purity ! 

For thee I’ll lock up all the gates of love, 

And op. my eyelids shall conjecture hang, 

To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm, 

And never shall it more be gracious* 
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Leon, Hatli no man’s dagger here a point for me ? 

\Hero sivoons. 

Beat, Why, how now, cousin ! wherefore sink you down ? 
D. John. Come, let us go. These things, come thus to 
lieht, 

Smother her spirits up. 

[Exeunt Don Pedro^Don John, Claudio, and Attendants, 
Bene, How doth the lady? 

Beat, Dead, I think : — help, uncle : — 

Hero ! why, Hero ! — uncle ! — Signior Benedick ! — friar I 
Leo 7 i. 0 Fate, take not away thy heavy hand ! 

Death is the fairest cover for her shame 
That may be wish’d for. 

Beat. How now, cousin Hero ! 

F. Fran. Have comfort, lady. 

Leon, Dost thou look up ? 

F. Fran. ' Yea, wherefore should she not ? 

Leon. Wherefore ! Why, doth not every earthly thing 
Cry shame upon her ? Could she here deny 
The story that is printed in her blood ? — 

Do not live, Hero ; do not ope thine eyes : 

For, did I think thou wouldst not quickly die, 

Thought I thy spirits were stronger than thy shames, 

Myself would, on the i*earward of reproaches, 

Strike at thy life. Griev’d I, I had but one ? 

Chid I for that at frugal nature’s frame 
0, one too much by thee ! Why had I one ? 

Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes ? 

Why had I not with charitable hand 
Took up a beggar’s issue at my gates, 

Who smirched thus and mir’d with infamy, 

I might have said, No part of it is mine ; 

This shame derives itself from unknown loins” ? 

But mine, and mine I lov’d, and mine I prais'd, 

And mine that I was proud on ; mine so much 
That I myself w^as to myself not mine, 

Yaluing of her ; why, she — 0, she is fall’n 
Into ar pit of ink, that the wide sea 
Hath’ drops too few to wash her clean again, 

And salt too little which may season give 
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To lier foul-tainted flesli 

Bene, Sir, sir, be patient. 

For my part, I am so attir’d in wonder, 

I know not wbat to say. 

Beat, 0, on my soul, my cousin is belied ! 

Bene, Lady, were you her bedfellow last night ? 

Beat, No, truly, not; although, until last night, 

I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow. 

Leon, Confirm’d, confirm’d 1 0, that is stronger made 

Which was before barr’d up with ribs of iron ! 

Would the two princes lie ? and Claudio lie, 

Who lov’d her so, that, speaking of her foulness, 

Wash’d it with tears ? Hence from her ! let her die. 

F, Fran, Hear me a little ; 

For I have only silent been^^^^ so long, 

And given way unto this course of fortune, 

By noting of the lady : I have mark’d 
A thousand blushing apparitions startf®^^ 

Into her face ; a thousand innocent shames 
In angel whiteness beat away those blushes ; 

And in her eye there hath appear’d a fire, 

To burn the errors that these princes hold 
Against her maiden truth. Call me a fool ; 

Trust not my reading nor my observation,^®®^ 

Which mth experimental seal doth warrant 
The tenour of my hookf^^ trust not my age, 

My reverend calling/^^^ nor divinity, 

If this sweet lady lie not guiltless here 
Under some blighting error.^®^ 

Leon, Friar, it cannot be. 

Thou see’st that all the grace that she hath left 
Is that she will not add to her damnation 
A sin of perjury; she not denies it; 

Why seek’st thou, then, to cover with excuse 
That which appears in proper nakedness ? 

F, Fran. Lady, what man is he you are accus’d of? 
Hero. They know that do accuse me ; I know none : 

If I know more of any man alive 

Than that which maiden modesty doth warrant, 

Let all my sins lack mercy -p my father, 
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Prove yon that any man with me convers’d 
At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight 
Maintain’d the change of words with any creature, 

Refuse me, hate me, torture me to death ! 

F, Fran. There is some strange misprision in the princes. 
Bene. Two of them have the very bent of honour ; 

And i£ their wisdoms be misled in this, 

The practice of it lies in John the bastard, 

Whose spirits toil in frame of villanies. 

Leon. I know not. If they speak but truth of her, 
These hands shall tear her ; if they wrong her honour, 

The proudest of them shall well hear of it. 

Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine. 

Nor age so eat up my invention, 

Nor fortune made such havoc of my means, 

Nor my bad life reft me so much of friends, 

But they shall find, awak’d in such a cause, 

Both strength of limb and policy of mind,^®''^ 

Ability in means and choice of friends, 

To quit me of them throughly. 

F. Fran. Pause awhile, 

And let my counsel sway you in this case. 

Your daughter here the princes left for dead : 

Let her awhile be secretly kept in, 

And publish it that she is dead indeed ; 

Maintain a mourning ostentation, 

And on your family’s old monument 
Hang mournful epitaphs, and do all rites 
That appertain unto a burial. 

, Leon. What shall become of this ? what will this do ? 

F. Fran. Marry, this, well carried, shall on her behalf 
Change slander to remorse ; — that is some good ; 

But not for that dream I on this strange course, 

But on this travail look for greater birth. 

She dying, as it must he so maintain’d, 

Upon the instant that she was accus’d, 

Shall be lamented, pitied, and excus’d 
Of every hearer: for it so falls out, 

what we have we prka not to the worth 
Whiles we enjoy it ; but being lack’d and lost, 
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Why, then we rack the value, then we find 
The virtue that possession would not show us 
Whiles it was ours. So will it fare with Claudio : 

When he shall hear she died upon his words, 

Th’ idea of her life shall sweetly creep 
Into his study of imagination ; 

And every lovely organ of her life 

Shall come apparelFd in more precious habit, 

More moving-delicate and full of life, 

Into the eye and prospect of his soul, 

Than when she liv’d indeed ; then shall he mourn 
(If ever love had interest in his liver). 

And wish he had not so accused her, — 

No, though he thought his accusation true. 

Let this be so, and doubt not but success 
Will fashion the event in better shape 
Than I can lay it down in likelihood. 

But if all aim but this be levell’d false, 

The supposition of the lady’s death 
Will quench the wonder of her infamy : 

And if it sort not well, you may conceal her 
(As begt befits her wounded reputation) 

In some reclusive and religious life, 

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 

Bene. Signior Leonato, let the friar advise you : 

And though you know my inwardness and love 
Is vei7 much unto the prince and Claudio, 

Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 
As secretly and justly as your soul 
Should with your body. 

Leon. Being that I flow in grief, 

The smallest twine may lead me. 

F. Fran. ’Tis well consented : presently away ; 

For to strange sores strangely they strain the cure. — 
Come, lady, die to live : this wedding-day 

Perhaps is but prolong’d : have patience and endure, 

\Exeunt Friar Francis, Hero, and Leonato. 
Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while ? 

Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer, 
will not desire that. 
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Beat You have no reason ; I do it freely. 

Bene, Surely I do believe your fair cousin is wronged. 

Beat, Ah, how much might the man deserve of me that 
would right her ! 

Bene, Is there any way to show such friendship ? 

Beat, A very even way, but no such friend. 

Bene, May a man do it ? 

Beat, It is a man’s office, but not yours. 

Bene, I do love nothing in the world so well as you : is 
not that strange ? 

Beat, As strange as the thing I know not. It were as 
possible for me to say I loved nothing so well as you : but 
believe me not ; and yet I lie not ; I confess nothing, nor I 
deny nothing, — I am sorry for my cousin. 

Bene, By my sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me. 

Beat, Bo not swear by it, and eat it. 

Bene, I will swear by it that you love me ; and I will 
make him eat it that says I love not you. 

Beat, Will you not eat your word ? 

Bene, With no sauce that can be devised to it. I protest 
I love thee. 

Beat Why, then, God forgive me ! 

Bene, What offence, sweet Beatrice ? 

Beat You have stayed me in a happy hour : I was about 
to protest I loved you. 

Bene, And do it with aU thy heart. 

Beat I love you with so much of my heart, that none is 
left to protest. 

Bene, Come, hid me do any thing for thee.* 

Beat Kill Claudio. 

Bene, Ha ! not for the wide world. 

Beat You kill me to deny it. Farewell. 

Bene, Tarry, sweet Beatrice. 

Beat I am gone, though I am here there is no love in 
you : — nay, I pray you, let me go. 

Bene, Beatrice, — 

Beat In faith, I will go. 

Be^iie, We’ll be friends first. 

You dare easier be friends with me than fight with 
inine enemy. 
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Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

Beat. Is he not approved in the height a villain, that hath 
slandered, scorned, dishonoured my kinswoman ? — 0 that I 
were a man ! — ^What, bear her in hand until they come to 
take hands ; and then, with public accusation, uncovered 
slander, unmitigated rancour, — 0 God, that J were a man ! 
I would eat his heart in the market-place. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice, — 

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window ! — a proper saying ! 

Bene. Nay, but, Beatrice, — 

Beat. Sweet Hero! — she is wronged, she is slandered, 
she is undone. 

Bene. Beat — 

Beat. Princes and counties ! Surely, a princely testimony, 
a goodly count, count confect; a sweet gallant, surely! 0 
that I were a man for his sake ! or that I had any friend 
would be a man for my sake ! But manhood is melted into 
courtesies, valour into compliment, and men are only turned 
into tongue, and trim ones too : he is now as valiant as Her- 
cules that only tells a lie, and swears it. — I cannot be a man 
with wishing, therefore I will die a woman with grieving. 

Bene. Tarry, good Beatrice. By this hand, I love thee. 

Beat. Use it for my lave some other way than swearing 
by it. 

Bene. Think you in your soul the Count Claudio hath 
wronged Hero ? 

Beat. Yea, as sure as I have a thought or a soul. 

Bene. Enough, I am engaged ; I will challenge him. I 
will kiss your hand, and so leave you. By this hand, Claudio 
h shall render me a dear account. As you hear of me, so think 
^ of me. Go, comfort your cousin : I must say she is dead : 
and so, farewell, [Exeunt. 


Scene II. A prison. 

^nter Bogberky, Verges, mid Sexton, in goiom; and the 
Watch, with Oonraue mid Boeaohig. 

Bog. Jm our whole dissembly appeared ? 

a stool and a cushion for the sexton. 
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Sex» Which he the malefactors ? 

Bog. Marry, that am I and my partner, 

%^erg. Nay, that’s certain ; we have the exhibition to ex- 
amine. 

Sex. But which are the offenders that are to be exS5.mine(^ 9 
let them come before master constable. 

Bog. Yea, marry, let them come before me. — W^iat is, 
your name, friend ? 

Bora. Borachio. 

Bog. Pray, write down — ^Borachio. — Yours, sirrah ?- 

Con. I am a gentleman, sir, and my name is Conrade. 

Bog. Write down — master gentleman Conrade.— Masters, 
do you serve God ? 

Bog. ^h’ite down — that they hope they serve God : — a ul 
write God first ; for God defend but God should go before ; 
such villains ! — Masters, it is proved already that you are lit- i 
tie better than false knaves ; and it will go near to be thought i 
so shortly. How answer you for yourselves ? * 

Con. Marry, sir, we say we are none. 

Bog. A marvellous witty fellow, I assure you ; but I will 
go about with him. — Come you hither, sirrah : a word in your 
ear, sir ; I say to you, it is thought you are false knaves. 

Bora. Sir, I say to you w’e are none. 

Bog. Well, stand aside. — ’Pore God, they are both in a 
tale. Have you writ down — that they are none ? 

Sex. Master constable, you go not the way to examine : 
you must call forth the watch that are their accusers. 

Bog. Yea, marry, that’s the eftest way. — Let the watch 
^ — Masters, I charge you, in the prince’s name, 
36 men. 

Fateh, This man said, sir, that Don John, the ^ 
other, was a villain, 

Vrite down — Prince John a \’illain. — Why, this is 
to call a prince’s brother villiiin* 
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See. J^atch. Marry, that he had received a thousand ducats 
of Don Jfbhn for accusing the Lady Hero wrongfully. 

DogJ Flat burglary as ever was committed. 

VerQ. Yea, by the mass, that it is. 

Se4 fellow ? 

First Watch. And that Count Claudio did laaeaii, upon his 
w’ords,* to disgrace Hero before the whole assembly, and not 
marry her. 

f) 0 (j. 0 villain ! thou wilt be condemned into everlasting 
redemption for this. 

Si\i\ What else ? 

See. Watch. This is all. 

^Sc.r. And this is more, masters, than you can deny. 
Prince John is this moining secretly stolen away; Hero was 
in this manner accused, in this very manner refused, and 
upon the grief of this suddenly died. — Master Constable, let 
tliesa men be bound, and brought to Leonato’s : I will go 
I efore and show him their examination. [Ewit. 

Dog. Come, let them be ©pinioned. 

Verg. Letjtliem be in the hands — 
coxcomb ! 

Dog. God*s my life/^^ where’s the sexton ? let him write 
down — the prince’s officer, coxcomb. — Come, bind them. — 
Thou naughty varlet ! 

Co 7 i. Away you are an ass, you are an ass. 

Dog. Dost thou not suspect my place ? dost thou not sus- 
pect my years ? — 0 that he were here to write me, down an 
ass ! — ^but, masters, i^emember that I am an ass ; though it be 
not WTitten down, yet forget not that I am an ass. — ^No, thou 
villain, thou art full of piety, as shall be proved upon thee by 
good witness. I am a wise fellow ; and, which is more, an 
officer; and, which is more, a householder; and, which is 
more, as pretty a piece of flesh as any in Messina ; and one 
that knows the law, go to ; and a rich fellow enough, go. 
and a fellow That hath had losses and one that hath t 
gowns, and every thing handsome about him. — ^firing b 
away^— 0 that I had been writ down an ass ! [Emu 
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ACT V. 

Scene I. Before Leonato’s home. 

Enter Leonato and Antonio. 

Anu li you go on thus, you will kill yourself; 
And ’tis not wisdom thus to second grief 
Against yourself, 

Leon. I pray thee, cease thy counsel, 

Wliich falls into mine ears as profitless 
As water in a sieve ; give not me counsel ; 

Nor let no comforter delight mine ear 

But such a one whose wrongs do suit with mine. 

Bring me a father that so lov’d his child, 

Whose ioy of her is over^^helm’d like mine, 

And bid him speak to me of patience 
Measure his woe the length and breadth of mine, 
And let it answer every strain for strain, 

As thus for thus, and such a grief for such, 

In every lineament, branch, shape, and form : 

If such a one will smile, and stroke his beard, 

Bid sorrow wag, cry ^*hem” when he should groan, 
Patch grief with proverbs, make misfortune drunk 
With candle-wasters, — bring him yet to me, 

And I of him will gather patience. 

But there is no such man : for, brother, men 
Can counsel and speak comfort to that grief 
Which they themselves not feel ; but, tasting it, 
Their counsel turns to passion, which before 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage, 

Fetter strong madness in a silken thread, 

Charm ache with air, and agony with words : 

No, no ; ’tis all men’s ofSce to speak patience 
To those that wring under the load of sorrow, 

But no man’s virtue nor sufficiency 

To be so moral whah he shall endure 

Th^Jiy;e himself* Therefore give me no counsel : 

griefs cry louder than advertisement. 
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Ant Therein do men from children nothing differ. 

Leon. I pray thee, peace, — I will be flesh and blood ; 

Por there was never yet philosopher 
That could endure the toothache patiently, 

However they have writ the style of gods, 

And made a push at chance and sufferance. 

Ant Yet bend not all the harm upon yourself; 

Make those that do offend you suffer too. 

Leon. There thou speak'st reason : nay, I will do so. 

My soul doth tell me Hero is belied ; 

And that shall Claudio know ; so shall the prince. 

And all of them that thus dishonour her. 

Ant, Here come the prince and Claudio hastily. 

Enter Dojsr Pedro and Claudio. 

/). Pedro. Good den, good den. 

Claud. Good day to both of you. 

Leon. Hear you, my lords, — 

H. Pedro. We have some haste, Leonato. 

Leon. Some haste, my lord! — well, fare you well, my 
lord : — 

Are you so hasty now ? — well, all is one. 

J). Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old man. 
Ant. If he could right himself with quarrelling, 

Some of us would lie low. 

Claud. Who wrongs him ? 

Leon. Who 

Marry, thou dost wrong me; thou dissembler, thou 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword ; 

I fear thee not. 

Claud. Marry, beshrew my hand, 

If it should give your age such cause of fear : 

In faith, my hand meant nothing to my sword. 

Leon. Tush, tush, man ; never fleer and jest at me : 

I speak not like a dotard nor a fool, 

As, under privilege of age, to brag 

What I have done, being young, or what would do, 

W ere I not old. Know, Claudio, to thy head, 

Thou hast so wrongM mine innocent child and me, 
to lay my reverence by, 
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And, with grey hairs and bruise of many days, 

Do challenge thee to trial of a man. 

I say thou hast belied mine innocent child ; 

Thy slander hath gone through and through her heart, 

And she lies buried with her ancestors, — 

0, in a tomb where never scandal slept, 

Save this of hers, fram’d by thy villany ’ 

Claud. My villany ^ 

Leon. Thine, Claudio ; thine, I say. 

D. Pedro. You say not right, old man. 

Leon. My lord, my lord, 

I'll prove it on his body, if he dare, 

Despite his nice fence and his active practice. 

His May of youth and bloom of lustihood. 

Claud. Away ! I will not have to do with you. 

Leon. Canst thou so daffme? Thou hast kill’d my child : 
If thou kilFst me, boy, thou shalt kill a man. 

Ant. He shall kill two of us, and men indeed : 

But that’s no matter ; let him kill one first ; — 

Win me and wear me, — let him answer me. — 

Come, follow me, boy ; come, sir boy, follow mo 
Sir boy, I'll whip you from your foining fence ; 

Nay, us I am a gentleman, I will. 

Leon. Brother, — 

Ant. Content yourself. God knows I lov’d my niece ; 
And she is dead, slander’d to death by villains, 

That dare as well answer a man iiideed*^'^^ 

As I dare take a serpent by the tongue ; 

Boys, apes, braggarts, Jacks, milksops ! — , 

Leon. Brother Antony, — 

Ant. Hold you content. What, man ! I know them, yea, 
And w^hat they w^eigh, even to the utmost scruple, — 
Scambling, out-facing, fashion-monging^^^^ boys, 

That lie, and cog, and flout, deprave, and slander, 

Go anticly, show^’^^^ outward hideousaess, 

And speak off half a dozen dangerous words, 

How they might hurt their enemies, if they durst ; 

And this is all. 

But, brother Anthony, — 

Ant. Come, ’tk no 
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Do not you meddle ; let me deal in this. 

I). Pedro, Gentlemen both, we will not wake^^^^ your 
liatience. 

My heart is sorry for your daughter’s death i 
But, on my honour, she was charg’d with nothing 
But what was true, and veij full of proof. * 

Leon. My lord, my lord, — 

7J. Pedro. I will not hear you. 

Leon. No ? — 

Come, brother, away, — I mil be heard. 

Ant. And shall, 

Or some of us will smart for’t. \_Exeiint Leonato and Antonio. 

D. Pedio. See, see ; here comes the man we went to seek. 

Enter Beneuice:. 

Gland. Now, signior, what news ? 

Bene. Good day, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Welcome, signior : you are almost come to part 
almost^^^^ a fray. 

Claud. We had like to have had our two noses snapped 
off with two old men without teeth. 

D. Pedro. Leonato and his brother. What thinkest thou ? 
Had we fought, I doubt we should have been too young for 
them. 

Bene. In a false quarrel there is no true valour. I came 
to seek you both. 

Claud. We have been up and down to seek thee ; for we 
are high -proof melancholy, and would fain have it beaten 
away. Wilt thou use thy wit ? 

Bene. It is in my scabbard : shall I draw it ? 

D. Pedro. Dost thou w^ear thy wit by thy side ? 

Claud. Never any did so, though very many have been 
beside their wit. — will bid thee draw, as we do the min- 
strels ; draw, to pleasure us. 

D. Pedro. As I am an honest man, he looks pale, — ^Art 
thou sick, or angry ? 

Claud. What, courage, man ! What though care killed 
a cat, thou hast mettle enough in thee to kill care. 

1 shall meet your wit in the career, you 
dbiipgo it kgainst me. I pray you choose another subject/ ‘ - 
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Claud, Najj then, give him another staff: this last was 
broke cross. 

D. Pedro, By this light, he changes more and more : I 
think he be angry indeed. 

Claud, If hp be, he knows how to turn his girdle. 

Bene, Shall 1 speak a wwd in your ear ? 

Claud, God bless me from a challenge ^ 

Bene, You are a villain ; — I jest not : — I will make it 
good how you dare, with what you dare, and when you dare. 
— Do me right, or I will protest your cowardice. You have 
killed a sweet lady, and her death shall fall heavy on you. 
Let me hear from you. 

Claud, Well, I will meet you, so I may have good cheer. 

D. Pedro, What, a feast ? a feast ? 

Claud, I’faith, I thank him ; he hath bid me to a calf's- 
head and a capon; the which if I do not carve most curiously, 
say my knife’s naught. — Shall I not find a woodcock too ? 

Bene, Sir, your wit ambles well ; it goes easily. 

D, Pedro, I’ll tell thee how Beatrice praised thy wit the 
other day. I said, thou hadst a fine wit : True,” says she, 
a fine little one,” No,’' said I, a great wit Bight,” 
says she, great gross one.” ‘^Nay,” said I, ‘‘a good 
wit:” ‘^Just,” said she, ‘^it hurts nobody.” ‘'‘Nay,” said 
I, ‘‘ the gentleman is wise ‘‘ Certain,” said she, “ a wise 
gentleman.” ‘‘ Nay,” said I, ‘‘ he hath the tongues :” That 
I believe,” said she, “ for he swore a thing to me on Monday 
night, which he forswore on Tuesday morning ; there's a 
double tongue; there’s two tongues,” Thus did she, an 
hour together, trans-shape thy particular virtues : yet at last 
she concluded with a sigh, thou wast the properest man in 
Italy. 

Claud, For the which she wept heartily, and said she 
cared not. 

D, Pedro, Yea, that she did ; but yet, for all that, an if 
she did not hate him deadly, she would love him dearly : — 
the old man’s daughter told us all. 

Claud, All, all; and, moreover, God saw him when he 
was hid in the garden, 

Pedro, But shall we sot the savage bnU's horns 
on the sensible Benedick's head ? 
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Claud. Yea, and text underneath, ‘‘Here dwells Benedick, 
the married man”? 

Bene. Fare you well, boy : you know my mind. I will 
leave you now to your gossip-like humour : 'you break jests 
as braggarts do their blades, which, God be thanked, hurt 
not. — My lord, for your many courtesies I thank you : I must 
discontinue your company ; your brother the bastard is fled 
from Messina : you have among you killed a sweet and in-- 
nocent lady. For my Lord Lackbeard there, he and I shall 
meet : and till then peace be with him. \_Exit. 

D. Pedro. He is in earnest. 

Claud. In most profound earnest , and, 111 warrant you, 
for the love of Beatrice. 

D. Pedro, And hath challenged thee ? 

Claud. Most sincerely. 

D. Pedro. What a pretty thing man is when he goes in 
his doublet and hose, and leaves oif his wit ! 

Claud. He is then a giant to an ape : but then is an ape 
a doctor to such a man. 

D. Pedro. But, soft you, let me be : pluck up, my heart, 
and be sad Did he not say, my brother was fled ? 


Eyiter Dogbeuby, Yeeges, and the Watch, mY7^CoNEADE 
and Boeaohio. 

Dog. Come, you, sir : if justice cannot tame you, she shall 
ne’er weigh more reasons in her balance nay, an j^ou be 
a cursing hypocrite once, you must be looked to. 

D. Pedro. How now ! two of my brother’s men bound ! 
Borachio one ! 

Claud. Hearken after their offence, my ioi'd. 

D. Pedro, Officers, what offence have these men done ? 

Dog, Marry, sir, they have committed false report; more- 
over, they have spoken untruths ; secondarily, they are slan- 
ders sixth and lastly, they have belied a lady; thirdly, 
they have verified unjust things ; and, to conclude, they are 
lying knaves. 

D. Pedro. First, 1 ask thee what they have done; thirdly, 
I ask the^ what’s their offence; sixth and lastly, why they^are 
cofennitted and, to conclude, what you lay to their loharge* 
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Claud, Eightly reasoned, and in liis own division; and, 
by my troth, there’s one meaning well suited. 

D. Pedro, Who have you offended, masters, that you are 
thus bound to your answ’er? this learned constable is too 
cunning to be understood : w^hat’s your offence ? 

Bora, Sweet prince, let me go no further to mine answer: 
do yoUf^hear me, and let this count kill me. I have deceived 
even your very eyes : w’hat your wisdoms could not discover, 
these shallow fools have brought to light ; who, in the night, 
overheard me confessing to this man, how Don John your 
brother incensed me to slander the Lady Hero; how you were 
brought into the orchard, and saw me court Margaret in 
Hero’s garments ; how you disgraced her, when you should 
man7 villany they have upon record ; which I had 

rather seal with my death than repeat over to my shame. 
The lady is dead upon mine and my master’s false accusation ; 
and, briefly, I desire nothing but the reward of a villain. 

D. Pedro, Euns not this speech like iron through your 
blood ? 

Clqncl. I have drunk poison whiles he utter’d it. 

D. Pedro. But did my brother set thee on to this *? 

Bora. Yea, and paid me richly for the practice of it. 

D. Pedro. He is compos’d and fram’d of treachery : — 
And fled he is upon this villany. 

Claud. Sw'eet Hero ^ now thy image doth appear 
In the rare semblance that I lov’d it first. 

Dog, Come, bring aw^ay the plaintiffs : by this time our 
sexton hath reformed Signior Leonato of the matter ; and, 
masters, do not forget to specify, when time and place shall 
serve, that I am an ass. 

Verg. Here, here comes master Signior Leonato, and the 
sexton too. 

Me-enter Leonato and Antonio, tvith the Sexton. 

Leon. Which is the villain ? let me see his eyes, 

That, when I note another man like him, 

I may avoid him : which of these is he ? 

Bora, if you would know^ your wronger, look on me. 

tiemi. Art thou the slave that with thy breath hast kill’d 
Mine innocent child ? 
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Bora. Yea, even I alone. 

Leon. No, not so, villain ; thou beliest thyself ; 

Here stand a pair of honourable men, 

A third is fled, that had a hand in it. — 

I thank you, princes, for my daughter’s death : 

Record it with your high and worthy deeds ; 

’Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 

Claud. I know not how to pray your patience ; 

Yet I must speak. Choose your revenge yourself; 

Impose me to what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my sin : yet sinn’d I not 
But in mistaking. 

D. Pedro. By my soul, nor I : 

And yet, to satisfy this good old man, 

I would bend under any heavy weight 
That he’ll enjoin me to. 

Leon. I cannot bid you bid my daughter live, — 

That were impossible : but, I pray you both, 

Possess the people in Messina here 
How innocent she died ; and if your love 
Can labour aught in sad invention, 

Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb. 

And sing it to her bones, — sing it to-night ; — 

To-morrow morning come you to my house ; 

And since you could not be my son-in-law, 

Be yet my nephew : my brother hath a daughter, 

Almost the copy of my child that’s dead, 

And she alone is heir to both of us : 

Give her the right you should have given her cousin, 

And so dies my revenge. 

Claud. 0 noble sir, 

Your over-kindness doth wring tears from me ! 

I do embrace your offer ; and dispose 
For henceforth of poor Claudio. 

Leon. To-morrow, then, I will expect your coming; 
To-night I take my leave.— This naughty man 
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, 

Who I believe was pack'd in all this wrong, 

Hir’d to it by your brother. 

, So, by my soul> she was not ; 
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Nor knew not what she did when she spoke to me ; 

Blit always hath been just and virtuous 
In any thing that I do know by her. 

Dog. Moreover, sir (which indeed is not under white and 
black), this plaintiff here, the offender, did call me ass : I 
beseech you, let it be remembered in his punishment. And 
also, Ijie watch heard them talk of one Deformed : they say 
he wears a key in his ear, and a lock hanging by it; and 
borrows money in God’s name, — the which he hath used so 
long and never paid, that now men grow hard-hearted, and 
will lend nothing for God’s sake: pray you, examine him 
upon that point. 

Leon. I thank thee for thy care and honest pains. 

Dog. Your worship speaks like a most thankful and re- 
verend youth ; and I praise God for you. 

Leon. There’s for thy pains. 

Dog. God save the foundation ! 

Leon. Go, I discharge thee of thy prisoner, and I thank 
thee. 

Dog. I leave an arrant Imave with your worship ; which 
I beseech your worship to correct yourself, for the example 
of others. God keep your worship ! I wish your w^orship 
well ; God restore you to health ! I humbly give you leave 
to depart ; and if a merry meeting may be wished, God pro- 
hibit it ! — Come, neighbour. 

[Exeunt Dogberry, Verges, and IVatch. 

Leon. Until to-monw morning, lords, farewell. 

Ant. Farewell, my lords : we look for you to-morrow. 

D. Pedro. We will not fail. 

Claud. To-night I’ll mourn with Hero. 

[Exeimt Don Pedro and Claudio. 

Leon. Bring you these fellows on. We’ll talk with Mar- 
garet, 

How^ her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellows 


\Exeunt. 
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Scene II. Leonato’s garden. 

Enter, severally, Benedick and Maegaeet. 

Bene. Pray thee, sweet Mistress Margaret, deserve well 
at my hands by helping me to the speech of Beatrice. 

Marg. Will you, then, write me a sonnet in praise jcf my 
beauty ? 

Bene. In so high a style, Margaret, that no man living 
shall come over it; for, in most comely truth, thou de- 
servest it. 

Marg. To have no man come over me ! why, shall I 
always keep below stairs 

Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound’s mouth, — 
it catches. 

Marg. And yours as blunt as the fencer’s foils, which 
hit, but hurt not. 

Bene. A most manly wit, Margaret ; it will not hurt a 
woman : and so, I pray thee, call Beatrice : I give thee the 
bucklers. 

Marg. Give us the swords ; we have bucklers of our own. 

Bene. If you use them, Margaret, you must put in the 
pikes with a vice ; and they are dangerous weapons for maids, 

Marg. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who I think hath 
legs. 

Be7ie. And therefore will come. \Exit MargaT'et. 

The god of love, [Binging. 

That sits above, 

And knows me, and knows me, 

How pitiful I deserve,*— 

I mean in singing ; but in loving, — Leander the good swim^ 
mer, Troilus the first employer of panders, and a whole book- 

* The god of love, &c ] This was the hegianing of an old song, hy 
W. E. (WilKam Elderton), a puritanical parody of which, hy one W, Birch, 
under the title of The ConipluiiU of a Sinmr, (&c. Imprinted at London, by 
Alexander Lacy, for Elchard dp^low, is smi extant. The words in this 
koralised copy are as follows i 

* The God of love, that sits above, 

Doth know us, doth know us, 

How sinful &at w-e he/ , Bitson. 
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full of these quondam carpet-mongers, whose names yet run 
smoothly in the even road of a blank verse, — vrhy, they were 
never so truly turned over and over as my poor self in love* 
Marry, I cannot show it in rhyme ; I have tried : I can find 
out no rhyme to ^^lady” but ^'baby,'’ — an innocent rhyme; 
for scorn,'* horn," — a hard rhyme; for school," fool," 
— a kibbling rhyme ; very ominous endings : no, I was not 
born under a rhyming planet, nor I cannot woo in festival 
terms. 


EaUf Beatrice. 

Sweet Beatrice, ^vouldst thou come when I called thee ? 

Beat. Yea, signior, and depart when you bid me. 

Bene, 0, stay but till then ! 

Beat, Then" is spoken; fare you well now: — and yet, 
ere I go, let me go with that 1 came for wdiich is, with 
liuowing what hath passed between you and Claudio. 

Bene, Only foul words ; and thereupon I will kiss thee. 

Bent, Foul words is but foul wind, and foul wind is but 
foul breath, and foul breath is noisome ; therefore I will de- 
part unkissed. 

Bene, Thou hast frighted the w^ord out of his right sense, 
so forcible is thy wit. But I must tell thee plainly, Claudio 
undergoes my challenge ; and either I must shortly hear from 
him, or I will subscribe him a coward. And, I pray thee 
now, tell me for which of my bad parts didst thou first fall 
in love with me ? 

Beat, For them all together; which maintained so politic 
a state of evil, that they wuU not admit any good part to in- 
termingle with them. But for which of my good parts did 
you first suffer love for me ? 

Bene, Suffer love,— a good epithet ! I do suffer love in- 
deed, for I love thee against my will. 

Beat, In spite of your heart, I think ; alas, poor heart ! 
If you spite it for my sake, I will spite it for yours ; for I will 
never love that w^hich mj friend hates. 

Bene, Thou and I are too wise to woo peaceably. 

It appears not in this confession : there's not one 
wise man among t^venty that will praise himself. 

Bfne. An oH, m old instance, Beatrice, that lived in the 
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time of good neighbours. If a man do not erect in this age 
his own tomb ere he dies, he shall live no longer in monu- 
ment than the bell rings and the widow weeps. 

Beat, And how long is that, think you ? 

Bene, Question : — why, an hour in clamour, and a quarter 
in rheum : therefore is it most expedient for tBe wise (if Don 
Worm, his conscience, find no impediment to the contra^’y) to 
be the trumpet of his own virtues, as I am to myself. So much 
for praising myself, who, I myself will bear witness, is praise- 
worthy : and now tell me, how doth your cousin ? 

Beat, Very ill. 

Bene, And how do you ? 

Beat, Very ill too. 

Bene, Serve God, love me, and mend. There will I leave 
you too, for here comes one in haste. 

Entet Ursula. 

Urs, Madam, you must come to your uncle. Yonder’s 
old coil at home : it is proved my Lady Hero hath been falsely 
accused, the prince and Claudio mightily abused ; and Don 
John is the author of all, who is fled and gone. Will you come 
presently ? 

Beat, Will you go hear this news, signior ? 

Bene, I will live in thy heart, die in thy lap, and be 
buried in thy eyes ; and moreover I will go with thee to thy 
unele.^®^^ [Eieeimt, 


Scene III, The inside of a church. 

Enter Bon Pedro, Cmuuio, and Attendants, with mmic 
and tapers, 

Claud, Is this the monument of Leonato ? 

Atten, It is, my lord. 

Claud, {j'cads fiwn n seroUl 

Done to death by slanderous tongues 
WsvS the Hero that here lies : 

Death, in guetdon of her wrongs, 

Gives her fame which never dies. 
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So the life that died with shame 
Lives in death with glorious fame.” 

Hang thou there upon the tomb, [Fixing vp the scroll. 
Praising her when I am dumb. — 

Now, music, sound, and sing your solemn hymn. 

Song. 

Pardon, goddess of the night, 

Those that slew thy virgin knight 
For the which, with songs of woe, 

Eound about her tomb they go. 

Midmght, assist our moan j 
Help us to sigh and groan, 

Heavily, heavily . 

Graves, yawn, and yield your dead, 

Till death be uttered, 

Heavily, heavily. 

Claud. Now, unto thy bones good night ! — 

Yearly will I do this rite. 

I). Pedro. Good morrow, masters ; put your torches out : 

The wolves have prey’d ; and look, the gentle day, 

Before the wheels of Phoebus, round about 
Dapples the drowsy east with spots of grey. 

Thanks to you all, and leave us : fare you well. 

Claud. Good morrow, masters : each his several way. 

D. Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other weeds ; 

And then to Leonato’s we will go, 

Claud. And Hymen now with luckier issue speed 

Than this for whom we render’d up this woe ! [Exeunt. 


Scene IT, A room in Leonato’s home. 

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Benedick, Bbateice, Margaret, 
Ursula, Friar Francis, and Hero. 

F. Fran. Did I not tell you she was innoceiit ? 

Lmn, So are the prince and Claudio, , who accus’d her 
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Upon the error that you heard debated : 

But Margaret was in some fault for this, 

Although against her will, as it appears 
In the true course of all the question. 

Ant Well, I am glad that all things sort so well. 

Bene. And so am I, being else by faith enforc’d 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 

Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all. 
Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves, 

And when I send for you, come hither mask’d : 

The prince and Claudio promis’d by this hour 

To visit me. — ^You know your office, brother: [Exeunt Ladies. 

You must be father to your brother’s daughter, 

And give her to young Claudio, 

Ant. Which I will do with confirm’d countenance. 

Bene. Friar, I must entreat your pains, I think. 

F. Fran. To do what, signior? 

Bene. To bind me, or undo me ; one of them. — ' 

Signior Leonato, truth it is, good signior, 

Your niece regards me with an eye of favour. 

Leon. That eye my daughter lent her : ’tis most true. 
Bene. And I do with an eye of love requite her. 

Leon. The sight whereof I think you had from me, 

From Claudio, and the prince : but wffiat’s your will ? 

Bene. Your answer, sir, is enigmatical : 

But, for my will, my will is, your good-will 
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoin’d 
I’ the state of honourable marriage : — 

In which, good friar, I shall desire your help. 

Leon. My heart is with your liking. 

F. Fran. And my help. — 

Here come the prince and Claudio. 


Eutee Bon Peuro and Claudio, with Attendants. 

D. Pedro. Good morrow to this fair assembly, 

Leon. Good morrow, prince ; good morrow, Claudio : 
We here attend you. Are you yet determin’d 
To-day to marry with my brother’s daughter? 

Child. Ill hold my mincl^ were she m Ethiop. 
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Leon. Call lier forth, brother; here’s the friar ready. 

\Exit Antonio. 

D. Pedro. Good morrow, Benedick. Why, what’s the 
matter. 

That you have such a February face. 

So full of frost,* of storm, and cloudiness ? 

Claud. I think he thinks upon the savage bull. — 

Tush, fear not, man ; we’ll tip thy horns with gold, 

And all Europa^®"^ shall rejoice at thee ; 

As once Europa did at lusty Jove, 

When he would play the noble beast in love. 

Bene. Bull Jove, sir, had an amiable low; 

And some such strange bull leap’d your father’s cow, 

And got a calf in that same noble feat 
Much like to you, for you have just his bleat. 

Claud. For this I owe you : here come other reckonings. 

Re-enter Antonio, with tlie Ladies mashed. 

Which is the lady I must seize upon ? 

Ant. This same is she, and I do give you her.^'"®’ 

Claud. Why, then she’s mine, — Sweet, let me see your face. 
Leon. No, that you shall not, till you take her hand 
Before this friar, and swear to marry her. 

Claud. Give me your hand before this holy friar : 

I am your husband, if you like of me. 

Hero. And when I liv’d, I was your other wife : 

[Unmaskuiij. 

And when you lov’d, you were my other husband. 

Claud. Another Hero ! 

Hero. Nothing certainer : 

One Hero died defil’d but I do live. 

And surely as I live, I am a maid. 

D. Pedro. The former Hero ! Hero that is dead ! 

Leo?i. She died, my lord, but whiles her slander liv’d. 

P . Fran. All this amazement can I qualify ; 

When after that the holy rites are ended, 

111 tell you largely of fair Hero’s death : 

Meantime let wonder seem familiar, 

And4o the chapel let us presently. 

Ben'e. Soft and fair, friar.—Which is Beatrice ? 
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Beat. \iLnmas'king'\ I answer to that name. What is your 
will? 

Bene. Do not you love me ? 

Beat. Why, no ; no more than reason. 

Bene, Why, then your uncle, and the prince, and Claudio 
Have been deceived ; for they swore you did/«^^ 

Beat. Do not you love me ? 

Bene. Troth, no ; no more than reason. 

Beat. Why, then my cousin, Margaret, and Ursula 
Are much deceiv’d ; for they did swear you did. 

Bene. They swore that you were almost sick for me. 

Beat, They swore that you were well-nigh dead for me. 

Bene. ’Tis no such matter. — Then you do not love me ? 

Beat. No, truly, but in friendly recompense. 

Leon. Come, cousin, I’m sure you love the gentleman. 

Claud. And I’ll be sworn upon’t that he loves her; 

For here’s a paper, written in his hand, 

A halting sonnet of his own pure brain, 

Fashion’d to Beatrice. 

Hero. And here’s another, 

Writ in my cousin’s hand, stol’n from her pocket, 

Containing her aifection unto Benedick. 

Bciie. A miracle ! here’s our own hands against our hearts. 
— Come, I will have thee ; hut, by this light, I take thee for 
pity. 

Beat. I would not deny you ; — ^but, by this good day, I 
yield upon great persuasion ; and partly to save your life, for 
I was told you were in a consumption. 

Bene.^^^^ Peace ! I will stop your mouth. [KisBing her. 

D. Pedro. How dost thou, Benedick, the married man ? 

Bene. I’ll tell thee w^hat, prince; a college of wit-crackers 
cannot flout me out of my humour. Dost thou think I care 
for a satire or an epigram ? No : if a man will be beaten 
with brains, he shall wear nothing handsome about him. In 
brief, since I do pui*pose to marry, I will think nothing to 
any purpose that the world can say against it; and therefore 
never flout at me for what I have said against it ; for man 
is a giddy thing, and this is my conclusion.*— For thy paj't, 
Claudio, I ilid think to have beaten thee ; but in that thou art 
like to be my kinsman, live unbruised, and love my cousin. 
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Claud. I had well hoped thou wouldst have denied Bea- 
trice, that I might have cudgelled thee out of thy single life, 
to make thee a double-dealer ; which, out of question, thou 
wilt be, if my cousin do not look exceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bene. Come, come, we are friends. — ^Let’s have a dance 
ere we are married, that we may lighten our own hearts and 
our wives’ heels. 

Leon. Well have dancing afterward. 

Bene. First, of my word ; therefore play, music ! — ^Prince, 
thou art sad ; get thee a wife, get thee a wife : there is no 
staff more reverend than one tipped with horn. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, your brother John is ta’en in flight. 

And brought with armed men back to Messina. 

Bene. Think not on him till to-morrow : I’ll devise thee 
brave punishments for him. — Strike up, pipers ! [Dance, 

[Exeunt. 
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P, 75. (i) Enter Leonato, Heeo, and Beateicb, with a Messenger.” 

The old eds. have Enter Leonato Gouernour of Messina, Innogen his wife, 
Hero his daughter^ and Beatrice his Neece, with a messenger'^ (and again at 
the commencement of act ii. they make his ‘ wife” enter with Leonato). “ It 
is therefore clear,” says Mr. Collier ad Z., “that the mother of Hero made her 
appeai*ance "before the andience, although she says nothmg throughout the 
comedy;” and in his Notes and Emendations^ &c., he remarks that “the 
manuscript-corrector of the folio, 1632, has expunged the words Innogen his 
wtfe, as if the practice had not then been for her to appear before the audi- 
ence in this or in any other portion of the comedy.” p. 66 . 

The great probability is, that she never appeared before any audience in 
any part of the play ; and that Theobald was right when he conjectured that 
“ the poet had in his first plan designed such a character, which, on a sm*vey 
of it, he found would be superfluous, and therefore he left it out.” One thmg 
I hold for certain, viz. that, if she ever did figure among the dramatis personse, 
it was not as a mere dummy • there are scenes in which the mother of Hero 
must have spoken ; she could not have stood on the stage without a word to 
say about the disgrace of her daughter, &o. 

P.75, {a) ( 3 ) ^*JPedro^^ 

The old eds. have “Peter.” 

P. 78. ( 4 ) “ as yours were^ 

“In the coiT. fo 1632, ‘were’ at the end of this speech is erased . . . though 
it was certainly the language of Shakespeare’s day therefore we preserve 
it,” CoELiEE. The old text may be right ; but, I confess, I am not quite 
satisfied with it. 

P. 80. ( 5 ) “ I shall see theCi I die, look pale with love.*^ 

“ I suspect, from ihe turn of the expression, that the words are verse, and 
that ‘ ^Shdll see thee,’ &c., is the true reading.” Walker’s Shakespeare" s 
Versification^ &c. p. 237. Yery doubtful, surely. 

P. 81. ( 6 j My lorn is thine to teach • teach it hut howt* 

“ Perhaps ^ thine to Walker’s Oriu Emm, &c. vol. i. p. 295. 

P. 82.(7) 

“ Surely ‘ story" is wrong.” Walker’s Crit Exam, vol. iii. p. 29, where 
the editor conjectures “ string.” 

P. 82. (S) “ The fairest grant is the necessity,"" 

Hannier alters ** grant"" to “plea l^Ir. Collier’s Ms. Corrector to “ ground.” 
— Hayley conjectured “ The fairest grant is to necessity"" (Necessitas quod 
cc^t defendit)* 
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P. 83. ( 9 ) “ apjpear^^ 

Qy. “approve”? i e. prove. (In Conolanus, act iv. sc. 3, the folio has “ap- 
pear’d,” T 7 here the sense requires “ ajpprov^d,'') 

P. 83. (lo) “ Covsin,'^ 

Here the old eds. have “ coosins,” and, two lines after, “ cosin *” hnt Leonato 
is evidently addressing the same indiYidnal, and his first speech in this scene 
shows plainly who that individual is — “ Where is tmj cousin, ijour sonj hath 
he provided this music ?” The said “ cousin, son to Antonio, now crosses 
the stage along with musicians, and, it may be, with others. 

P. 83. (ii) “zf,” 

A modern addition 

P. 84. (la) You have of late'' 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads “ You have till oj late ” 

P. 84 ( 13 ) **And who, and who 

Mr. Grant White pronounces the second “ and who'^ to be “ an accidental re- 
petition but Walker (Cnt. £xam &c. vol ui. 11 . 29) has proved, by parallel 
passages, that it is the author’s own iteration. 

0 

P. 85 . (14) “ Enter Leonato,” &c. 

See note ( 1 ). 

P. 86. (15) “so deliver 1 up my apcs^ and away to Saint Peter : foi the 
heavens, he shows me'^ 

Almost all the modem editors erroneously alter the original punctuation to 

“ and away to Saint Peter for the heavens : he shows me,” — not being 

aware that “/or the heavens’’* is a petty oath (see Gifibrd, — Jonson’s Works, 
ii. 68 , vi. 333). 


P. 87. ( 16 ) “/alfe into the cinyue-pace faster and faster, till he sink into 
his grave*'’ 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads “ till he sink a-pace into his grace,” 

P. 88. (17) 

“Balth. Well, I xcould you did like me, 

Marg. So would not I, for your own sake; for I have many ill qualities, 

BMth. Which is one k 

Harg. I say my prayers aloud, 

Badth.” ^ ^ > 

The tbu'oe speeches now assigned to Baltlmzar are given, both in the quarto 
and in the fol^, to Benedick. Theobald tot saw that ihej* belong to Bal^ 
Benedick is ,now engaged Beatrice, as is evident from what 
; lhe^^resentl;y say. , (Two pretes* each he^nnlng with the sape letter, are 
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fiequently confounded by transcribers and pnnters: so, in Love's Labour's 
lostf act II. sc 1 , SIX speeches in swccesaion which belong to Biron are assigned 
in the folio to Boyet.) 

P.90 (i8) ^Uherefore," 

Some of the earlier editors pnnt “ then which Mr. Colher’s Ms Corrector 
gives. 


P. 90. ( 19 ) “ diovei " 

The old eds.have “drouier” (“drome?”); which, says Walker, “may perhaps 
be right ” Sliakespeme's Versification^ &c. p. 227. 

P. 90. ( 20 ) “ the base, though bitter ^ disposition of Beatrice" 

I do not understand this ; but, I believe, it was not q.uestioned by any editor 
till the time of Johnson, who conjectured “ the base^ the bitter disposition^ 
<fec , — a correction which Walker {Cnt. Exam, &c. vol. iii. p. 30) “ doubts.” 


P. 90. ( 21 ) “ 0 / this young lady 

Walker (Cnt. Exam. yoI. ii. p.*223) would read “ o/his young lady," because, 
he says, “ ‘ this' has nothing to refer to ” He may he right : but our eai’ly 
authors sometimes use “ this" rather loosely. 


P. 91. ( 2 a) “ impossible" 

Has been variously altered, — ^by Theobald (Warbui’ton) to “ impassable,” by 
Hanmer to “ impetuous,” <Sro. But Shakespeare, like other early writers, 
employs the word “ with great hcense* so, befoie in this play 

(p 88 ), we have impossible slanders,” in The Merry Wives of Windsoi, 
act ill sc, 0 , “ I will examine impossible places m Twelfth Night, act m. 
sc. 2, “ impossible passages of grossness ,” in Julius Cwsar, act u. sc. 1 , 
“ strive with things impossible." — ^Walker (Cnt. Exam. <fec. vol. iii. p 30) cites 
from Drayton’s Odes, Love's Conquest, “ S’ impossibly I love you,” &c. 


P. 91. ( 23 ) to the north star" 

A similar comic exaggeration is found in a passage of the Protesilaos of 
Anaxandiides (apud Athensrus, Book iv. sect. 7), which describes the wed- 
ding-feast of IpMcrates on his loamage with the daughter of Eotys, king of 
Thrace ; 

mra kyopav fihv dwearpBaBai. 
ffrp4pa$^ oKovpyn p^Xpi t^s ^pterou, 

(“ That purple tapestiy strew’d the market-place, 

And thence extended to the northern star ") : 
liut Meinoke has altered MW* &pktov to MW* ^pas («o the citadel)* 

left him" 

Collier’s Ms- Corrector substitutes “lent Unu" 
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P, 95. (25) 

“ hear me call Margaret^ Hero , hear Margaiet term me Claudio 

Theobald altered “ Claudio'^ to “ Borachio and Mr. CoUier’s Ms. Corrector 
does the same. But as Margaret was on that occasion to pass herself off for 
Hero (compare what Borachio says, p. 135, “ how you were brought into the 
orchard, and saw me Margaret in Heroes gaiments'^'), so was Boiachio to 
be addressed by her as Claudio . there was certainly a secret agreement be- 
tween them, though we learn from his subse(iuent declaration, p. 137, “ Nor 
Imew not what she did when she spoke to me,” that she was not aware to 
what a villanous project she was lending her aid. Mr. Knight aptly observes, 
** The very expression teim me shows that the speaker assumes that Margaret, 
by connivance, would call him by the name of Claudio ” Mr Collier says, 
“ * Claudio' must be an eiTor, as Claudio was to be one of the spectators but 
surely Claudio would not doubt his own identity, — ^he would know that she 
was not talking to him . — I am now (1863) less confident as to the conectness 
of the old reading “ Claudio.^' 

P. 96. (26) ** of her disloyalty 

The old eds. have “0/ Heroes disloyaltie ." — Corrected by CapeU. 

P. 96. (^7) “ 01 thograplier 

The old eds. have ** ortography’’ and orthography,” — and the latter is re- 
tained by Mr. Staunton, who defends it by comparing the reading of the old 
eds. in Love's Labour's lost^ act i. sc. 2, “ I shall turn sonnetf ' — ^which I be- 
lieve to be a stark error. 

P. 97. (28) 

“ Enter Don Pedbo, Claudio, and Leonato, follozced by Balthazae and 
Musicians.” 

The quarto has Enter pi ince^ Leonato^ Claudio, Musiche," and, six lines 
after, “ Enter Balthasar imth musiche ." — The folio has, and rightly, only one 
stage-direction, — “ Enter Prince, Leonato, Claudio, and lacke Wilson" [i. e. 
the singer who acted Balthazar]. 

P.97. (29) hid fox" 

The old eds. have “ Md-/od7^.” 

P. 100. (30) “ curses 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads cries.” 

P. 100. (31) an alms" 

hfr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads “ m ahm-dmd," 

P. 101. (32) ** keep the peace : if he break the peace,'" 

The old eds. have keepe peace, if hee," See. 

choke" 

, Ms. dpTOctor reads mi cMke." 
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P. 103. { 34 ) Good Margaret^ run thee to the parloiu /” 

“ {Al. *run thee into the parlour.’) I suspect there is something wrong.” 
Walker’s Shakespeare's Versification^ &c. p. 8 . 

P.103. { 35 ) “to” 

A modern addition. 

P. PI4. ( 36 ) as fortunate a bed" 

Mr. Staunton prints, with the old eds., as full as fortunate a bed;" by which 
he understands ** as full fortunate a bed.” 

P.105. { 37 ) 

The old eds. have “ not.” 


P. 105. ( 38 ) 

She'd mock me into air; 0, she would laugh me 
Out of myselfi press me to death with wit f 
Therefore let Benedick^ like eovei'dfirct 
Consume away in sighs^ waste inwardly • 

It were a better death than die with mocks, 

Which IS as bad as die with tickling" 

In the quarto the fifth line stands thus ; 

” It were a better death, then die with mockes ," — 

“ then” being the usual old spelling of “ than.” The folio, by a slight mis- 
take, has 

“ It were a better death to die with mockes ," — 

^hieh the editor of the second folio (who, as Malone has proved, never esa- 
mxned any of the quartos) altered to 

” It were a bitter death to die with modes ," — 
giving a meaning to the passage, but a meaning which the construction of 
the speech shows to be WTong (I say so, though aware that Mr. Grant White 
has adopted the reading of the second folio). 


P. 105. ( 39 ) “ Why, every day to-morrow" 

According to VtSn Staunton, Hero plays on the form of Ursula’s interrogatory, 
and means, am a married woman eveay day after to-morrow.” — Mr. 
Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads ** Why, in a day" 


P. 107 * ( 40 ) “ can" 

The old eds, have cannot,” 

P.^ 107 . ( 41 ) ” mw-govemed" 

The old eds. have ** now On ** Now and new dbnfounded” see 

Welker’s CHt, Mmm, rot ii, p. 314. 
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P. 107. ( 42 ) “ She shall be buried with her face ujgxoardsy 

Altered by Theobald to “ with her heels upwards ” — Steevens observes 

that the old reading may mean “ She shall be bnried m her lover’s arms 
and Malone, aiiproving of that interpretation, adds, “Don Pedro is evidently 
playing on the word dies in Olandio’s speech,” &c. 

P. 108. { 43 ) “ Claud. Who, Hero 

Mr. W. N Lettsom writes to me ; “ Some very necessaiy words seenxto have 
been omitted here. Qu 

‘ Claud. Who, Hero ^ my Hero ’ Leonato’s Hero ’’ ” 


P. 112. ( 44 ) “ any villain should be so nchf^ 

The old eds have ** any villanie,” <fec. — “ Bead ‘ any villain should be so rich 
as Warbiirton also saw to be necessaiy.” Walker’s Crit. Escam. &:c. vol ii. 
p. 46. 


P. 112 . ( 45 ) “ Bora. J)idst thou not heai somebody ^ 

Con. No ; ^twas the vane on th§ house.'* 

Here the folio has the spellmg “ vaine on the house .’’in consequence 

of which Walker says, “ Bead * rame.* See above ; ‘ stand thee close under 
this penthouse, for it drizzles rain.’ ” Crit. Exam. &c. vol. id. p 81. But 
Walker was not aware of the very strong objection to his ingenious reading 

which is furnished by the quarto of ICOO, where we find for it dris- 

sells mine" and “ No, ’twas the vane on the house.” Now, properly speak- 
ing, there is only one old text of this play, — that of the quarto , from which, 
beyond all doubt, that of the folio was printed (with a few omissions, and a 
few slight changes, mostly for the worse). 


P. 112. ( 46 ) “ sometime" 

The old eds. have “ sometimes but see what follows. 

P.113. { 47 ) "theif 

So the quarto. — The folio (which Mr. Grant White follows here, terming it 
very improperly “ the authentic copy") has “ thy.” 

P. 113. { 48 ) Never speak dre. 

This speech is given to Comrade in the old eds, 

P, 114. ( 49 ) ^^down sleeves" 

% 

I. e, down the sleeves (Here “ side sleeves" are “ long, hanging sleeves,” and 
** rmnd^* is equivalent to ** roundabout,”) 

P, 117, (50)* , 

’%elt,in the, old eds* 
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P. 119. ( 51 ) 

“ Hero And seeiii’d I ever otherwise to you ^ 

Claud. Out on thy seemmg ' I will write against it : 

You seem'd to me as Bian m hei orh^^ 

Tlie old eds. have Out on thee seeming and “ You seeme to fee. 

P 119 ( 52 ) Claud. Sweet pince^ uhy sjpeal not you 

Here the old eds have the prefix “ Leon.”— “ Tieck,” observes Mr Knight, 
“pioposes to give this line to Claudio, who thus calls upon the prince to con- 
firm his dcclaiation.” To Claudio, as I saw long ago, it assuredly belongs . 
— and Claudio has, only a few speeches before, addressed Don Pedi’o in the 
foame terms , 

“ Sweet 231 mce, you learn me noble thankfulness.” 

In the next act the old copies assign two speeches to Leonato wrongly, — one 
of them belonging to Antonio, see note ( 88 ), the other to Benedick, see note 
( 91 ) 

P. 120. ( 53 ) t/ie” 

The old eds, have “ thy” (a mistake arising from the occurrence of ** thy” 
both in the preceding and in the present line), 

P. 121. ( 54 ) “ natuie's flame 

Hanmer printed ** nature^ s hand;” and Mr Collier’s Ms, Corrector reads 
*^natiire\s frown.” 

P 122. ( 55 ) “ And salt too little which may season give 

To her foul-tainted flesh 

For “ her foul-tamied Mr. Collier’s Ms Corrector substitutes “ her soul- 

tainted fleshy' — which (like his substitution of “ soul-pure” for sole -pure'' in 
Troilus and Cressida, act 1 , sc. 3) can only be regarded as an ingenious at- 
tempt to improve the language of Shakespeare, — or, in other words, as a piece 
of mere impertinence, — Be it ohseiwed that Leonato, who now uses the ex- 
pression ** hev foul-tainted flesh,” presently goes on to'say, 

” Would the two princes he ? and Claudio lie, 

Who lov’d her so, that, speaking of her f&ulnesst 
Wash’d it with tears ?” 

With ^^foul-tainted'^ wo may compare ^^foul-defiled" m our author’s Lueiece; 
The remedy indeed to do me good, 

Is to let forth mj foul-dsfilH blood.” 
and an Peele’s Edward L (Worlss, p. 388, ed. Dyce, 1861) ; 

** That I was hew’d with foul-defilM hands,” &e. 

P. 122. { 56 ) ** silent heen"^ 

The old eds. have “ been silent.”— Mr. Grant White made the transposition. 

m 

P. 122. (57) appaiittom start'^'^ 

The old ods, have ^*apparUim$ to start,^^ 
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P. 122 . ( 58 ) ** ohseivatioTif'^ 

The old eds. have “ obsemations.” 

P. 122. ( 59 ) 600 ft,” 

“ ‘ Books’^” Walker’s Crit Exam. &c. vol. i. p 263. 

P. 122. ( 60 ) “ reverend calUng^‘‘^ 

So Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector. — The old eds. have “reuerence, callyng.^' 

P. 122, ( 61 ) “ hhghting error. 

So Mr. CoUier’s Ms. Corrector.^ — The old eds. “biting error. 

P. 123. ( 62 ) “ The practice of it lies in John the hastardt’* 

The old eds. have “ The practise of it lines m,” &c. — On “ Lie and live con- 
founded” see Walker’s Cnt. Exam, &c. vol. ii, p. 210. 

P. 123. ( 63 ) ^^But they shall find, awaJs'd in such a cause, 

Both strength of limb and policy of mind,^' 

The old eds. have 

^ awahte in suck a kind, 

Both strength, &c. — * 

“ This [‘ kind’ forming a rhyme mth ‘ mind% in the midst of blank verse, 
inadmissible ; to say nothmg of the sense. Perhaps Shakespeare wrote ‘ 
such a cause,'’ ” Walker’s Crit, Exam, &e. vol. ii. p, 166. — ^Mr. Collier’s Ms. 
Comctor also substitutes “cause” for “kind.” — The occurrence of “fi?id” 
and “ mtwd” in this passage probably occasioned the corruption “kind.” 

P. 128. ( 64 ) “ Bog. Come, let them he opimoned. 

Yerg Let them he in the hands — 

Con. Off, coxcomb ' 

Bog. God’s my life,'’ <fec. 

The old eds. have 

“ Constable. Come, let them he opiniond, 

Conley [the folio “ Sex.”] . Let them he in the hands of Coxcombe 
Kemp. Gods my life," &c. 

P. 128.(65) “Con. Aicayf"&e, 

The old eds. by mistake assign this speech to “ Conley” (the actor who 
played Verges). 

P. 128. ( 66 ) “ tosses 

Mr. Collier’s Ms, Corrector snbstatntes “ leases.” 

P. 122. (6^) ** ht4 him speak to me hfpatiefzce,*" 

Ba Kitson, Walker, and Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector.— The old eds. 

omit ** to 
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P 129 (68) “ Bid sorrow wag, cry ‘ liem^ when he should groan, 

The old eds have “And sorrow, wagge'"^ &c. — I adopt Capell’s emendation, 
which IS incomparably the best yet proposed, and, I thmk, not to be objected 
to because the word oecui’s in the seventh line above — Johnson, by 

a 'Violent transposition, reads “Cry — sorrow, wag ' and hem when he should 
gioan.^'^ — Walker (Cut. Exam. &c. vol. i p 307) proposes “Say, sorrow, 
icag'^ &c — That the words “ soriow wag^^ are nncoirnpted, and equivalent to 
“ sorrow be gone,” I feel quite confident, 

P.130 (69) “Whof^^ 

Added by Walker (C? it. Exam, &c. vol li. p. 143). 


P. 131. (70) “ come, sir hoy, follow me 

The old eds. have “ come sir boy, come follow me.” 

P. 131. (71) “ That dare as well answer a man indeeW^ 

“ Point [with the old eds,] ‘ answer a man indeed,’ i. e, one who is indeed 

a man See the whole context. And so understand ‘ indeed^ in Hamlet, iii. 4 ; 
* A combination and a form indeed, 

Where eveiy god did seem to set his seal,’ &o.” 

Walker’s Crit, Exam. &c. vol. iii. p. 32. 

P. 131. (72) fashion-moiiging^^ 

So the quarto and the first folio. — The other folios have **fasMon-m.ongimg ” 
— In mj Eev^ Notes, <fec p. 46, 1 cited monej-mongtng^^ from Wilson’s Cob- 
lers Piophesie, 1594; and Mr Arrowsmith gives three othei examples of the 
word, observing that ^^^monging' is the present participle regularly inflected 
from the Anglo-Saxon verb ‘ mangian,’ to traffick.” Shakespeare's Editon and 
Commentatois, p. 34 

P. 131. (73) “ show'^ 

The old eds. have “ and show” 

P. 132. (74) “ wake” 

A suspicious lection, though defended by several commentators.— Hanmer 
altered it to “ rack.” 

P. 132. (75) “ almost” 

“ This second almost appears like a casual insertion of the compositor.” 
Steevsns. 

P. 104* (76) “ let me be : ptml up, my heart, and he sad 

This can hardly be right; nor is the alteration, ** let be*: pluck up,^' much 
more satisfactory.— Mr. Staunton says; “ It may be suspected thaf the poet 
wrote ‘let me^pluck: up my heart,’ ^ 0 ., the meaning being, rouse my spirits 
to serious busmess.” 
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P. 134 ( 77 ! ccnniot tamp yoiiy she shall ne^er iceigh more rea- 

sons m her balance 

“Would not tlie natmai y?fij of expressing the thought be ‘ she shall 

ne'er mo,p magh leasous,' &c Walker’s Cut, Exam &c. yoL 11 p 248. 
But it IS dangtuuiis to meddle with the language of Dogheny. 

P 134 ( 78 s 

Walker {CnL Eram. vol. ii p. 200) would read “ slanderers.” ^ 

P. 138 { 79 ) “ "keep heltnc staus 

Altered hy Thetd)ald to "^Acep ahove stairs — Steevens conjectured “/teep 
men below btairs * ' 

P.130 ( 80 ) 

A modern addition — The Oambiidge Editors print, with the old eds., 

“ mth that I came, which &;o ; 

and they obserre m a note, “ The same constiuction, i e the non-repetition 
of the preposition, is found in Marston’s Fanme, act 1 . sc 2 (rol. 11 . p. 24, ed. 
Hailiwehl, ‘With the same stratagenj we still aie caught.’” — Mr W N. 
Lettwom says, “Ii, according to the Cambridge Editois, ‘the construction 
be the same,’ Beatrice mu^ he understood as saying, ‘ let me go with that 
I came uidch would amount to an entreaty to Benedick to let her 

go without htiag either robbed or ravibhcd.” 

P. liO- ( 81 ) 

The old eds. haTC “ uncks.” 

P. 141. i' 82 ) “PurdoH, aoiJdpss of the niaht^ 

Thh^e that den thij virgin Inight 

Here Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector alters virgin knighf to “ virgin bright,” 
Yeiy impropi^rly. I may obveirtf that we have already had “ night^'' used as 
a rhjune to “ Imghf in The Meuy JJ tves of Ifmdsoi, act ii. sc. 1. 

P, 141, “ OiauSi gaiiiK and yield your dead. 

Till diuth he vf^t icd, 

Real tlif, hranhjT 

Bo the <|Uarto. — The Mo hes “Hcauenly, heauenly,” w^hich is adopted hy 
Mr. Knight, ^fr. Staunton, and Mr. Grant White,— the last-mentioned editor 
imting as follows ; “ The quarto has, hy a masi>rint which may almost he 
called obriou«, ‘ hmi ihjs hem tlyd the mistake being caused hy a supposition 
that this line iras meant for a repetition of the third abOYe, This reading, 
however, although destructive of the hne sense that death is to be uttered 
(i. e. expelled, outet-ed) by the power of Hearen, and indeed of aB sense 
whatever, has yet been adopted by most modern editors ; and it is adroeated 
by Mr. Byce, becadse * it goes so hmnly with my disposition’ {Samlet, act ii. 
m, is misprinteil, ‘ it goes so hmmtly,' &c., in the folio!” To 4 :he pre* 
ceding rema&a of my Hidng Mend Miv Gi*ant White 1 must now oppose those 
' of my dead Mend Sidney I ‘"I'he loEo, Knight, and (I think) Collier ^ 



NOTES.] 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


157 


[no], Tead,‘ Heavenly^ heavenly a most absurd ei*ror, generated {ut scepe) by 
the corruption of an uncommon word to a common one. So Hamlet^ ii 2, — 

* it goes so heavily with my disposition,’ — tbe folio has ‘ heavenly as Dyce 
has also noticed, Remai ks. My note, howeTer, was suggested by the sense of 
the passage. . . With regard to the woids, ‘ Graves, yawn,’ &:c , I know 
not why we should consider them as any thing more than an mvocation — 
after the usual manner of funeral dirges m that age, m which mourneis of 
some desciiption or other are summoned to the funeral — a call, I say, upon 
the surrounding dead to come forth from their glares, as auditors or shaieis 
the solemn lamentation ‘ Vttei erZ,’ expressed, commemoiated in song. . . 
The explanation of ‘ uttered^’’ as sigmfjung ‘ oitsted,' is one of the many un- 
fortunate exhibitions of half -learning to which our poet has given occasion.” 
Crit. Exam. &:c vol. iii p. 33 

P.141 (84) “Claud.” 

The old eds. have “ Xo.” (i. e. Lm d), 

P. 141, (85) “ Come, let u$ hence, and put on other weeds; 

And Hymen note with luckier issue speed 

Here the old eds have “ speeds.'** but (unless we change weeds** to 

“ weed” and “ speeds** to “ speed”) there seems to he no other course than to 
follow the advice of Thirlby, who says ; “ Claudio could not Imow, without 
being a prophet, that this new proposed match should have any luclder event 
than that designed with Hero. Certainly, therefore, this should be a wish in 
Claudio ; and, to this end, the poet might have wrote speed *8, 1. e. speed us 
and so it becomes a prayer to Hymen.” — Malone objects to the conti action 
** speed *s.** hut compare “ Therefore to'b seemeth it a needful comse,” &c. 
Love's Labour's tbst, act ii. sc. 1. 

P. 141. (86 ) “Maboaret,” 

Some of the modern editors (more unforgiving than Leonato) exclude Mar- 
garet from the present assembly, though the old copies mark both her en- 
trance heie and her re-entrance afterwards with the other ladies. (In what 
is said of her at the commencement of the scene there is nothing which would 
lead us to suppose that the poet intended her to be absent.) 

P. 143. {87) ** And all Europa** 

“I have no doubt but that our author wrote ‘And all ourEuropeV^ Stee- 
YEKS, — who perhaps was not awai*e of the earlier alteration, “A ad so all 
Europe,” 

P. 143. (88) “ Ant. ThU same is she, and I do give you 

Here the old eds. have the prefix “ Deo. which is at variance with the 
words of Leonato in the preceding page ; 

“ You know your ofdco, brother : 

You must be father to your brother’s daughter, 

And give her to young Claudio."^ 

Mr. Collier retains the prefix of the old copies, and observes, “ Though An- 
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tonio was formally to give away the lady at the altar, as her pretended father, 
Leonato may very properly interpose this observation.” But the hue must 
be characteiised as something more than an “observation.” nor does the 
ceremony at the dXiavfoim any portion of the play. 

P, 143, (89) “ One Hero died defiVd, hut I do live'"^ 

The word “ defil'd" has di’opt out from the folio, but is found in the quarto — 
“ Now,” says Mr Colher, “it is most unhkely that Hero should Imrself tell 
Claudio that she had been * defil’d,’ and the word supplied by the Corrector 
of the folio, 1632, seems on all accounts much pieferable ; 

‘ One Hero died hehed^ but I do live.* 

Here we see the lady naturally denjung her guilt, and attributing her death 
to the S'laiider thi'own upon her. Shakespeaie’s word must have been belied" 
A-e In the fix si place, there was no necessity that the lady should “deny 
her guilt” to one who had already a perfect conviction of her innocence ; 
and, in the second place, the word “ belied” is objectionable because it makes 
the gentle Hero indirectly reproach the repentant Claudio. — “ The correct- 
ness of the old woid is established by the remainder of Hero’s speech ; 

‘ but I do hve, 

And surely as I hve, I am a maid.' ” Grant White. 

P. 144. I90) “ IIar>e been deceived ; for they swore you did." 

Here the word “/or” is wanting in the old ads. But, even with that addition, 
I do not believe that we have the line as it came from Shakespeare’s pen • 
the probability is, that he wrote (what Hanmer printed) 

“Hare been deceiv'd ; for they did swear you did" 
which conTsponds with what presently follows, 

“Are much deceiv’d ; for they did swear you did.” 

P. 144. fpi) 

The old eds. have “ Leon.” 
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LOVE’S LABOUB’S LOST 

Was unquestionably mutton by Shakespeare not long after he commenced 
his cai*eer as a dramatist , but its exact date is uncertain. The quarto of 
1598 (the earliest edition knownj professes to give the play As it was 
^presented befoie her Highness this lastrChi istmas Newly corrected and aug 
mented.'^ — Eobert Tofte, in a poem called Alba^ or the Months Minde of a 
Melancholy Lover ^ 1598, mentions it in terms which indicate that a consider- 
able time had elajised since he saw it acted ; 

“ Love’s Labour Lost! I once did see a play 
Ycleped so, so called to my paine. 

Which I to heare to my small joy did stay, 

Giving attendance on my froward dame,” <fec. — 

No novel, from which Shakespeare derived the incidents of this comedy, has 
been discovered: but Mr. Hunter {New Illnst, of Shakespeare^ i. 256) has 
pomted out a passage m Monstrelet’s Chionicles^ which appears to show that 
the original tale had an admixture of historic truth : “ Chaides King of 
NaVaiTe came to Bans to wait on the King. He negociated so successfully 
with the King and Privy Council, that he obtained a gift of the castle of 
Nemours, with somb of its dependent castle-wicks, which territory was made 
a duchy. He instantly did homage for it, and at the same tune surrendered 
to the King the castle of Cherburgh, the county of Evreux, and all other 
lordships he possessed withm the kingdom of France, renouncing all claims 
or profits in them to the King and to his successors, on condition that with 
the duchy of Nemours the King of France engaged to pay him two hundred 
thousand gold crowns of the com of the King our U>rd»' Johnes’s trans., 
vol. i. 108. Compare the speech of the King in act ii. sc. 1 ; 

“ Madam, your father here doth intimate 
The payment of a hundred thousand crowns ; 

Being but the one-half of an entire sum 
Tyi«!hnrR«d by my father in his wars.’* 
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LOVE’S LABOUE’S LOST. 


ACT I. 

Scene I. A park, with a palace in it. 

Eater the King, Biron, Longaville, and Dgmain, 

King. Let fame, that all Iitint after in their lives, 
Live register’d npon our brazen tombs, 

And then grace us in the disgrace of death ; 

When, spite of cormorant devouring Time, 

Th’ endeavour of this present breath may buy 
That honour which shall bate his scythe’s keen edge, 
And make us heirs of all eternity. 

Therefore, brave conquerors, — for so you are, 

That war against your own affections, 

And the huge army of the world’s desires, — 

Our late edict shall strongly stand in force : 

Navarre shall be the wonder of the world ; 

Our court shall be a little Academe, 

Still and contemplative in living art. 

You three, Biron, Dumain, and Longaville, 

Have sworn for three years’ term to live with me 
My fellow“Scholars, and to keep those statutes 
That are recorded in this schedule here ; 

Your oaths are pass’d ; and now subscribe your names, 
That his own hand may strike his honour down 
That violates the smallest branch herein : 

If you are arm’d to do as sworn to do, 

Subscribe to your deep oaths, and keep it too.^^ 
liOThg, 1 am resolv’d ; ’tis but a three years’ fast : 
The mind shall banquet, though the body pine : 
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Fat paunches liaye lean pates ; and dainty hits 
Make rich the ribs, but bankrupt quite the wits. 

Bum, My losing lord, Dumain is mortified : 

The grosser monner of these world's delights 
He throws upon the gross wwld's baser slaves : 

To lore, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die ; 

'With ail these living in philosophy. 

Bxron, I can but say their protestation over; 

Ro much, dear liege, I have already sworn, 

That is, to live and study here three years. 

But there are other strict observances : 

Ah, not to see a woman in that term, — 

^Vhich I hope well is not enrolled there ; 

And one day in a week to touch no food, 

And but one meal on every day beside, — 

The w'hich I hope is not enrolled there ; 

And then, to sleep but three hours in the night, 

And not be seen to wink of all the day 
(When I w^as wont to think no harm all night, 

And make a dark night too of half the day), — 

Which I hope well is not enrolled there : 

0, these are barren tasks, too hard to keep, — 

Not to see ladies, study, fast, not sleep ! 

Aim/. Your oath is pass'd to pass away from these. 
lilnvu Let me say no, my liege, an if you please : 

I only swore to study with your grace. 

And stay here in your court for three years’ space. 

Lomh You swore to that, Biron, and to the rest. 

IJinm. By yea and nuy, sir, then I swore in jest. — 

What is the end of study? let me know\ 

King. Why, that to know% which else we should not know. 
Biron. Tliings hid and barr’d, you mean, from common 
sense ? 

King. Ay, that is study’s god-like recompense. 

Biron. Come on, then ; I will swear to study so, 

To know the thing I am forbid to know : 

As thus, — to study where I well may dine, 

When I to expressly am jforbid ; 

Or studj' "where to meet some mistress fine, 

* hen mistresses firom common sepse are hid ; 
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Or, having sworn too hard-a-keeping oath, 

Study to break it, and not break my troth. 

If study’s gain be this/^^ and this be so, 

Study knows that which yet it doth not know : 

Swear me to this, and I will ne’er say no. 

King, These be the stops that hinder study quite, 

And trffin our intellects to vain delight. 

Biron, Why, all delights are vain ; but that most vain, 
Which, with pain purchas’d, doth inherit pain : 

As, painfully to pore upon a book 

To seek the light of truth ; while truth the while 
Doth falsely blind the eyesight of his look : 

Light, seeking light, doth light of light beguile : 

So, ere you find where light in darkness lies. 

Your light grows dark by losing of your eyes. 

Study me how to please the eye indeed, 

By fixing it upon a fairer eye ; 

Who dazzling so, that eye shall be his heed, 

And give him light that it was blinded by. 

Study is like the heaven’s glorious sun, 

That will not be deep-search’d with saucy looks : 

Small have continual plodders ever won. 

Save bare authority from others’ books.^^^ 

These earthly godfathers of heaven’s lights, 

That give a name to every fixed star. 

Have no more profit of their shining nights 

Than those that walk and wot not what they are. 

Too much to know, is to know^ naught but fame ; 

And every godfather can give a name. 

King, How well he^s read, to reason against reading ! 
Dum, Proceeded w^eU, to stop all good proceeding ! 

Long, He weeds the corn, and still lets grow the weeding. 
Biron, The spring is near, when green geese are a-breed* 
ing! 

Bum, How follows that ? 

Biron, Fit in his place and time. 

Dmn, In reason nothing. 

Biron, Something, then, in rhyme. 

King, Biron is like an envious-sneaping frost, ' 

That bites the first-born infents of the spring.. 
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Birou. Well, say I am ; why should proud summer boast, 
Before the birds have any cause to sing ? 

Why should I joy in an abortive birth 
At Christmas 1 no more desire a rose 
Than wish a snow in May’s new-fangled shows 
But like of each thing that in season grows- 
So you — to study now it is too late — 

Climb o'er the house t’ unlock the little 'gate. 

KiiHf, Well, sit you out go home, Biron : adieu. 
Brron, No, my good lord; I’ve sworn to stay with you ; 
And though I have for barbarism sj)oke more 
Than for that angel Imowledge you can say, 

Yet confident I'U keep what I have swore, 

And bide the penance of each three years’ day. 

Give me the paper, — let me read the same ; 

And to the strict’st decrees I’ll write my name. 

King. How well this yielding rescues thee from shame ! 
Biron, “Item, That no woman shall come within a 

mile of ray court,”-— Hath this been proclaimed ? 

Long. Four days ago. 

Biron, Let’s see the penalty. — \Ttea(ls] “on pain of losing 
her tongue.” — Who devised this penalty ? 

Long. Marry, that did I. 

Biron, Sweet lord, and \vhy? 

Long, To fright them hence with that dread penalty, 
Biron. A dangerous law^ against garrulity 

“Item, If any man }>e seen to talk with a woman 
within the term of three years, he shall endure such public shame 
as the rest of the court can possibly devise,” 

This article, my liege, yourself must break ; 

For well you know here comes in embassy 
The French king’s daughter with yourself to speak, — 

A maid of grace and complete majesty,' — 

About surrender-up of Aquitain 

To her decrepit, sick, and bedrid father : 

Therefoi*e this article is made in vain, 

Or vainly comes th’ admired pdneess hither. 

Kiiiff. What say yoa, lords ? why, this was qijite for- 
got, 

• Biron. So study evermore is overshot : 
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While it doth study to have what it would. 

It doth forget to do the thing it should ; 

And when it hath the thing it hunteth most, 

’Tis won as towns with fire, — so won, so lost. 

King. We must of force dispense with this deci’ee ; 

She must lie here on mere necessity. 

Biron Necessity will make us all forsworn 

Three thousand times within this three years’ space ; 

For every man with his affects is horn. 

Not by might master’d, hut hy special grace : 

If I break faith, this word shall speak for me, 

I am forsworn on mere necessity. — 

So to the laws at large I write my name : [SiihBcribes. 

And he that breaks them in the least degree 
Stands in attainder of eternal shame ; 

Suggestions are to others as to me ; 

But I believe, although I seem so loth, 

I am the last that will last keep his oath.^^®^ 

But is there no quick recreation granted ? 

King, Ay, that there is. Our court, you know, is haunted 
With a refined traveller of Spain ; 

A man in all the world’s new fashions^^^^ planted, 

That hath a mint of phrases in his brain ; 

One whom the music^^^ of his own vain tongue 
Doth ravish like enchanting harmony ; 

A man of complements, whom right and wrong 
Have chose as umpire of their mutiny : 

This child of fancy, that Armado hight, 

For interim to our studies, shall relate, 

In high-born words, the worth of many a knight 
From tawny Spain, lost in the world’s debate. 

How you delight, my lords, I know not, I ; 

But, I protest, I love to hear him lie, 

And I will use Mm for my minstrelsy. 

Armado is a most illustrious wight, 

A man of fire-new words, fashion’s own knight. 

Long^ Costard the swain and he shall be oar sport 
And, so to study, three years is bi|it short. 
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Eater Dull imth a letter^ and Costaed. 

Dull, Which is the duke’s own person ? 

Biron, This, fellow : what wouldst ? 

Dull. I myself reprehend his own person, for I am his 
grace’s tharhorough ; but I would see his own person in flesh 
and blood, 

Biron, This is he. 

Dnll. Signior Arm — ^Arm — commends you. There’s vil- 
lany abroad ; this letter will tell you more. 

Cost. Sir, the contempts thereof are as touching me. 

King. A letter from the magnificent Armado. 

Biron. How low soeyer the matter, I hope in God for high 
words. 

Long. A high hope for a low heaven God grant us 
patience ! 

Biron. To hear ? or forbear laughing 

Long. To hear meekly, sir, and to laugh moderately ; or 
to forbear both, 

Binm. Well, sir, be it as the style shall give us cause to 
climb in the merriness.^^^^ 

CobU The matter is to me, sir, as concerning Jaquenetta. 
The manner of it is, I was taken with the manner. 

Biron. In what manner*? 

CoBt. In manner and form following, sir ; all those three : 
I was seen with her in the manor-house, sitting with her upon 
the form, and taken following her into the park; which, put 
together, is in manner and form following. Now, sir, for the 
manner, — it is the manner of a man to speak to a woman : 
for the form, — in some form. 

Biron. For the following, sir ? 

Cost. As it shall follow in my correction : and God defend 
the right I 

King. Will you hear this letter with attention ? 

Biron. As we would hear an oracle. 

Cost. Sueli is the simplicity of man to hearken after the 
ftesh. 

Aififf. [reads] ‘‘Great deputy, the welkin’s vicegerent, und 
,SQlo dominator of^varre, my soul’s earth’s god , and body’s fos- 
tenng pitroa,”— 
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Cost. Not a word of Costard yet. 

King, [reads'] So it is,** — 

Cost. It may be so : but if be say it is so, he is, in telling 
true, but so-so.^®^ 

King. Peace! 

Cost. Be to me, and every man that dares not fight ! 

K^ig. No words ! 

Cost. Of other men’s secrets, I beseech you. 

King. [I'eads] So it is, besieged with sable-coloured melan- 
choly, I did commend the black-oppressing humour to the most 
wholesome physic of the^^^^ health-ghdng air; and, as I am a 
gentleman, betook myseK to walk. The time when ? About the 
sixth hour; when beasts most graze, birds best peck, and men 
sit down to that nourishment which is called supper: so much 
for the time when. Now for the ground which ; which, I mean, 
I walked upon ; it is ycleped thy park. Then for the place where ; 
where, I mean, I did encounter that obscene and most prepos- 
terous event, that draweth from my snow-white pen the ebon- 
coloured ink, which here thou viewest, beholdest, surveyest, or 
seest : but to the place where, — ^it standeth north-north-east and 
by east from the west corner of thy curious-knotted garden : there 
did I see that low-spirited swain, that base minnow of thy 
mirth,**— - 

Cost. Me. 

King, [ii'eads] “ that unlettered small-knowing soul,” — 

Cost. Me. 

King. that shallow vessel,” — 

Cost. Still me. 

King, [reads] which, as I remember, bight Costard,” — 

Cost. 0, me. 

King, [reads] “sorted and consorted, contrary to thy estab- 
lished proclaimed edict and continent canon, with — ^with,^^®^— -O, 
with — but with this I passion to say wherewith,” — 

Cost. With a wench. 

King, [reads] “with a child of otir grandmother Eve, a fe- 
male; or, for thy more sweet understanding, a woman. Him T 
—as my ever-esteemed duty pricks me on — ^have sent to thee, to 
receive the meed of punishment, by thy sweet grace’s officer, 
Antony Dull ; a man of good repute, carriage, bearing, and esti- 
matioh.” 

> Dnll. Me, an't shall please you; I am Antony Dull. 
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Kmg. [?Taeis] ‘‘For Jaquenetta, — so is the weaker vessel 
called which I apprehended with the aforesaid swam, — keep her 
as a vessel of the^"®^ law’s fury ; and shall, at the least of thy sweet 
notice, hring her to trial. Thine, in all complements of devoted 
and heart-biimmg heat of duty, 

Don Adriano de Aralvdo.’’ 

Bivon. This is not so well. as I looked for, but tin best 
that ever I heard* 

Kbuf, Ay, the best for the worst, — But, sirrah, what say 
you to this ? 

( hf.t. Sir, I confess the wench. 

Kuuf, Did you hear the procdamation? 

Cost. 1 do confess much of the hearing it, but little of the 
marking of it. 

King. It was proclaimed a year’s imprisonment, to be 
taken with a wench. 

Cost. I was taken with none, sir : I was taken with a 
damosel. 

King, Well, it was proclaimed damosel. 

Cosi, This was no damosel neither, sir; she was a virgin. 

King, Xt is so varied too ; for it was proclaimed virgin. 

< 'o$t. If it were, I deny her virginity : I was taken with a 
maid. 

King. This maid will not serve your turn, sir. 

Cost. This maid w^ill serve my turn, sir. 

King. Sir, I will pronounce your sentence : you shall fast 
a week with bran and water. 

CoHf. I had rather pray a month with mutton and porridge. 

King, And Don Armado shall be your keeper. — 

My Lord Biron, see him deliver’d o’er : — 

And go We, lords, to put In practice that 

Which each to other hath so strongly sworn. 

lEu;eunt King, Longacille, and Dumain, 
Bimn, Til lay my head to any good man’s hat, 

These oaths and laws will prove an idle scorn. 

Sirrah, come on. 

^ CobL I sufier for the truth, sir ; for true it is, I was taken 
with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta is a true girl ; and therefore, 
Welcome the sour cup of prosperity ! Affliction may one day 
Bmi|e again ; and till then, Sit thee down, sorrow^ ! [Exeunt, 
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Scene II. Another part of the park. 

Enter Armado cnid Moth. 

Arm. Boy, what sign is it when a man of great spirit 
grows melancholy ? 

A great sign, sir, that he will look sad. 

Arm. Why, sadness is one and the selfsame thing, dear imp. 

Moth. No, no ; 0 Lord, sir, no. 

Arm. How canst thou part sadness and melancholy, my 
tender juvenal ? 

Moth. By a familiar demonstration of the w’orking, my 
tough senior. 

Arm. Why tough senior ? why tough senior ? 

Moth. Why tender juvenal ? why tender juvenal ? 

Arm. I spoke it, tender juvenal, as a congruent epithe- 
ton appertaining to thy young days, which we may nominate 
tender. 

Moth. And I, tough senior, as an appertinent title to your 
old time, which we may name tough. 

Arm. Pretty and apt. 

Moth. How mean you, sir ? I pretty, and my saying apt ? 
or I apt, and my saying pretty ? 

Arm. Thou pretty, because little. 

Moth. Little pretty, because little. WTierefore apt ? 

Arm. And therefore apt, because quick. 

Moth. Speak you this in my praise, master ? 

Arm. In thy condign praise. 

Moth. I will praise an eel with the same praise. 

Arm. What, that an eel is ingenious ? 

Moth. That an eel is quick 

Arm. I do say thou art quick in answers; thou heatest 
my blood. 

Moth. I am answered, sir. 

ylrj/i. I love not to be crossed. 

Moth, [aside] He speaks the mere contrary, — crosses love 
not him. 

Arm. I have promised to study three years with the duke. 

. Moth. You may do it in an hour, sir. 

Am. Impossible. 
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Moth. How many is one thrice told ? 

Arm. I am ill at reckoning,— it fitteth the spirit of a 
tapster. 

Moth. Yon are a gentleman and a gamester, sir. 

Ann. 1 confess both : they are both the Tarnish of a com- 
plete man. 

Moth. Then, I am sure, you know how much the'^gross 
sum of deuce-ace amounts to. 

Arm. It doth amount to one more than two. 

Moth. Which the base vulgar do call three. 

Arm. True. 

Moth. Vnuy, sir, is this such a piece of study ? Now here’s 
three studied, ere you’ll thrice wink : and how easy it is to 
put years to the word three, and study three years in two 
W’ords, the dancing horse will tell you. 

Arm. A most fine figure ! 

Moth, [usidc] To prove you a cipher. 

Arm. I will hereupon confess I am in love ; and as it is 
base for a soldier to love, so am I in love with a base wench. 
If drawing my sword against the humour of affection would 
deliver me from the reprobate thought of it, I would take 
Desire prisoner, and ransom him to any French courtier for 
a new-devised courtesy. I think scorn to sigh : methinks I 
should outswear Cupid. Comfort me, boy : what great men 
have been in love ? 

Mvih. Hercules, master. 

Arm. Most sweet Hercules! — ^More authority, dear boy, 
name more; and, sweet my child, let them be men of good 
repute and carriage. 

Moth. Samson, master : be w'as a man of good carriage, 
great carriage, — for be caiTied the town-gates on his back 
like a porter ; and he was in love. 

Arm. 0 well-knit Samson ! strong-jointed Samson ! Ido 
excel thee in my rapier as much as thou didst me in carrying 
gates. I am in love too ; — who was Samson’s love, my dear 
Moth? 

Moth. A woman, master. 

Arm. Of what complexion ? ^ , 

Moth. Of all the four, or the three, or the two ; or one of 
the laur. 
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Arm. Tell me precisely of what complexion. 

Moth. Of the sea-water green, sir. 

Arm. Is that one of the four complexions ? 

Moth. As I have read, sir ; and the best of them too. 

Arm. Green, indeed, is the ujolour of lovers ; but to have 
a love of that colour, methinks Samson had small reason for 
it. He surely affected her for her wit. 

Moth. It was so, sir ; for she had a green wit. 

Arm. My love is most immaculate white and red. 

Moth. Most maculate thoughts, master, are masked under 
such colours. 

Ann. Define, define, well-educated infant. 

Moth, My father’s wit and my mother’s tongue assist me ! 

Arm. Sweet invocation of a child; most pretty and pa- 
thetical ! 

Moth. If she be made of white and red, 

Her faults will ne’er be known ; 

For blushing cheeks by faults are bred, 

And fears by pale-white shown : 

Then if she fear, or be to blame, 

By this you shall not know ; 

For still her cheeks possess the same, 

Which native she doth owe. 

A dangerous rhyme, master, against the reason of white and 
red. 

Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King and the 
Beggar ? 

Moth. The world w^as very guilty of such a ballad some 
three ages since: but, I think, now ’tis not to be found; or, if 
it were, it would neither serve for the writing nor the tune. 

Arm. I will have that subject newly writ o’er, that I may 
example my digression by some mighty precedent. Boy, I 
do love that country girl that I took in the park with the 
rational hind^‘^^^ Costard : she deserves well. 

Moth, [aside} To be whipped ; and yet a better love than 
my master. 

Arm. Sing, boy ; my spirit grows heavy in love. 

Moth. And that’s great marvel, loving a light wench. 

Arm . ' I say, sing. 

Moth. Forbear till this company be past. 
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Eidei ' Dull, Costard, and Jaquenetta. 

mu. Sir, the duke’s pleasure is, that you keep Costard 
safe : and you must let him take no delight nor no penance ; 
but ’a must fast three days a week. For this damsel, I must 
keep her at the park : she is allowed for the day- woman. 
Fare you well. 

Arm. I do betray myself with blushing. — Maid, — 

Jaq. Man? 

u4nn. I will visit thee at the lodge. 

Jaq. That’s hereby. 

Arm. 1 know where it is situate. 

Jaq. Lord, how wise you are ! 

I will tell thee w^onders. 

Jdij. With that face ? 

Arm. I love thee. 

Jaq, So I heard yon say. 

Arm. And so, fareivell. 

Jaq. Fair weather after you ! 

Come, Jaquenetta, away! [Exeunt Dull and Jaq. 

Arm. Villain, thou shalt fast for thy offences ere thou be 
pardoned. 

Cost. Well, sir, I hope, when 1 do it, I shall do it on a 
Ml stomach. 

Jrm. Thou shalt be heavily punished. 

Cost. I am more bound to you than your fellows, for 
they are but lightly rewarded. 

Arm. Take away this villain ; shut him up. 

Moth. Come, you transgressing slave; away ! 

Cost. Let me not be pent up, sir : I will fast, being loose. 

Moth. No, sir; that were fast and loose: thou shalt to 
prison. 

Cost. Well, if ever I do see the merry days of desolation 
that I have seen, some shall see — 

Moth. What shall some see ? 

Cost. Nay, nothing, Master Moth, but what they look 
upon. It is not for prisoners to be too silent in their words ; 
and therefore I will say nothing ; I thank God I have as little 
patience as im%hm mm; and therefore I can bo qiuiet. 

Moth and Costard. 
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Arm, I do affect the very ground, which is base, where 
her shoe, which is baser, guided by her foot, which is basest, 
doth tread. I shall be forsworn, — ^which is a great argument 
of falsehood, — if I love. And how can that be true love which 
is falsely attempted ? Love is a familiar ; Love is a devil : 
there is no evil angel but Love. Yet was Samson so tempted, 
— andihe had an excellent strength; yet ^vas Solomon so se- 
duced, — and he had a very good wit. Cupid's butt-shaft is 
too hard for Hercules’ club; and therefore too much odds 
for a Spaniard’s rapier. The first and second cause will not 
serve my turn ; the passado he respects not, the duello he 
regards not: his disgrace is to bo called boy; but his glory 
is to subdue men. Adieu, valour! rust, rapier! be still, 
drum ! for your manager is in love;^®^^ yea, he loveth. As- 
sist me, some extemporal god of rhyme, for I am sure I shall 
turn sonnetist/^®^ Devise, wit, — write, pen; for I am for 
whole volumes in folio. [Exit 


ACT II. 

Scene I. A paH of the park . a pai Uion and tents at a 
distance. 

Enter the Princess of Prance, Losaline, Marta, Katharine, 
Boyet, Lords, and other Attendants. 

Boi/et, Now% madam, summon up your dearest spirits : 
Consider who the king your father sends ; 

, To whom he sends ; and what’s his embassy : 

Yourself, held precious in the world’s esteem, 

To parley with the sole inheritor 
Of all perfections that a man may owe, 

^Matchless Havarre ; the plea of no less weight 
Than Aquitain, — a dow'ry for a queen* 

Bo now as prodigal of all dear grace, 

As Nature was in making graces dear, 

When she did starve the general world beside, 

And prodigally gave them all to you. 
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Pnn. Good Lord Boyet, my beauty, though but mean, 
Needs not the painted flourish of your praise : 

Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye, 

Not utter’d by base sale of chapmen’s tongues ; 

I am less proud to hear you tell my worth 
Than you much willing to be counted wise 
In spending your wit in the praise of mine/®®^ 

But now to task the tasker : — good Boyet, 

You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 
Doth noise abroad, Navarre hath made a vow, 

Till painful study shall outwear three years, 

No woman may approach his silent court : 

Therefore to ’s seemeth it a needful course, 

Before we enter his forbidden gates, 

To know his pleasure ; and in that behalf, 

Bold of your w^orthiness, we single you 
As our best-moving fair solicitor. 

Tell him, the daughter of the King of France, 

On serious business, craving quick dispatch, 

Importunes personal conference with his grace : 

Haste, signify so much ; w^hile we attend, 

Like humble-visag'd suitors, his high will, 

BoyeL Proud of employment, willingly I go. 

Piin. All pride is willing pride, and yours is so. 

\Eccit Boyet, 

Who are the votaries, my loving lords, 

That are vow-fellow^s with this virtuous duke ? 

FivHt Lord, Longaville^'^'*' is one. 

Prin, Know you the man ? 

Mar, I know him, madam : at a marriage-feast, 

Between Lord Perigort and the beauteous heir 
Of Jaques Falconbridge, solemnized 
In Normandy, saw I this Longaville : 

A man of sovereign parts he is esteem’d ; 

Well-fitted in the^^®^ arts, glorious in arms : 

Nothing becomes him ill that he would well. 

The only soil of his fair viiiue’s gloss — 

If virtue’s gloss will stain with any soil — 

Is a sharp wit match’d with too blunt a will } 

Whose edge ^th power to cut, whose will still wills 
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It should none spare that come within his power. 

Prin. Some merry-mocking lord, belike ; is’t so ‘? 

Ma7\ They say so most that most his humours know. 
Prin. Such short-liv’d wits do wither as they grow. 

Who are the rest ? 

Kath. The young Dumain, a woll-accomplish’d youth, 
Of all that virtue love for virtue lov’d j 
M ost power to do most harm, least knowing ill ; 

F^or he hath wit to make an ill shape good, 

And shape to win grace, though he had no wit. 

I saw him at the Duke Alen^on’s once ; 

And much too little of that good I saw 
Is my report to his great worthiness. 

Ros, Another of these students at that time 
Was there with him : if I have heard a truth, 

Bir6n they call him ; but a merrier man, 

Within the limit of becoming mirth, 

I never spent an hour’s talk withal : 

His eye begets occasion for his wit ; 

For every object that the one doth catch, 

The other turns to a mirth-moving jest, 

Which his fair tongue — conceit’s expositor — 

Delivers in such apt and gracious words, 

That aged ears play truant at his tales, 

And younger hearings are quite ravished; 

So sweet and voluble is his discourse, 

P)in» God bless my ladies ! are they all in love, 

That every one her own hath garnished 
With such bedecking ornaments of praise ? 

First Lord. Here comes Boyet. 

Ih-^uter Boyet. 

Prin. Now, what admittance, lord? 

Navarre had notice of your fair approach ; 

And he and his competitors in oath 
Were all address’d to meet you, gentle lady. 

Before I came* Marry, thus much I’ve learnt, ~ 

He rather means to lodge you in the field. 

Like one that comes here to besiege his com% 

Than seek a dispensation for Ms oath, 

VOL. IL 
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To let you enter Ms unpeopled house. 

Here comes Nayarre. Ladies mask. 

Enter King, Longaville, Dumain, Bibon, and Attendants. 

King, Fair princess, welcome to the court of Navarre. 
Prin, ^‘Fair” I give you back again; and '^welcome’’ I 
have not yet : the roof of this court is too high to boiyours ; 
and welcome to the wide fields too base to be mine. 

King, You shall be welcome, madam, to my court. 

Prin, I will be welcome, then : conduct me thither. 

King, Hear me, dear lady,— I have sworn an oath. 

Prin, Our Lady help my lord ! hell be forsworn. 

King, Not for the wwld, fair madam, by my will. 

Prbi, Why, will shall break it; will, and nothing el$e. 
King, Your ladyship is ignorant what lis. 

Prin, Were my lord so, his ignorance were wise, 

Where now his knowledge must prove ignorance. 

I hear your grace hath sworn-out house-keeping : 

’Tis deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord, 

Not sin to break 

But pardon me, I am too sudden-bold : 

To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me. 

Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming, 

And suddenly resolve me in my suit. \Gives a paper. 

King. Madam, I will, if suddenly I may. 

Prin, You will the sooner, that I were away; 

For Toull prove peijur'd, if you make me stay. 

IJirvn. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once? 

Kns, Did not I dance nith you in Brabant once? 

Biron, I know” you did. 

Hog. How needless was it, then, to ask the question I 
Biron, You must not be so quick. 

Rob, ’Tis long of you that spur me with such questions. 
Biron, Your wit's too hot, it speeds too fast, ’twill tire. 
Ros, Not till it leave the rider in the mire. 

Biron. Vliat time o’ day ? 

Ras, The hour that fools should ask, 

Biron, Now^- fair befall your mask ! 

Ros, Sair fall the face it covers I 
Biron, And send you many lovers ! 



SCENE I ] 


LOVE’S LABOUB’S LOST. 


179 


Ro8. Amen, so you be none. 

Biron, Nay, then will I be gone. 

King. Madam, your father here doth intimate 
The payment of a hundred thousand crowns ; 

Being but the one-half of an entire 
Disbursed by my father in his wars. 

But ffny that he or we — as neither have — 

Jleceiv’d that sum, yet there remains unpaid 
A hundred thousand more ; in surety of which, 

One part of Aquitain is bound to us, 

Although not valu’d to the money’s worth. 

If, then, the Idng your father will restore 
But that one-half which is unsatisfied, 

We will give up our right in Aquitain, 

And hold fair friendship vdth his majesty. 

But that, it seems, he little purposeth, 

For here he doth demand to have repaid „ 

^n hundred thousand crowns ; and not demands, 

On payment of a hundred thousand crowns, 

To have his title live in Aquitain ; 

Which we much rather had depart withal, 

And have the money by our father lent, 

Than Aquitain so gelded as it is. 

Dear princess, w^ere not his requests so far 
From reason’s yielding, your fair self should make 
A yielding, ’gainst some reason, in my breast, 

And go well satisfied to France again. 

Prin. You do the king my father too much wrong, 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 

In so unseeming to confess receipt 
Of that which hath so faithfully been paid. 

King. I do protest I never heard of it ; 

And if you prove it, I’ll repay it back, 

Or yield up Aquitain, 

Prin. We arrest your w^ord, — 

Boyet, you can produce acquittances 
For such a sum from special officers 
Of Charles his father, 

King4 Satisfy me so. 

Boget, So please your grace, the packet is not come, 
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Where that and other specialties are bound : 

To-morrow you shall have a sight of them. 

King. It shall suffice me : at which interview 
All liberal reason I will yield unto. 

Meantime receive such welcome at my hand 
As honour, without breach of honour, may 
Make tender of to thy true worthiness : 

You may not come, fair princess, in my gates ; 

But here without you shall be so receiv’d 
As you shall deem yourself lodg’d in my heart, 

Though so denied fair harbour in my house. 

Y"our own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell : 
To-morrow shall wo visit you again. 

Prin. Sweet health and fair desires consort your grace ! 
King. Thy own wish wish I thee in every place ! 

[Exeunt King and his Train. 
Bimn. Lady, I will commend you to mine owm heart. 
Bos. Pray you, do my commendations ; I would be gla^ 
to me it» 

Biron. I would you heard it groan. 

Mas. Is the fool sick ? 

Biron. Sick at the heart. 

Bos, Alack, let it blood. 

Blnm. Would that do it good ? 
lios. My physic says ay. 

Biron. Will you priek't with j’our eye ? 

Bos. No pointy with my knife. 

Biron. Now, God save thy life ! 

Bos. And yours from long living ! 

Binm. L cannot stay thanksgiving. [Betmng. 

iHm. Sir, I pray you, a w^ord : w^hat lady is that same ? 
Boijet. The heir of Alenyon. Katharine her 
Dum. A gallant lady. Monsieur, fare you w^ell. [Exit. 
Long. I beseech jou, a word : what is she in the white ? 
Boget. A w^oman sometimes, an j^ou saw her in the light. 
Long. Perchance light in the light. I desire her name. 
Boget. She hath but one for herself ; to desire that were 
a shame. 

Lm%g* Pray you, sir, whose daughter ? 

IBoget. Her mother’s, I have heard. 
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Long, God’s blessing on your beard ! 

Boyet, Good sir, be not offended. 

She is an heir of Falconbridge. 

Long. Nay, my choler is ended. 

She is a most sweet lady. 

Boyet. Not unlike, sir; that may be. [^Exit Long. 

B^*on. [coming forwardi] What’s her name in the cap ? 
Boyet. Rosaline, by good hap/*^ 

Biron. Is she wedded or no ? 

Boyet. To her will, sir, or so. 

Biron. You are welcome, sir : adieu. 

Boyet. Farewell to me, sir, and welcome to you. 

[Exit Biron. — Ladies immash 
Mar. That last is Biron, the merry madcap lord : 

Not a wwd with him but a jest. 

Boyet. And every jest but a word. 

Prin. It w^as well done of you to take him at his word. 
Boyet. I was as willing to grapple as ho was to board. 
Two hot sheeps, marry. 

Boyet. And wherefore not ships ? 

No sheep*, sweet lamb, unless we feed on your lips. 

Mar. You sheep, and I pasture: shall that finish the jest? 
Boyet. So you grant pasture for me. [OJerhig to kiss her. 
Mar. Not so, gentle beast ; 

My lip^ are no common, though several they be. 

Boyet. Belonging to w’hom ? 

Mar. To my fortunes and me. 

Prin. Good wits will be jangling ; but, gentles, agree : 
This civil war of wits were much better us'd 
On Navarre and his book-men ; for here *tis abus’d. 

Boyet. If my observation,— which very seldom lies, — 

By the heart’s still rhetoric disclosM with eyes, 

Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected, 

Prin. With what? 

Boyet. With that w^hieb wa lovers entitle affected. 

Prin. Your reason ? 

Boyet. Why, all his behaviours did make their retire 
To the court of his eye, peeping thorough desire : 

His heart, like an agate, with your print impressed. 

Proud with his form, in his eye pride express’d : 
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His tongue, all impatient to speak and not see, 

Did stumble with baste in bis eyesight to be ; 

All senses to that sense did make tbeir repair, 

To feel only looking on fairest of fair 
Metbougbt all bis senses were lock’d in bis eye. 

As jewels in crystal for some prince to buy; 

“Wbo, tendering tbeir own worth from where they were gkss’d, 
Did point you to buy them, along as you pass’d : 

His face’s own margent did quote such amazes, 

That all eyes saw his eyes enchanted vdtli gazes. 

I’ll give you Aquitain, and all that is his, 

An you give him for my sake but one loving kiss. 

PritK Come to our pavilion : Boyet is dispos’d. 

Boyet, But to speak that in words which his eye hath 
disclos’d : 

I only have made a mouth of his eye, 

By adding a tongue which I know will not lie. 

Thou art an old love-monger, and speakest skilfully. 
Mar, He is Cupid’s grandfather, and learns mews oTliim. 
lios. Then was Venus like her mother ; for her father is 
but grim. 

Boyet, Do you hear, my mad wenches ? 

Mitr, No. 

Boyet, What then ? do you see ? 

Eos, Ay, our way to be gone. 

Boyet, You are too hard for me. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT HI. 

Scene I. A part of the park. 

Enter Akmado and AIoth. 

Arm, Warble, child; make passionate my sense of hearing. 
Moth, Concohnel — [Smyinr/, 

Arm, Sweet air!— Go, tenderness of years; take this key, 
give eniargemant to the swain, bring him festinately hither: 
I must employ Mm in a letter to my love. 
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Moth. Master, will you win your love with a French 
brawl ? 

A7m. How meanest thou 9 brawling in French ? 

Moth. No, my complete master ; but to jig off a tune at 
the tongue’s end, canary to it with your feet, humour it with 
turning up your eyes sigh a note and sing a note, — 
sometime through the throat, as if you swallowed love with 
singing love, — sometime through the nose, as if you snuffed 
up love by smelling love ; with your hat penthouse-like, o’er 
the shop of your eyes ; with your arms crossed on your thin- 
belly doublet, like a rabbit on a spit; or your hands in 
your pocket, like a man after the old painting; and keep not 
too long in one tune, but a snip and away. These are com- 
plements, these are humours ; these betray nice wenches, — 
that would be betrayed without these ; and make them men 
of note — do you note me — that most are affected to these* 

A7in. How hast thou purchased this experience 9 

Moth. By my penny^‘^^‘^ of observation. 

3T5n. But 0, — but 0, — 

Moth. The hobby-horse is forgot. 

Arm. Callest thou my love hobby-horse ? 

Moth. No, master; the hobby-horse is but a colt, and 
your love perhaps a hackney. But have you forgot your love? 

Arm. Almost I had. 

Moth. Negligent student ! learn her by heart. 

Arm. By heart and in heart, boy. 

Moth. And out of heart, master: all those three I will 
prove. 

Arm. What wilt thou prove 9 

Moth. A man, if I live and this, by, in, and without, 
upon the instant : by heart you love her, because your heart 
cannot coma by her; in heart you love her, because your 
heart is in love with her; and out of heart you love her, 
being out of heart that you cannot enjoy her. 

Arm. I am all these three* 

Moth. And three times as much more, — and yet nothing 
at all* 

Arm. Fetch hither the swain : he must carry me a letter. 

Moth. A message well sympathized; a hor^e to be am- 
bassador for an ass*^^^^ 
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Ann. Ha, ha ! what sayest thou ? 

Moth. Marry, sir, you must send the ass upon the horse, 
for he is very slow-gaited. But I go. 

Arrn. The way is but short : away ! 

Moth. As swift as lead, sir. 

Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious? 

Is not lead a metal heavy, duU, and slow ? 

Moth. Minimey honest master; or rather, master, no. 
Arm. I say lead is slow. 

Moth. You are too swift, sir, to say so : 

Is that lead slow which is fir’d from a gun ? 

Arm. Sweet smoke of rhetoric ! 

He reputes me a cannon ; and the bullet, that’s he : — 

I shoot thee at the swain. 

Moth. Thump, then, and I flee, [Exit. 

Arm. A most acute juvenal; voluble and free of grace ! — 
By thy favour, sweet welkin, I must sigh in thy face : — 
Most rude melancholy, valour gives thee place. — 

My herald is return’d. 

Mr-enier Morn Costabu* 

Moth . A wonder, master ! here’s a Costard broken in a shin. 
Arm. Some enigma, some riddle : come, — thjVenioy; — 
begin. 

CoBf. No egma, riddle, no V envoi / ; no salve in the 
sir : 0, sir, plantain, a phun plantain ! no Venmy^ no 
V envoy ; no salve, sir, but a plantain 1 

Arm. By virtue,' thou enforcest laughter; thy silly 
thought, my spleen : the hearing of my lungs provokes me 
to ridiculous smiling, — 0, pardon me, my stars ? Doth the 
inconsiderate take salve for Venunj, and the word I'emoy for 
a salve ? 

Moth. Du the wise think them other? is not V envoy a salve? 
Arm. No, page; it is an epilogue or discourse, to make 
plain 

Some obscure precedence that hath tofore been sain. 

I will example it : 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 

W^re still at odds, being but three. 

There’s the moral. Now the V envoy. 
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Moth. I will add the Vem oy. Say the moral again. 

Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 

Were still at odds, being but three. 

Moth. Until the goose came out of door, 

And stay’d the odds by adding four/^^^ 

Now will I begin your moral, and do you follow with my 
Venvo^. 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 

Were still at odds, being but three. 

Arm. Until the goose came out of door, 

Staying the odds by adding four. 

Moth. A good Venroyf ending in the goose : would you 
desire more ?' 

Cost. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a goose, that’s flat. — 
Sir, your pennyworth is good, an your goose be fat. — 

To sell a bargain well is as cunning as fast and loose : 

Let me see — a fat V envoy ; ay, that’s a fat goose. 

Arm. Come hither, come hither. How did this argument 
begin ? 

Moth. By saying that a Costard was broken in a shin. 
Then call’d you’for the Vencoy. 

Cost. True, and I for a plantain : thus came your argu- 
ment in ; 

Then the boy’s fat V envoy, the goose that you bought ; 

And he ended the market. 

Arm. But tell me; how was there a Costard broken in a 
shin? 

Moth. I will tell you sensibly. 

Cost. Thou hast no feeling of it, Moth : I will speak that 
Venvoy : 

1 Costard, running out, that was safely within, 

Fell over the threshold, and broke my shin. 

Amt. We will talk no more of this matter. 

Cost. Till there be more matter in the shin. 

Arm. Sirmh Costard, I will enfranchise thee. 

Cost. 0, marry me to one Frances I smell some 
Venvoy, some goose, in this. 

Arm. By my sweet soul, I mean setting thee at liberty, 
enfreedoming thy person : thou weri immured, •restrained, 
captiwated, bound. 
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Cost True, true ; and now you will be my purgation, 
and let me loose. 

Arm, I give tbee tby liberty, set thee free from durance 
and, in lieu thereof, impose on thee nothing but this : — ^bear 
this significant a letter'] to the country maid Jaquenetta : 

there is remuneration [^giving ^mneg] ; for the best ward of 
mine honour is rewarding my dependents. — ^Moth, idUow^Esoit, 
Moth, Like the sequel, I. — Signior Costard, adieu. 

Cost, My sweet ounce of man's flesh ! my incony Jew ! — 

[Exit Moth, 

Now will I look to his remuneration. Eemuneration ! 0, 
that’s the Latin word for three farthings : three farthings — 
remuneration. — Wliat’s the price of this inkle ?” — A 
penny.” — ‘‘ No, 111 give you a remuneration:” why, it carries 
it. — Eemuneration! — why, it is a fairer name than French 
crown, I will never buy and sell out of this word. 

Enter BmoN. 

Blron, 0, my good knave Costard ! exceedingly w®" met. 
Cost^ Pray you, sir, how much carnation riband may a 
man buy for a remuneration ? 

Blron, What is a remuneration ? 

Cost, Marry, sir, halfpenny farthing. 

Blron, 0, why, then, three-farthing-worih of silk. 

Cost, I thank your worship : God be wi’ you ! 

Blron, O, stay, slave; I must employ thee; 

As thou wilt van my favour, good my knave, 

Do one thing for me that I shall entreat. 

Cost When would you have it done, sir? 

Blron. 0, this afternoon. 

Cost, Weil, I will do it, sir : fare j^ou well. 

Bu'on, 0, thou knouest not what it is. 

Cost, I shall know, sir, when I have done it. 

Blron, “Why, vilkin, thou must know first. 

Cost, I will come to your worship to-morrow morning. 
Btron, It must be done this afternoon. Hark, skve^ it 
is but this : — 

The princess comes to hunt hare in the park, 

And in her* train there is a gentle lady; 

When tongues speak sweetly, then they name her name, 
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And Eosaline they call her : ask for her ; 

And to her white hand see thou do commend 
This seal’d-up counsel. There’s thy guerdon ; go. 

[Giitng money. 

Cost. Gardon, — 0 sweet garden ! better than remunera- 
tion ! eleven-pence farthing better : most sweet gardon ! — I 
will d(^it, sir, in print. — Gardon — remuneration. [Exit. 

Biron. 0, — and I, forsooth, in love! I, that have been 
love’s whip ; 

A very beadle to a humorous sigh ; 

A critic, nay, a night-watch constable ; 

A domineering pedant o’er the boy, 

Than whom no mortal so magnificent ! 

This wimpled, whining, purblind, wayward boy ; 

This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid; 

Eegent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms, 

Th’ anointed sovereign of sighs and groans, 

Liege of all loiterers and malcontents, 

Dread j^nce of plackets, king of codpieces, 

Sole imperator and great general 
Of trotting paritors : — 0 my little heart ! — 

And I to be a corporal of his field, 

And wear his colours like a tumbler’s hoop ! 

What, what ! I love ! I sue ! I seek a wife 
A woman, that is like a German clock, 

Still a-repairing ; ever out of frame ; 

And never going right, being a watch, 

But being watch’d that it may still go right ! 

Nay, to be peijur’d, which is worst of all ; 

And, among three, to love the worst of all ; 

A whitely wanton with a velvet brow/®^’ 

With two pitch-balls stuck in her face for eyes ; 

Ay, and, by heaven, one tliat will do the deed, 

Though Argus rrere her eunuch and her guard : 

And I to sigh for her ! to watch for her ! 

To pray for her ! <4o to ; it is a plague 
That Cupid will impose for my neglect 
Of his almighty dreadful little might* 

WeU/J will love, write, sigh, pray, sue, and groan 
Some men must love my lady, and tsome Joan. 
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ACT IV. 

Scene I. A pai't of the park. 

Enter the Princess, Bosaline, IJ^Iaeia, Katharine, Boyet, 
Lords, Attendants, and a Forester. ^ 

Prin. Was that the king, that spurred his horse so hard 
Against the steep uprising of the hill *? 

Bojiet. I know not ; but I think it was not he. 

Pnn, Whoe’er he was, he showed a mounting mind.^'^'^’ 
Well, lords, to-day we shall have our dispatch : 

On Saturday will return to France. — 

Then, forester, my friend, v;here is the hush 
That we must stand and ploy the murderer in ? 

For. Hereby, upon the edge of yonder coppice 
A stand where you may make the fairest shoot. 

Prm, I thank my beauty, I am fair that shoot, 

And thereupon thou speak’st the fairest shoot. 

For. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not so. 

Prin. What, what? first praise me, and again say no? 

0 short-liv’d pride ! Not fair ? alack for woe ! 

For. Yes, madam, fair. 

Pruf. Nay, never paint me now : 

Where fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow. 

Here, good my glass, take this for telling true : 

[Ghing him money. 

J'air payment for foul words is more than due. 

Far. Nothing hut fair is that which you inherit. 

Prh. See, see, my beauty tv ill be saT-’d by merit ! 

0 heresy in fair,’ fit for these clays ! 

A giving hand, ihougli foul, shall iiavo fair praise. — 

But come, the bow:— now mercy goes to kill, 

And shooting meU is then accounted ill. 

Thus will I save my credit in the shoot ; 

Not wounding, pity v%'ould not let me dojjt ; 

If wounding, then it was to show my skill, 

That more for praise than purpose meant to kill. 

And, out of question, so it is sometimes, — 

Glory grows guilty of detested crimes, 



SCENE I.] 


LOVE’S LABOUB’S LOST. 


189 


When, for fame’s sake, for praise, an outward pari, 

We bend to that the working of the heart ; 

As I for praise alone now seek to spill 

The poor deer’s blood, that my heart means no ill. 

Boyet, Do not curst wives hold that self-sovereignty 
Only for praise’ sake, when they strive to be 
Lords %’er their lords ? 

Piiiu Only for praise : and xiraise we may afford 
To any lady that subdues a lord. 

Boyet, Here comes a member of the commonwealth. 

Enter CosTiRD. 

Cost. God dig-you-den all ! Pray you, which is the head 
lady? 

Prin. Thou shalt know her, fellow, by the rest that have 
no heads. 

CoBt, Which is the greatest lady, the highest ? 

Prin. Tl|e thickest and the tallest. 

■"©ft&t^The thickest and the tallest! it is so; truth is truth* 
An your waist, mistress, were as slender as my wit, 

One o’ these maids’ girdles for your waist should be fit. 

Are not you the chief woman ? you are the thickest here. 

Prin. What’s your will, sir ? what’s your will ? 

Gout. I have a letter from Monsieur Biron to one Lady 
Eosaline. 

Prin. 0, thy letter, thy letter ! he’s a good friend of mine : 
Stand aside, good bearer. — Boyet, you can carve ; 

Break up this capon. 

Boyet. I am bound to seiwe. — 

This letter is mistook, it importeth none here ; 

It is writ to Jaquenetta. 

Prin. We will read it, I swear. 

Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear. 

Boyet. By heaven, that thou art fair, is most infal- 

lible ; true, that thou art bciauteous ; truth itself, that thou art 
lovely. More fairer than fair, beautiful than l>eauteous, truer 
than truth itself, have commiseration on thy heroical vassal ! 
The magnanimous and most illustrate king Cophetuu set eye 
upon the pernicious and indubitate beggar Penelophon and 
he it w?as that might rightly say, TV/#/, rid ; which to ana- 
tornize^^^ in the vulgar, — 0 base and obscure vulgar ! — aiddM^ 
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He came, saw, and overcame: lie came, one; saw, two; over- 
came, three. Who came'2 the king: why did he come “2 to see: 
why did he see ^ to overcome : to whom came he *2 to the beggar : 
what saw he 1 the beggar : who overcame he 1 the beggar. The 
conclusion is victory: on whose side? the king’s. The captive 
is enriched : on whose side ^ the beggar’s. The catastrophe is 
a nuptial : on whose side ? the king’s, — no, on both intone, or 
one in both, I am the king ; for so stands the comparison : thou 
the beggar ; for so witnesseth thy lowliness. Shall I commmd 
thy love ? I may : shall I enforce thy love ? I could : shall I 
entreat thy love? I will. What shalt thou exchange for rags^ 
robes; for tittles? titles; for thyself? me. Thus, expecting thy 
reply, I profane ray lips on thy foot, ray eyes on thy picture, and 
my iieart on thy every part. — Thme, m the dearest design of 
industry, Box Adriaxo be Armado. 

Thus dost thou hear the Z^Temeaii lion roar 

^Gainst thee, thou iamb, that standest as his prey. 

Submissive fall his princely feet before, 

And he from forage will incline to play : 

But if thou strive, poor soul, what art thou then P 

Food for his rage, repasture for his den.” 

Prin. Wliat plume of feathers is he that indited this letter? 
"What vane ? what weathercock ? did you ever hear better ? 

Boyet^ I am much deceiv’d but I remember the style. 

Pnn, Else your mcmoiy is bad, going o’er it erewhile. 

BiHfi'i* This Armado is a Spaniard, that keeps here in 
court ; 

A phantasm, a Monarcho, and one that makes sport 
To the prince and his book-mates. 

Pnn, Thou fellow, a word : 

Who gave thee this letter ? 

CoHt. ■ I told you ; my lord. 

Pf*hi^ To whom shouldst thou give it ? 

Cost, From my lord to my lady. 

Prbu From which lord to which lady ? 

Cost . From my Lord Biron, a good master of mine, 

To a lady of France that he call’d Eosaline. 

Prw . Thou hast mistaken his letter. — Come, lords, away. — 
Here, swb§% put up this : ’twill be thine another day. . 

[E^rennt Princess and Train, 
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Boyet, Who is the snitor ? who is the suitor 

Bos. Shall I teach you to know ? 

Boyet. Aj, my continent of beauty. 

Eos. Why, she that bears the bow. 

Finely put off 

Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns ; but, if thou marry, 
Hang 'ne by the neck, if horns that year miscarry. 

Finely put on ! 

Eos. Well, then, I am the shooter. 

Boyet. And who is your deer ? 

Eos. If we choose by the horns, yourself : come not near. 
Finely put on, indeed ! 

Mar. You still wrangle with her, Boyet, and she strikes 
at the brow. 

Boyet. But she herself is hit lower ; have I hit her now ? 
Eos. Shall I come upon thee with an old saying, that was 
a man when King Pepin of France was a little boy, as touch- 
ing the hit it ? 

So I may answer thee with one as old, that was a 
woman when Queen Guinever of Britain was a little wench, 
as touching the hit it. 

Eos. 

Thou canst not hit it, hit it, hit it,"'* 

Thou canst not hit it, my good man.^’ 

Boyet. 

An I cannot, cannot, cannot, 

An I cannot, another can.” 

[Exeunt Eos. and Kath. 

Cost. By my troth, most pleasant : how both did fit it ! 
Mar. A mark marvellous well shot, for they both did hit 

Boyet. A mark ! 0, mark but that mark f A mark, says 
my lady ! 

Lei the mark have a prick in% to mete at, if it may be. 

Mar. Wide o’ the bow-hand ! f faith, your hand is out. 
Cost. Indeed, ’a must shoot nearer, or hell ne’er hit the 
clout. 

Boyet. An if my hand he out, then belike your hand is in. 

* ** ^Ji0u eans^ not hit it^ Mt it, hit fi,’’ &e.] This? soug, tb the tune of 

which there was a dance, aji^x^ears to have been popular. 
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Cost. Then will she get the upshot by cleaving the pin/®^^ 
Mar. Come, come, you talk greasily ; your lips grow foul. 
Cost. She’s too hard for you at pricks, sir : challenge her 
to bowl. 

Boyet. I fear too much rubbing. Good night, my good 
owl. [Exeunt Boyet and Mana. 

Cost. By my soul, a swain ! a most simple clown 
Lord, Lord, how the ladies and I have put him down ! 

O’ my troth, most sweet jests ! most incony vulgar wit ! 
When it comes so smoothly off, so obscenely, as it were, so fit. 
Armador^^’^^ o’ the one side — 0, a most dainty man ! 

To see him walk before a lady and to bear her fan ! 

To see him kiss his hand! and how most sweetly ’a will 
swear ! — 

And his page o’ t’ other side, that handful of wit ! 

Ah, heavens, it is a most pathetical nit ! 

Sola> sola ! [Shouting tvithin. 

[Exit Costard^ running. 


Scene IL Another part of the park. 

Enter Hot^oFESNES, Sir ISTathamee, and Dull. 

Nath. Very reverend sport, truly; and done in the testi- 
mony of a good conscience. 

Mol. The deer was, as you know, in sanguis , — blood 
ripe as a pomewater, who now haiigeth like a jewel in the 
ear of — the sky, the welkin, the heaven; and anon 

falleth like a crab on the face of term , — the soil, the land, the 
earth. 

Naih. Truly, IMaster Holofernes, the epithets are sweetly 
varied, like a scholar at the least : but, sir, I assure ye, it was 
a buck of the first head. 

Hah Sir Nathaniel, hand credo. 

DM. "Twas not a hand credo; ’twas a pricket. 

Hoi. Most barbarous intimation ! yet a kind of insinua* 
tion, as it ware, in via, in way, of explication; facers, as it 
•^vere^ replication, or, rather, ostentare, to show, as it were, his 
inelmation,~after his undressed, unpolished, uneducated, un- 
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pruned, untrained, or, rather, unlettered, or, ratherest, uncon- 
firmed fashion, — to insert again my hand credo for a deer. 

Dull, I said the deer was not a hand credo; ’twas a 
pricket. 

TIoL Twice-sod simplicity, hh codus ' 

0 thou monster Ignorance, how deformed dost thou look ! 
jSItih, Sir, he hath never fed of the dainties that are bred 
in a book ; 

ho hath not eat paper, as it were ; he hath not drunk ink : 
his intellect is not replenished ; he is only an animal, only 
sensible in the duller parts ; 

And such barren plants are set before us, that we thankful 
should he — 

Which we of taste^*^^^^ and feeling are — for those parts that do 
fimctify in us more than he. 

For as it would ill become me to be vain, indiscreet, or a fool, 
So, were there a patch set on learning, to him in a 
school : 

But, onme hcne, say I ; being of an old father’s mind, — 
‘^Many can brook the weather that love not the wind.” 

Dull, You two arc book-men : can you tell by your wit 
What w’as a month old at Cain’s birth, that’s not five weeks 
old as yet 9 

Idol, Dietynna, goodman Dull ; Dictynna,^*'®^ goodman 
Dull, 

Dull. lYhat is Dictjmna 7 

Nath, A title to Pheobe, to Luna, to the moon. 

HoL The moon was a month old w^hen Adam was no more, 
And raught not to five w^eeks ’when he came to five-score. 

The allusion holds in the exchange. 

Dull, ’Tis true indeed; the collusion holds in the ex- 
change. 

Hfd, God comfort thy capacity ! I say, the allusion holds 
in the exchange. 

Dull, And I say, tlie pollasion holds in the exchange ; for 
the moon is never but a month old i and I say beside, that 
’twas a pricket that the princess killed, 

HoL Sir Mathariiel, will you hear an extemporal epitaph 
on the* death of the deer? and, to humour the ignorant, I have 
callecb’*'^ the deer the princess killed a pricket, 

Yom'n. 
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Nath, Perge, good Master Holofernes, ; so it shall 
please you to abrogate scurrility. 

Hoi. I will something affect the letter, for it argues fa- 
cility. 

The pr6yful<7®> princess pierc’d and prick’d a pretty pleasing 
pricket ; * ^ 

Some say a sore ] but not a sore, till now made sole with 
shooting. ^ 

The dogs did yell : put I to sore, then sorel jumps from thicket j 

Or pricket, sore, or else sorel j the people fall a-hooting. 

If sore be sore, then I to sore makes hfby sores : 0 sore I ! 

Of one sore I an hundred make by adding but one more L 

Nath. A rare talent ! 

Dull, [aside] If a talent be a claw, look how he claws him 
with a talent. » 

This is a gift that I have, simple, simple ; a foolish 
extravagant spirit, full of forms, figures, shapes, objects, ideas, 
apprehensions, motions, revolutions : these are begot injii^e 
ventricle of memory, nourished in the womb ot^ia 7fratei% and 
delivered upon the mellowing of occasion. But the gift is 
good in those in whom it is acute, and I am thankful for it. 

Nath. Sir, I praise the Lord for you ; and so may my 
parishioners; for their sons are well tutored by you, and 
their daughters profit very greatly under you: you are a 
good member of the commonwealth. 

Hoi. Mehercle^ if their sons be ingenious, they shall want 
no instruction ; if their daughters be capable, I will put it 
to them : but, vir sapit quipaum loquitur. A soul feminine 
saluteth us. 


Enter Jaquenetta and Costabd. 

Jaq. God give you good morrow, master person. 

Hoi. Master person , — quasi pers-on. And if one should 
be pierced, which is the one 7 

Cost. Marry, master schoolmaster, he that is Ixkest to a 
hogshead. 

Hoi. Of piercing a hogshead a good lustre of conceit 
in a turf of earth ; fire enough for a flint, pearl enough for a 
swine : ’tis pretty ; it is well. 

Jaq. Good master person, be so good as read me this 
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letter : it was given me by Costard, and sent me from Don 
Armado I beseech you, read it. 

Hoi. FaustBy^ precoVi gelidd quando peciis omne stih umbra 
Bwmmat, — and so forth. Ah, good old Mantuan! I may speak 
of thee as the traveller doth of Venice ; 

Venegia,\ Venegia, 

Chi non te vede, e% non te pregia, 

OJd Mantuan, old Mantuan! who understandeth thee not, 
loves thee not. — Ut, re, sol, la, mi, fa. — Under pardon, sir, 
what are the contents ? or rather, as Horace says in his — 
What, my soul, verses ? 

Nath. Ay, sir, and very learned. 

Hoi, Let me hear a staff, a stanza, a verse ; lege, do mine. 
Nath. \7'eads^ 

“ If love make me forsworn, how shall I swear to love 
Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty vow’d ’ 

Though to myself forsworn, to thee ITl faithful prove ; 

Those thoughts to mo were oaks, to thee like osiers bow’d. 
Study hia'^bias leaves, and makes his book thine eyes, 

Where all those pleasures live that art would comprehend : 

If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall suffice ; 

Well learned is that tongue that well can thee commend ; 

All ignorant that soul that sees thee without wonder; — 

Which is to me some praise that I thy parts admire : 

Thy eye Jove’s lightnmg bears, thy voice his dreadful thunder, 
Which, not to anger bent, is music and sweet fire. 

Celestial as thou art, 0, pardon love this wrong, 

That sings the heavens’ praise with such an earthly tongue. 

Hoi. You find not the apostrophes, and so miss the accent : 
let me supervise the canzonet. Here are only^^^^ numbers 
ratified;, but, for the elegancy, faciliiy, and golden cadence 
of poesy, mreU Ovidius Naso was the man : and why, in- 

Famte, The commencement of the Firs£ Fclopm of Mantnanas 
(i, e. Baptista Spagnolo), — ^in which the interlocutors are Faustus and For- 

tunatus ; ' . ’ 

FuusU, precor, gdidd fuaTido pecus owie sub wmhrd < 

Mumnat, antiques pamum reoitemus amores,” 
t Vemgi<ii ** Our author, I believe, found this Italian proverb in 
Floiio’s Second Frutes, 4to, 1591, where it stands "thus ; 

♦ VeneUa, cM nonM vede, nm ti pretm 
Ma, cU ti vede^ ben “ ‘ hUnoNE.' 



106 


LOVE’S LABOUB’S LOST. 


[act IV. 


deed, Naso, but for smelling out the odoriferous flowers of 
fancy, tbe jerks of invention ? is nothing : so doth 

the hound his master, the ape his keeper, the tired horse his 
rider. — ^But, damosella virgin, was this directed to you ? 

Jaq, Ay, sir, from one Monsieur Biron, one of the strange 
queen’s lords.^^®^ 

HoL I will overglance the superscript; the '^snow- 
white hand of the most beauteous Lady Eosahne.” I will look 
again on the intellect of the letter, for the nomination of tSe 
party writing^^^^ to the person written unto ; “ Your ladyship’s 
ill all desired employment, Bikon ” — Sir Nathaniel, this Biron is 
one of the votaries with the king ; and here he hath framed a 
letter to a sequent of the stranger queen’s, which accidentally, 
or by the way of progression, hath miscarried. — Trip and go, 
my sweet ; deliver this paper into the royal hand of the king: 
it may concern much. Stay not thy compliment ; I forgive 
thy duty : adieu. 

Jaq, Good Costard, go with me. — Sir, God save your life I 

Cost. Have with thee, my girl. lExeunt Cost.^nd%bq. 

Nath. Sir, you have done this in the fear of God, yery 
religiously ; and, as a certain father saith — 

Hoi. Sir, tell not me of the father ; I do fear colourable 
colours. But to return to the verses : did they please you, 
Sir Nathaniel ? 

Nath. Marvellous well for the pen. 

JEot. I do dine to-day at the father’s of a certain pupil of 
mine ; where, if, before repast, it shall please you to gratify 
the table with a grace, I will, on my privilege I have with 
the parents of the foresaid child or pupil, undertake your 
ben venuto; where I will prove those verses to be very un- 
learned, neither savouring of poetry, wit, nor invention : I 
beseech your society. 

Nath. And thank you too ; for society, saith the text, is 
the happiness of life. 

Hoi. And, certes, the text most infallibly concludes it. — 
Sir [lo I do invite you too ; you shall not say me nay: 
pauoa verba. Away S the gentles are at their game, and we 
will to our recreation- , , [Exeunt^ 
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Scene III. Another part of the park. 

Miter Biron, tcith a paper. 

Biron, The king he is hunting the deer ; I am coursing 
myseii ; they have pitched a toil ; I am toiling in a pitch, — 
pitch that defiles : defile ! a foul word. Well, Sit thee down, 
sorrow for so they say the fool said, and so say I, and I 
the fool : well proved, wit ! By the Lord, this love is as mad 
as Ajax ; it kills sheep ; it kills me, I a sheep : well proved 
again o’ my side ! I will not love : if I do, hang me ; i’ faith, 
I will not. 0, hut her eye, — by this light, but for her eye, 
I would not love her ; yes, for her two eyes. WeU, I do 
nothing in the world but lie, and lie in my throat. By 
heaven, I do love : and it hath taught me to rhyme, and to 
be melancholy ; and here is part of my rhyme, and here my 
melancholy. Well, she hath one o’ my sonnets already : the 
clown boce it, the fool sent it, and the lady hath it : sweet 
clown, sweeter fool, sweetest lady ! By the world, I would 
not care a pin, if the other three were in. — Here comes one 
with a paper ; God give him grace to groan ! 

[Gets up into a tree, 

* Enter the King, with a paper. 

King, Ay me ! 

Biron, [asidel Shot, by heaven ! — ^Proceed, sweet Cupid : 
thou hast thumped him with thy bird-bolt under the left pap. 
— ^In faith, secrets ! 

King, 

So sweet a Mss the golden sun gives not 

To those fresh morning drops upon the rose, 

As thy eye-beams, when their fresh rays have smot 
The night of dew<^^> that on my cheeks doum flows : 

Kor shines the silver moon one half so bright 
Through the transparent bosom of the deep, 

As doth thy face through tears of mine give light ; 

,, Thou shin’st in every tear tlmt 1 do weep : 

^0 drop but as a coach doth carry thee ; 

; So rideet thou trifimphing in my woe. 
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Do but behold the tears that swell in me, 

And they thy glory through my grief will show : 

But do not love thyself j then thou wilt keep 
My tears for glasses, and still make me weep. 

0 queen of queens » how far thou dost excel, ^^2) 

ISTo thought can thmk, nor tongue of mortal tell.” — 

How shall she know my griefs ? Ill drop the paper : — 
Sweet leaves, shade folly. — ^Who is he comes here ? 

l^Steps aside » 

What, Longaville ! and reading ! listen, ear. 

Biron. [aside'] Now, in thy likeness, one more fool appear! 

Enter Longaville, with a paper. 

Long. Ay me, I am forsworn ! 

Biron. [aside] Why, he comes in like a perjure,^®®' wear- 
ing papers. 

King.^^^ [aside] In love, I hope : sweet fellowship in shame ! 
Biron. [aside] One drunkard loves another of the na^je.. 
Long. Am I the first that have been perjur’d so? 

Biron. [aside] I could put thee in comfort, — not by two 
that I know : 

Thou mak’st the triumviry, the corner-cap of society. 

The shape of Love’s Tyburn that hangs up simplicity. 

Long. I fear these stubborn lines lack power to move : — 
0 sweet Maria, empress of my love ! — 

These numbers will I tear, and write in prose. 

Biron. [aside] 0, rhymes are guards on wanton Cupid’s 
hose : 

Disfigure not his slop/®®^ 

Long. This same shall go. — [Reads. 

“ Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye, 

’G§inst whom the world can not hold argument, 
Persuade my heart to this false perjury ? 

Vows for thee broke deserve not punishment. 

A woman I forswore ; but I will prove, 

Thou being a goddess, I forswore not |;hee ; 

My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love ; 

Thy grace being gain’d cures all ^sgrace in me. 

Yows»are but breath, and breath a vapour is : 

Then thou, fair sun, which on my earth dost shine, 
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Exhal’st this vapour-vow; in thee it is ; 

If broken then, it is no fault of mine ; 

If by me broke, what fool is not so wise 
To lose an oath to win a paradise 

Biron, [aside] This is the liver-vein, which makes flesh 
a deity, 

A green goose a goddess : pure, pure idolatry. 

Gitf)d amend us, God amend ! we are much out o’ the way. 
Long. By whom shall I send this ? — Company ! stay. 

[Stejgs aside^ 

Biron. [aside] All hid, all hid, an old infant play. 

Like a demigod here sit I in the sky, 

And wretched fools’ secrets^®^^ heedfully o’er-eye. 

More sacks to the mill ! 0 heavens, I have my wish ! 

Enter Domain, with a paper. 

Dumain transform’d ! four woodcocks in a dish ! 

^DuTiim 0 most divine Kate ! 

Biron. [aside] 0 most profane coxcomb ! 

Bum. By heaven, the wonder of a mortal eye ! 

Biron. [aside] By earth, she is but corporal there 
you lie. 

Bum. Her amber hairs for foul have amber q[uoted. 
Biron. [usieic] An amber-colour’d raven was well noted. 
Bum. As upright as the cedar. 

Biron. [aside] Stoops, I say ; 

Her shoulder is with child. 

Bu7n. As fair as day. 

Biron. [aside] Ay, as some days ; but then no sun must 
shine. 

Bum. 0, that I had my wish ! 

Long, [aside]^ And I had mine ! 

King, And mine too, good Lord ! 

, Biron. [asids] Amen, so I had mine : is not that a good 
word ? 

Bwm. I would forget her ; but a fever she 
Beigns in my blood, and will remember’d be. 

’ Biron. [aside] A fever in your blood ! why, then incision 
rW“<)tild let her out in saucers : sweet misprision ! 
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Dim. Once more I’ll read the ode that I have writ. 
Biron. \aside\ Once more I’ll mark how love can vary wit. 
Dum. {reads] 

On a day — alack the day < — 

Love, whose month is ever May, 

Spied a blossom passing fair 
Playing in the wanton air : 

Through the velvet leaves the wind, 

All unseen, can passage find,^®^^ 

That the lover, sick to death, 

Wish’d himself the heaven^s breath. 

Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow ; 

Air, would I might triumph so ! 

But, alack, my hand is sworn 
ITe’er to pluck thee from thy thorn ; — 

Yow, alack, for youth unmeet, 

Youth so apt to pluck a sweet 1 
Bo not call it sin in me, 

That I am forsworn for thee ; 

Thou for whom Jove^®^^ would swear 
Juno but an Ethiop were ; 

And deny himself for Jove, 

Turning mortal for thy love.” 

This will I send, and something else more plain, 

That shall express my true love’s lasting pain.^^*^ 

0, would the king, Biron, and Longaville, 

Were lovers too ! Ill, to example ill, 

Would from my forehead wipe a pequr’d note ; 

For none offend where all alike do dote. 

Long, {advancing] Bumain, thy love is far from charity, 
That in love's grief desir’st society : 

Yon may look pale, but I should blush, I know. 

To be o’erheard and taken napping so- 

King. [advancing] Come, sir, your blush as his your 
case is such ; 

You chide at him, offending twice as much : 

You do not love Maria ; Longaville 
Bid never sonnet for her sake compile. 

Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart 
His loving bosom, to keep down his heart ! 
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I have been closely shrouded in this bush, 

And mark’d you both, and for you both did blush : 

I heard your guilty rhymes, observ’d your fashion, 

Saw sighs reek from you, noted well your passion : 

Ay me ! says one ; 0 Jove ! the other cries ; 

One’s hairs were gold, crystal the other’s eyes 

You would for paradise break faith and troth ; [To Long, 

And Jove^ for your love, would infringe an oath. [To Bum, 

"^hat will Bir6n say when that he shall hear 

Of faith infringed, which such zeal did swear 

How will he scorn ! how will he spend his wit ! 

How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it ! 

For all the wealth that ever I did see, 

I would not have him know so much by me. 

Biron, Now step I forth to whip hypocrisy. 

[Descends from the tree* 
Ah, good my liege, I pray thee, pardon me ! 

Good heart, what grace hast thou, thus to reprove 
These werms for loving, that art most in love ? 

Your eyes do make no coaches in your tears 
There is no certain princess that appears ; 

You’ll not be pequr’d, ’tis a hateful thing ; 

Tush, none but minstrels like of sonneting ! 

But are you not asham’d ? nay, are you not, 

All three of you, to be thus much o’ershot ? 

You found his mote ,* the king your mote did see ; 

But I a beam do find in each of three. 

0, what a scene of foolery have I seen, 

Of sighs, of groans, of sprrow, and of teen ! 

0 me, with what strict patience have I sat, 

To see a king transformed to a gnat 
To see great Hercules whipping a gig, 

And profound Solomon tuning a jig. 

And Nestor play at push-pin with the boys, 

And critic Timon laugh at idle toys ! 

Where lies thy grief, 0, teh me, good Dumain ? 

And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain ? 

And where my liege’s 7 all about the breast : — 

A caudle, ho ! 

King, Too bitter is thy jest. 
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Are we betray’d thus to tby over- view ? 

Biron. Not you to me, but I betray’d by you 
I, that am honest ; I, that hold it sin 
To break the vow I am engaged in ; 

I am betray’d, by keeping company 
With men like you, men of inconstancy. 

When shall you see me write a thing in rhyme ? 

Or groan for love or spend a minute’s time 
In pruning me ? When shall you hear that I 
Will praise a hand, a foot, a face, an eye, 

A gait, a state, a brow, a breast, a waist, 

A leg, a limb ? — 

King. Soft ! whither away so fast ? 

A true man or a thief that gallops so ? 

Biron. I post from love : good lover, let me go. 

Enter Jaqueitetta and Costaed. 

Jaq. God bless the king ! 

King. What presfent hast thou there 

Cost. Some certain treason. 

King. What makes treason here ? 

Cost. Nay, it makes nothing, sir. 

King. If it mar nothing neither, 

The treason and you go in peace away together. 

Jaq. I beseech your grace, let this letter be read : 

Our person^®®^ misdoubts it ; it was treason, he said. 

King. Biron, read it over, \j3tiving him the letter.'} Where 
hadst thou it ? 

Jc^q. Of Costard. 

King. Where hadst thou it ? 

Cost. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio. 

{Biron tears the letter. 
King. How now ! what is in you ? why dost thou tear it ? 
Biron. A toy, my liege, a toy: your grace needs not fear it. 
Long^ It did move him to passion, and therefore let’s 
hear it. 

Bum. It is Biron’s wiiting, and here is his name. 

[Picking ujp the pieces. 
Biron. {fo Costard^ Ah, you whoreson loggerhead 4 you 
were born to do me shame. — 



SCENE III.] 


LOVE’S LABOUE’S LOST. 


203 


Guilty, my lord, guilty ! I confess, I confess. 

King. What ? 

Biron. That you three fools lack’d fool to make up 
the mess : 

He, he, and you, — and^^°®^ you, my liege, — and I, 

Are pick-purses in love, and we deserve to die. 

0, dismiss this audience, and I shall tell you more. 

Dum. Now the number is even. 

Biron. True, true ; we are four. — 

Will these turtles be gone ? 

King. Hence, sirs ; away ! 

CoBt. Walk aside the true folk, and let the traitors stay, 
[Exexmt CoBtmd and Jaquenetta. 
Biron. Sweet lords, sweet lovers, 0, let us embrace ! 

As true we are as flesh and blood can be : 

The sea will ebb and flow, heaven show his face ; 

Young blood doth but^^®®^ obey an old decree : 

■JVe cannot cross the cause why we were born ; 

Therefons of all hands Must we be forsworn. 

King. What, did these rent lines show some love of thine ? 
Biron. Did they, quoth you?^®^^ Who sees the heavenly 
Rosaline, 

That, like a rude and savage man of Inde, 

At the first opening of the gorgeous east, 

Bows not his vassal head, and, strucken blind. 

Kisses the base ground with obedient breast ? 

What peremptory eagle-sighted eye 

Dares look -upon the heaven of her brow, 

That is not blinded by her majesty ? 

; King. What zieal, what fury hath inspir’d thee now ? 

My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon ; 

She an attending star, scarce seen a light. 

Biron, My eyes are, then, no eyes,, nor I Biron : 

0, but for my love, day would tup to night ! 

Of all complexions the cull’d sovereignty 
t Do meet, as at a fbir, in her fair cheek ; 

Where several worthies make one dignity. 

Where nothing wants that want itself doth seek. 

LenS me the flourish of all gentle tongues, — 

Fie, painted rhetoric ! 0, she needs it not : 
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To things of sale a seller’s praise belongs, — 

She passes praise ; then praise too short doth blot. 

A wither’d hermit, five-score winters worn, 

Might shake off fifty, looking in her eye : 

Beauty doth varnish age, as if new-born. 

And gives the crutch the cradle’s infancy : 

0, ’tis the sun that maketh all things shin^. 

King. By heaven, thy love is black as ebony. 

Biron. Is ebony like her ? 0 wood^^^®^ divine ! 

A wife of such wood were felicity. 

0, who can give an oath ? where is a book ? 

That I may swear beauty doth beauty lack, 

If that she learn not of her eye to look : 

No face is fair that is not full so black. 

King. 0 paradox ! Black is the badge of hell, 

The hue of dungeons, and the scowl of night 
And beauty’s crest becomes the heavens weU. 

Biron. Devils soonest tempt, resembling spirits of light,^ 
0, if in black my lady’s brow^^^^^ be deckt, 

It mourns that painting and^^^ usurping hair 
Should ravish deters with a false aspect ; 

And therefore is she born to make black fair. 

Her favour turns the fashion of the days, 

Bor native blood is counted painting now ; 

And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise, 

Paints itself black, to imitate her brow. 

Bvm. To look like her are chimney-sweepers black. 

Long. And since her time are colliers counted bright. 
King. And Ethiops of their sweet complexion crack. 

Dmi. Dark needs no candles now, for dark is light. 
Biron. Your mistresses dare never come in rain, 

Eor fear their colours should be wash’d away. 

King. ’Twere good, yours did; for, sir, to tell you plain, , 
I’ll find a fairer face not wash’d to-day. 

Biron* I’ll prove her fair, or talk till doomsday hetp. 

King* No devil will fright thee then so much as she. 
Dttm. I never knew man hold vile stuff so dear. 

Long. Look, here’s thy love ; my foot and her face see. 

[SJiotmig his "shoe. 

Biron* 0, if the streets were paved with thine eyes, 
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Her feet were much too dainty for such tread ! 

Dum. 0 vile ! then, as she goes, what upward lies 
The street should see as she walk’d overhead. 

But what of this ? are we not all in love ? 

BiroUn Nothing so sure and thereby all forsworn. 
King. Then leave this chat ; and, good Biron, now prove 
(Jhr loving lawful, and our faith not torn. 

Dum. Ay, marry, thei*e ; some flattery for this evil. 

Long. 0, some authority how to proceed ; 

Some tricks, some quillets, how to cheat the devil. 

Dum. Some salve for perjury. 

Biron. 0, 'tis more than need.- 

Have at you, then, affection’s men-at-arms. 

Consider what you first did swear unto, — 

To fast, to study, and to see no woman ; — 

Flat treason ’gainst the kingly state of youth. 

Say, can youiast? your stomachs are too young; 

And abstinence engenders maladies. 

And where that you have vow’d to study, lords, 

In that each of you have forsworn his book, — 

Can you still dream, and pore, and thereon look ? 

Why, universal plodding prisons up 
The nimble spirits in the arteries, 

As motion and long-during action tire 
The sinewy vigour of the traveller. 

STow, for not looking on a woman’s face, 

You have in that forsworn the use of eyes. 

And study too, the causer of your vow ; 

For when would you, my liege, or you, or you, 

In leaden contemplation, have found out 
Such fiery numbers as the prompting eyes 
Of beauty’s^^^® tutors have enrich’d you with ? 

Other slow arts entirely keep the brain ; 

And therefore, finding barren pradtisers, 

Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil : 

But love, first learned in a lady’s eyes. 

Lives not alone immiirSd in the brain ; 

'But, with the motion of all elements, 

Courts as swiff* as thought in eyery power, 

AJid ^ves to every powef a double power, 
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Above their functions and their oflSces. 

It adds a precious seeing to the eye, — 

A lover’s eyes vpill gaze an eagle blind ; 

A lover’s ear will hear the lowest sound, 

When the suspicious head of theft is stopp’d : 

Love’s feeling is more soft and sensible 
Than are the tender horns of cockled snails : 

Love’s tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in taste : 

For valour, is not Love a Hercules, 

Still climbing trees in the Hesperides ? 

Subtle as sphinx ; as sweet and musical 
As bright Apollo’s lute, strung with his hair ; 

And when Love speaks, the voice of all the gods 
Make^^^^^ heaven drowsy with the harmony. 

Never durst poet touch a pen to write 
Until his ink were temper’d with Love’s sighs : 

0, then his lines would ravish savage ears, 

And plant in tyrants mild humanity.^^^^^ 

From women’s eyes this doctrine I derive : 

They sparkle still the right Fromethean fire ; 

They are the books, the arts, the academes, 

That show, contain, and nourish all the world, 

Else none at all in aught proves excellent. 

Then fools you were these women to forswear ; 

Or keeping what is sworn, you vrill prove fools. 

For wisdom’s sake, a word that all men love ; 

Or for love’s sake, a word that loves^^^^^ all men ; 

Or for men’s sake, the authors^^^®^ of these women ; 

Or women’s sake, by whom we men are men ; 

Let us once lose our oaths to find ourselves, 

Or else we lose ourselves to keep our oaths. 

It is I’eligion to be thus forsworn ; 

For charity itself fulfils the law, — 

And who can sever love from charity ? 

Mnff. Saint Cupid, then ! and, soldiers, to the field ! 
JBiron. Advance your standards, and upon them, lords ; 
Pell-mell, down with them ! but be first advis’d, 
in conflict that you get the sun of them. 

Lo7iff. Now to plain-dealing ; lay these glozes by ; 

Shall we resolve to woo these girls of France ? 
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King, And win them too : therefore let us devise 
Some entei'tainment for them in their tents. 

Biron, First, from the park let us conduct them thither ; 
Then homeward every man attach the hand 
Of his fair mistress : in the afternoon 
We will with some strange pastime solace them, 

Such"as the shortness of the time can shape ; 

For revels, dances, masques, and merry hours. 

Forerun fair Love, strewing her^^^®^ way with:sfl[owers. 

King. Away, away ! no time shall be omitt^ 

That will be time, and may by us be fitted. 

Biron. Allans ! allons! — Sow’d cockle reap’d no ^^orn; 

And justice always whirls in equal measure : 

Light wenches may prove plagues to men forsworn ; 

If so, our copper buys no better treasure. JExemt. 


ACT V. 

Scene 1. A of the park. 

Enter Holqfernes, Sie ISTathaniel, and Bull. 

Hoi. Satis quod sufficit. 

Nath. I praise God for you, sir : your reasons at dinner 
have been sharp and sententious; pleasant without scurrility, 
witty without affection, audacious without impudency, learned 
without opinion, and strange without heresy. I did converse 
this quondmn day with a companion of the king’s, who is in- 
tithied, nominated, or called, Don Adriano de Armado. 

Mol. Nori hominem tanqnam te: his huinour is lofty, his 
discourse peremptory, his tongue filed, his eye ambitious, his 
gait majestical, and his general behaviour vain, ridiculous, 
and thrasonical. He is too picked, too spruce, too affected^ 
too odd, as it were, too peregrinate, as I may call it. 

Nath. A mpst singular and choice epithet. 

[Takes oat his table-book . ' 

Hoi. He draweth out the thread of his verbosity finer than 
the staple of his argument. I abhor such fanatical phan- 
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tasms, such insociable and point-devise companions; such 
rackets of orthography, as to speak dout,” fine, when he 
should say doubt;” ^‘det,” when he should pronounce 
debt,” — d, e, b, t, not d, e, t ; he clepeth a calf,” cauf;” 
^^half,” ^"hauf;” ‘^neighbour” to *^nebour;” neigh” 
abbreviated ‘'^ne.” This is abhominable, — which he would 
call abominable : it insinuateth one of insanire ; ne intedigis, 
domine ^ to wax frantic, lunatic/^^^ 

Nath, Laiis Deo, hone intelligo. 

Hoi, Bone / — hone for hene : Priscian a little scratched ; 
^twill seiwe. 

Nath. Yidesne quis renit ^ 

Hoi. ^ideo, et gaudeo. 

Enter Abmado, Moth, and Costarb. 

Arm, Chirrah ! [To Moth, 

Hoi, Quare chirrah,” not sirrah” ? 

Arm, Men of peace, well encountered. 

Hoi. Most military sir, salutation. 

Moth, [to Costard, a8ide\ They have been at a great feast 
of languages, and stolen the scraps. 

Cost. 0, they have lived long on the alms-basket of words. 
I marvel thy master hath not* eaten thee for a word; for thou 
art not so long by the head as hono9^ificahilitudinitatihus : 
thou art easier swallowed than a flap-dragon. 

Moth. Peace ! the peal begins. 

Arm. \to Hoi.'] Monsieur, are you not lettered ? 

Moth. Yes, yes ; he teaches boys the horn -book. — What 
is a, b, spelt backward, with the horn on his head ? 

Hoi. Ba, pueritia, with a horn added. 

Moth. Ba, most silly sheep, with a horn. — You hear his 
learning. 

Hoi, Quis, quis, thou consonant ? 

Moth, The third^^^^^ of the five vowels, if you repeat them ; 
or the fifth, if I. 

Hoi. I will repeat them, — a, e, i,^ — 

Moth. The sheep : the other two concludes it, — o, u. 

Arm. Now, by the salt wave of the Mediterraneum, a 
sweet touch, a quick venue of wit, — snip, snap, quick and 
home ! it rejoiceth my intellect : true wit ! 
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Moth, OS^red by a child to an old man ; which is wit-old. 

HoL What is the figure 7 what is the figure 7 

Moth. Horns'. 

HoL Thou disputest like an infant : go, whip thy gig. 

Moth. Lend me your horn to make one, and I will whip 
aboui your infamy circim circa, — a gig of a cuckold's horn. 

Cost. An I had but one penny in the world, thou shouldst 
hg,ve it to buy gingerbread : hold, there is the very remunera- 
tion I had of thy master, thou halfpenny purse of wit, thou 
pigeon-egg of discretion. 0, an the heavens were so pleased 
that then wert but my bastard, what a joyful father wouldst 
thou make me ! Go to ; thou hast it ad dunghill', at the fin- 
gers’ ends, as they say. 

Hoi. 0, 1 smell false Latin ; dunghill” for unguem. 

Arm. Arts-man, prcBamhida ; we will be singled from the 
barbarous.' Do you not educate youth at the charge-house^^^*^^ 
on the top of the mountain? 

Hoi. Or mans, the hill. 

Arm. *At your sweet pleasure, for the mountain. 

Hoi. I do, sans question. 

Arm. Sir, it is the king’s most sweet pleasure and af- 
fection, to congratulate the princess at her pavilion in the 
posteriors of this day, which the rude multitude call the 
afternoon. 

Hoi. The posterior of the day, most generous sir, is lia- 
ble, congruent, and measurable for the afternoon : the word is 
well culled, choice sweet and apt, I do assure you, sir, 
I do assure. 

Arm. Sir, the king is a noble gentleman ; and my familiar, 
I do assure ye, my^^^^ very good friend: — ^for what is inward 
between us, let it pass : — do beseech thee, remember thy 
courtesy, — I beseech thee, apparel thy head : — and among 
other importunate and most serious designs, — ^and of great 
import indeed, too,- 7 *but let that pass : — for I must tell thee, 
it will please his grace, by the vrorld, sometime to lean upon 
my poor shoulder, and witli bis royal finger, thus, dally with 
my excrement, with my mustachio, — ^but, sweet heart, let that 
pass. By tlie world, I recount no fable : some certain special 
honours it pleaseth his greatness to impart to Armado, a sol- 
dier, a man of travel, that hath seen the world, — ^but let that 

ton. II. p 
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pass. — The very all of all is, — ^but, sweet heart, I donmplore 
secrecy, — that the king would have me present the princess, 
sweet chuck, with some delightful ostentation, or show, or 
pageant, or antic, or firework. Now, understanding that the 
curate and your sweet self are good at such eruptions and 
sudden breakings-out^^^^^^ of mirth, as it were, I hav^ ac- 
quainted you withal, to the end to crave your assistance. 

Hoi, Sir, you shall present before her the Nine Worthies. 
— Sir Nathaniel,^^®^ as concerning some entertainment oftinoe, 
some show in the posterior of this day, to be rendered by our 
assistance, the king’s command, and this most gallant, 
illustrate, and learned gentleman, before the princess, — I say 
none so fit as to presen the Nine Worthies. 

Nath, Where will you find men worthy enough to present 
them 9 

Hoi, Joshua, yourself; myself, or^^®^^ this gallant gentle- 
man, Judas Maccabasus; this swain, because of his great 
limb or joint, shall pass for Pompey the Great the page, 
Hercules, — 

Am, Pardon, sir ; error : he is not quantity enough for 
that Worthy’s thumb ; he is not so big as the end of his 
club. 

Hoi, Shall I have audience ? he shall present Hercules in 
minority : his enter and exit shall be strangling a snake ; and 
I will have an apology for that purpose. 

Moth, An excellent device ! so, if any of the audience hiss, 
you may cry, ''Well done, Hercules ! now thou crushest the 
snake !” that is the way to make an offence gracious, though 
few have the grace to do it. 

Arm, For the rest of the Worthies ? — 

Hoi, I will play three myself. 

Moth, Thrice- worthy gentleman ! 

Arm, Shall I tell you a thing ? 

Hoi, We attend. 

Arm, We will have, if this fadge not, an antic. I beseech 
you, follow. 

H6l. Hfflj gootoiaaaDuU! thoa hast spoken no word all 
this while. 

Dull, Nor understood none neither, sir. 

Hoi, Alhml we will employ thee. 
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Dull, ni make one in a dance, or so ; or I will play 
On the tabor to the Worthies, and let them dance the hay. 
Hoi. Most dull, honest Dull ! — to our sport, away ! 

[Exeunt. 


Scene II. Another 2yctrt of the jparh. Before the Princess’s 
jpavilion. 

Enter the Princess, Katharine, Eosaline, and Maria. 

Prin, Sweet hearts, we shall be rich ere we depart, 

If fairings come thus plentifully in : 

A lady wall’d about with diamonds ! — 

Look you what I have from the loving king.^®®^ 

Roe, Madam, came nothing else along with that ? 

Pnn. Nothing but this ! yes, as much love in rhyme 
As would be cramm’d up in a sheet of paper, 

Writ on both sides the leaf, margent and all, 

That he was fain to seal on Cupid’s name. 

Roe. That was the way to make his godhead wax, 

For he hath been five thousand years a boy. 

Kath, Ay, and a shrewd unhappy gallows too. 

Ros. You’ll ne’er be friends with him; he kill’d your 
sister. 

Kath, He made her melancholy, sad, and heavy ; 

And so she died : had she been light, like you. 

Of such a merry, nimble, stirring spirit. 

She might ha’ been a grandam ere she died : 

And so may you ; for a light heart lives long. 

Ro$, What’s your dark meaning, mouse, of this light 
word? 

Kath, A light condition in a beauty dark. 

Ros, We need more light to find your meaning out. 

Kath, You’ll mar the light by taldng it in snuff; 
Therefore I’ll darkly end the argument* 

Ros, Look, what you do, you do it still i’ the dark. 

Kath, So do not you, for you are a light, wench. 

Ros, Indeed I weigh not you, and therefore light. 

Kath, You weigh me not, — 0, that’s you care mot for me* 

, Bos, Great reason ; for, Past cure is still past eare.^®^ 
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Prin. Well bandied both ; a set of wit well play’d. — 
But, Rosaline, you have a favour too : 

Who sent it ? and what is’t ? 

■Ros. I would you knew : 

An if my face were but as fair as yours, 

My favour were as great ; be witness this. 

Nay, I have verses too, I thank Biron ; 

The numbers true ; and, were the numbering too, 

I were the fairest goddess on the ground : 

I am compar’d to twenty thousand fairs. 

0, he hath drawn my picture in his letter t 
Pnn. Any thing like ? 

Rob, Much in the letters ; nothing in the praise. 

Pnn, Beauteous as ink ; a good conclusion. 

Kat/i, Pair as a text B in a copy-book. 

Rob, ’Ware pencils, ho ! let me not die your debtor,'^®®’ 
My red dominical, my golden letter : 

0, that your face were not so full of O’s ! 

KdtJi, A pox of that jest ! and beshrew all shrojvs.^^®®^ 
Prin, But what was sent to you from fair Dumain 
Kath, Madam, this glove. 

Bid he not send you twain ? 
Kath, Yes, madam ; and, moreover. 

Some thousand verses of a faithful lover,— 

A huge translation of hypocrisy, 

Vilely compil’d, profound simplicity. 

Ma/r. This, and these pearls, to me sent LongaviUe : 
The letter is too long by half a mile. 

Prin. I think no less. Dost thou not wish in heart 
Ihe Cham were longer, and the letter short ? 

Mar. Ay, or I would these hands might never part. 
mn. We are wise girls to mock our lovers so. 
ms. They are worse fools to purchase mocking so. 

That same Birdn I’ll torture ere I go : 

O, that I knew he were but in by the week ! 

How I would make him frwn, and beg, and seek, 

Md wait the season, and observe the Mmes, 

^d spend his prodigal wits in bootless rhymes 
And shape- his service wholly to my bests, 
nd make him proud to make me proud that jests 
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So potent-like^^^^^ would I o’ersway his state, 

That he should be my fool, and I his fate. 

Prin. None are so surely caught, when they are catch’d, 
As wit turn’d fool : folly, in wisdom hatch’d, 

Hath wisdom’s warrant and the help of school, 

And wit’s own grace to grace a learned fool. 

Bos. The blood of youth burns not with such excess 
A^ gravity’s revolt to wantonness/^^^ 

Mar. Folly in fools bears not so strong a note 
As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote ; 

Since alkfche power thereof it doth apply 
To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity. 

Pm. Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in his face. 

Boyet. 

Boyet. 0, I am stabb’d with laughter ! Where’s her 
grace ? 

Pm. Thy news, Boyet ? 

Boyet.'^ Prepare, madam, prepare ! — 

Arm, wenches, arm ! encounters mounted are^^*^^^ 

Against your peace : Love doth approach disguis’d, 

ArmM in arguments ; you’ll be surpris’d : 

Muster your wits ; stand in your own defence ; 

Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence. 

Prin. Saint Denis to Saint Cupid ! What are they 
That charge their breath against us say, scout, say. 

Boyet. Under the cool shade of a sycamore 
I thought to close mine eyes some half-an«hour ; 

When, lo, to interrupt my purpos’d rest, 

Toward that shade I might behold addrest 
The king and his companions ! warUy 
I stole into a neighbour thicket by, 

And overheard what you shall overhear, — 

That, by and by, disguis’d they will be here. 

Their herald is a pretty knavish page, 

That well by heart hath conn’d hiS embassage : 

Action and accent did they teach him there ; 

Thus must thou speak, and thus thy body bear 
And ever and anon they made a doubt 
Presence majestical would put him out ; 
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For,” quoth the king, an angel shalt thou see ; 

Yet fear not thou, but speak audaciously.” 

The boy replied, ‘‘An angel is not evil; 

I should have fear’d her, had she been a devil.” 

With that, all laugh’d, and clapp’d him on the shoulder, 
Making the bold wag by their praises bolder : 

One rubb’d his elbow, thus, and fleer’d, and swore * 

A better speech was never spoke before ; 

Another, with his finger and his thumb, 

Cried, “ Via! we will do’t, come what will come;” 

The third he caper’d, and cried, “All goes well ;” 

The fourth turn’d on the toe, and down he fell. 

With that, they all did tumble on the ground, 

With such a zealous laughter, so profound, 

That in this spleen ridiculous appears, 

To check their folly, passion’s solemn tears/^^*^^ 

Prin, But what, but what, come they to visit us ? 
Boyet. They do, they do ; and are apparell’d thus, — 
Like Muscovites or Eussians, as I guess. 

Their purpose is, to parle, to court, and dance ; 

And 6vei*y one his love-suit^^®^ will advance 
Unto his several mistress, — ^which they’ll know 
By favours several which they did bestow. 

Prln. And will they so ? the gallants shall be task’d : — 
For, ladies, we will every one be mask’d ; 

And not a man of them shall have the grace, 

Despite of suit, to see a lady’s face. — 

Hold, Eosaline, this favour thou shalt wear, 

And then the king will court thee for his dear ; 

Hold, take thou this, my sweet, and give me thine, 

So shall Bir6n take me for Eosaline. — 

And change your favours too ; so shall your loves 
Woo contrary, deceiv’d by these removes. 

Eos. Come on, then ; wear the favours most in sight. 
Kath. But in this changing what is your intent? 

Prin.^ Th’ effect of my intent is, to cross theirs : 

They do it btit in mocking merriment ; 

And mock for mock is only my intent. 

Their several counsels they unbosom shall 
To loves mistook ; and so be mock’d withal 
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Upon thie next occasion that we meet. 

With visages display’d, to talk and greet. 

Bos. But shall we dance, if they desire us to’t ? 

Prin. No, to the death, we will not move a foot : 

Nor to their penn’d speech render we no grace ; 

But jyhile ’tis spoke each turn away her®*^’ face. 

Boyet. Why, that contempt will kill the speaker’s heart, 
An/i quite divorce his memory from his part. 

Prin. Therefore I do it ; and I make no douht 
The rest will ne’er*^^® come in, if he he out. 

There’s no such sport as sport hy sport o’erthrown ; 

To mak^theirs ours, and ours none but our own : 

So shall we stay, mocking intended game. 

And they, well mock’d, depart away with shame. 

[Trumpets sound within. 
Boyet. The trumpet sounds: be mask’d; the maskers 
come. [The Ladies mask. 

Enter Blapkamoors with musk. Moth; the Kmg.BiEON, Lonoa- 
viiiLB, and Domain, in Russian hahits, and masked. 

Moth. All hail, the richest beauties on the earth > — 

Boyet. Beauties no richer than rich taffeta.^®' 

Moth. A holy parcel of the fairest dames 

[The Ladies turn their backs to him. 
That ever turn’d their— backs— to mortal views !— 

. Birmi. “ Their eyes,” villain, “ their eyes.” 

Moth. That ever turn’d their eyes to mortal views ! 

Boyet. True; “out” indeed. 

Moth. Out of your favours, heavenly spirits, vouchsafe 
Not to behold — 

Biron. “ Once to behold,” rogue. 

Moth. Once, to behold with your sun-beamed eyes, 

with your sun-beam&d eyes-^ 

Boyet. They will not answer to that epithet ; 

You, were best call it “daughter-beamed eyes,” 

Mofdt. They do not mark me, and that brings me out. 

. Biron. Is this your perfectness? be gone, you rogue ! 

, ' . , ^Exit Moth. 

Bo8wWhatwouldiiheBestrangers?knowtheirminds, Boyet: 
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If they do speak our language, ’tis our will 
That some plain man recount their purposes : 

Know what they would. 

Boyet What would you with the princess ? 

Biron. Nothing but peace and gentle yisitation. 

Bos, What would they, say they ? 

BoyeL Nothing but peace and gentle visitation. 

Ros, WTay, that they have ; and bid them so be gone. 
Boyet She says, you have it, and you may be gone. 

King, Say to her, we have measur’d many miles 
To ti’ead a measure with her on this grass. 

Boyet, They say, that they have measur’d many's, mile 
To tread a measure with you on this grass. 

Ros. It is not so. Ask them how many inches 
Is in one mile : if they have measur’d many. 

The measure, then, of one is easily told. 

Boyet. If to come hither you have measur’d miles, 

And many miles, the princess bids you tell 
How many inches do fill up one mile. 

Biron. Tell her, we measure them by weary steps. 

Boyet She hears herself. 

Rob. How many weary steps, 

Of many weary miles you have o’ergone, 

Are number’d in the travel of one mile ? 

Biron. We number nothing that we spend for you : 

Our duty is so rich, so infinite, 

That we may do it stiU without accompt. 

Vouchsafe to show the sunshine of your face, 

That we, like savages, may worship it. 

Ros. My face is but a moon, and clouded too. 

King. BlessM are clouds, to do as such clouds do ^ 
Vouchsafe, bright moon, and these thy stars, to shine — 
Those clouds remov’d — upon our watery eyne. 

Ros. 0 vain petitioner 1 beg a greater matter ; 

Thou now request’st but moonshine in the water. 

King. Then, in our measure vouchsafe but one change. 
Thou bidd’st me beg : this begging is not strange. 

-Eos. Play, music, then ! — ^Nay, you must do it soon. 

. \MusiQ plays. 

Not yot ; — no dance ; — thus change I like the moon. 
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King. Will you not dance ? How come you thus estrang’d? 
Bos. You took the moon at full, but now she’s chang’d. 
King. Yet still she is the moon, and I the man. 

The music^®^^ plays ; vouchsafe some motion to it. 

Ro$. Our ears vouchsafe it. 

J^ing. But your legs should do it. 

Bos. Since you are strangers, and come here by chance, 
We’ll not be nice : take hands ; — we will not dance. 

King. Why take we hands, then ? - 
Bos. Only to part friends : — 

Coui’t’sy. sweet hearts ; and so the measure ends. 

King:: 'More measure of this measure ; be not nice. 

Bos. We can afford no more at such a price. 

King. Prize you yourselves ; what buys your company ? 
Bos. Your absence only. 

King. That can never be. 

Bos. Then cannot we be bought : and so, adieu ; 

Twice to your visor, and half once to you. 

King.JLf you deny to dance, let’s hold more chat. 

Bos. IxL private, then. 

King. I am best pleas’d with that. 

[They converse apart. 
Biron. White-handed mistress, one sweet word with thee. 
Prin. Honey, and milk, and sugar, — ^there is three. 
Biron. Nay, then, two treys, — an if you grow so nice, — 
Metheglin, wort, and malmsey, — well run, dice ! — 

There’s half-a-dozen sweets. 

Prin. Seventh sweet, adieu : 

Since you can cog, I’ll play no more with you. 

Biron. One word in secret. 

Prin. Let it not be sweet. 

Biron. Thou griev’st my gall. 

jPrin. * Gall! bitter. 

Biron. Therefore meet. 

\Tkey converse apart. 

Bum. Will you vouchsafe with me to change a word ? 
Mar. Name it. 

Bum. Fair lady, — 

Mar. Say you so ? Pafe lord, — 

Take that for your fair lady. 
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Dmn. Please it you, 

As mucli in private, and I’ll bid adieu. [They converse apart, 
Kath. What, was your visard made without a tongue ? 
Long, I know the reason, lady, why you ask. 

Kath, 0, for your reason ! quicldy, sir ; I long. 

Long. You have a double tongue within youj mask, 

And would afford my speechless visard half. 

Kath, Veal, quoth the Dutchman : — is not veal a calf? 
Long. A calf, fair lady ! 

Kath, No, a fair lord calf. 

Long. Let’s part the word. 

Kath, No, I’ll not be your Half : 

Take all, and wean it ; it may prove an ox. 

Long. Look, how you butt yourself in these sharp mocks ! 
Will you give horns, chaste lady ? do not so. 

Kath. Then die a calf, before your horns do grow. 

Long, One word in private with you, ere I die, 

Kath. Bleat softly, then ; the butcher hears you cry. 

[They co7ivefse apai t, 

Boyet, The tongues of mocking wenches are as keen 
As is the razor’s edge invisible. 

Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen, — 

Above the sense of sense : so sensible 
Seemeth their conference ; their conceits have wings, 

Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, swifter things. 
Bos. Not one word more, my maids ; break off, break off. 
Biron, By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure scoff ! 

King. Farewell, mad wenches ; you have simple wits. 
P7in, Twenty adieus, my frozen Muscovits.^^^^^ 

[Ex€u?it King, Lo7*ds, and Blacka 7 noor$, 
Are these the breed of wits so wonder’d at ? 

Boyet, Tapers they are, with your sweet breaths puff’d out. 
Bos, Well-liking wits they have ; gross, gross ; fat, fat. 
Pm, 0 poverty in wit, kingly-poor flout 
Will they not, think you, hang themselves tomight? 

Or ever, but in visards, show their faces? 

This pert Biron was out of countenance quite. 

Pos. 0,^^® they were ail in lamentable cases ! 

The king vmB weeping-ripe for a good word. 

Prin. Bir6n did swear himself out of all suit. 
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Mar. Dumain was at my service, and his sword : 

No point, quoth I ; my servant straight was mute. 
Kath. Lord Longaville said, I came o’er his heart ; 

And trow you what he call’d me ? 

Prin. Qualm, perhaps. 

'Kath. Yes, in good faith. 

Prin. Go, sickness as thou art ! 

^ Rob. Well, better wits have worn plain statute-caps. 

But will you hear ? the king is my love sworn. 

Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted faith to me. 

Katl^ And Longaville was for my service born. 

Mar. Dumain is mine, as sure as bark on tree. 

Boyet. Madam, and pretty mistresses, give ear : 
Immediately they will again be here 
In their own shapes ; for it can never be 
They will digest this harsh indignity. 

Prm. Will they return ? 

Boyet. They will, they will, God knows, 

And leap%for joy, though they are lame with blows : 
Therefore change favours ; and, when they repair, 

Blow like sweet roses in this summer air- 

Prin. How blow ? how blow ? speak to be understood. 
Boyet. Fair ladies mask’d are roses in their bud ; 
Dismask’d, their damask sweet commixture shown, 

Are angels vailing clouds, or roses blown. 

Prin. Avaunt, perplexity ! What shall we do. 

If they return in their own shapes to woo ? 

Rob. Good madam, if by me you’ll be advis’d, 

Let’s mock them still, as well known as disguis’d : 

Let us complain to them what fools were here, 

Disguis’d like Muscovites, in shapeless gear ; 

And wonder what they were, and to what end 
Their shallow shows, and prologue vilely penn’d, 

. And their rough carriage so ridiculous, 

Shonld be presented at our tent to us. 

Boyet. Ladies, withdiw: the gallants are at hand. 

Prin. Whip to our tents, as roes run o’er land. 

' I \JSMmt Primess, RoBalim^ Katharine, and Marki. 
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Re-enter the Kjng, Biron, Longavillb, and Domain, in their 
proper habits. 

King. Fair sir, God save you ! Where is the princess ? 
Boyet. Gone to her tent. Please it your majesty 
Command me any service to her thither ? 

King, That she vouchsafe me audience for one word. 
Boyet. I will ; and so will she, I know, my lord. [Exk, 
Biron. This fellow pecks up wit as pigeons peas, 

And utters it again when God doth please : 

He is wit’s pedler, and retails his wares 
At wakes and wassails, meetings, markets, fairs ; 

And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know. 

Have not the grace to grace it with such show. 

This gallant pins the wenches on his sleeve,— 

Had he been Adam, he had tempted Eve : 

He can carve^^^® too, and lisp : why, this is he 
That kiss’d his hand away in courtesy ; 

This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice, 

That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms : nay, he can sing 
A mean most meanly; and in ushering, 

Mend him who can ; the ladies call him sweet ; 

The stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his feet : 

This is the flower that smiles on every one, 

To show his teeth as white as whales-bone : 

And consciences, that will not die in debt, 

Pay him the due of ‘^honey-tongu’d Boyet.” 

King. A blister on his sweet tongue, with my heart, 

That put Armado’s page out of his part ! 

Biron. See where it comes !— Behaviour, what wert thou 
Till this man show’d thee and what art thou now 9 

Re-eidm* the Princess, ushered by Boyet ; Eosaline, Maria, 

’ Kathaeinb. 

King. All hail, sweet madam, and fair time of day ! 

Brin. Fair, in all hail, is foul, as I conceive. 

King. Construe my speeches better, if you may. 

Brin. Then wish me better ; I will give you leave. 
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King. We came to visit you ; and purpose now 
To lead you to our court : vouchsafe it, then, 

Prm. This field shall hold me ; and so hold your vow : 

Nor God, nor I, delights in peijur^d men. 

Ki7ig. Eebuke me not for that which you provoke : 

'She virtue of your eye must break my oath. 

Prin. You nickname virtue : vice you should have spoke ; 

For virtue’s office never breaks men’s troth. 

Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure 
As the unsullied lily, I protest, 

A world^ torments though I should endure, 

I womd not yield to be your house’s guest ; 

So much I hate a breaking cause to be 
Of heavenly oaths, vow’d with integrity. 

King. 0, you have liv’d in desolation here, 

Unseen, unvisited, much to our shame. 

Prin. Not so, my lord ; it is not so, I swear ,* 

We have had pastimes here and pleasant game : 

A mess o£ Russians left us but of late. 

King. How, madam ! Russians ! 

Prin. Ay, in truth, my lord ; 

Trim^ gallants, full of courtship and of state. 

Ros. Madam, speak true. — It is not so, my lord : 

My lady, — to the manner of the days, — 

In courtesy, gives undeserving praise. 

We four, indeed, confronted were with four 
In Russian habit : here they stay’d an hour, 

And talk’d apace ,• and in that hour, my lord, 

They did not bless us with one happy 'word. 

I dare not call them fools ; but this I think, 

When they are thirsty, fools would fain have drink. 

Biron. This jest is dry to me. — gentle-sweet, 
Your wif; makes wise things foolish : when we greet, 

With eyes best seeing, heaven’s fiery eye, 

By light we lose light ; your capacity 

Is of that nature, that to your huge store 

Wise things seem jtooKsh, and rich things but poor. 

, This proves you wise and rich ; for in ffiy eye,-— 
. I am a fool, and full of poverty. 

\ Bos. 'But tliat ^ou take what doth to you belong, 
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It were a fault to snatch words from my tongue. 

Biron. 0, 1 am yours, and all that I possess ! 

Bos. All the fool mine ? 

Biron, I cannot give you less. 

Bos. Which of the visards was it that you wore ? 

Biron. Where? when? what visard? why demand^you 
this? 

Bos. There, then, that visard ; that superfluous case 
That hid the worse, and showed the better face. 

King. We are descried ; theyll mock us now downright. 
Dim. Let us confess, and turn it to a jest. 

Prin. Amaz’d, my lord? why looks your highn^s sad? 
Bos. Help, hold his brows ! he’ll swoon — Why look 

you pale ? — 

Sea-sick, I think, coming from Muscovy. 

Bh'on. Thus pour the stars down plagues for peijury. 

Can any face of brass hold longer out ? — 

Here stand I, lady : dart thy skill at me ; 

Bruise me with scorn, confound me with a flou-^; 

Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my ignorance ; 

Out me to pieces with thy keen conceit ; 

And I will wish thee never more to dance, 

Kor never more in Eussian habit ■wait. 

0, never will I trust to speeches penn’d, 

Nor to the motion of a schoolboy’s tongue ; 

Nor never come in visard to my friend ; 

Nor woo in rhyme, like a blind harper’s song ! 

Taffeta phrases, silken terms precise, 

Three-pil’d hyperboles, spruce affectation, 

Figures pedantical ; — ^these summer-flies 
Have blown me full of maggot ostentation ; 

I do forswear them ; and I here protest, 

By this white glove — how white the hand, Grod knows! — - 
Henceforth my wooing mind shall be express’d 
In russet yeas, and honest kersey noes ; 

And, to begin, wench, ^ — so (Jod help me, la!-~ 

My love to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw. 

Bos. Sans sans,” I pray you. 

Biron. ' Yet I have a trick 

Of the old rage : — bear with me, I am sick ; 
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I’ll leave it by degrees. Soft, let us see : — 

Write, ^^Lord have mercy ou us” on those three ; 

They are infected, in their hearts it lies ; 

They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes : 

These lords are visited ; you are not free, 

ForShe Lord’s tokens on you do I see. 

P?i7i. No, they are free that gave these tokens to us. 
Bivo7i. Our states are forfeit : seek not to undo us. 

Ro8, It is not so ; for how can this be true, 

That you stand forfeit, being those that sue ? 

Biro'^ Peace ! for I will not have to do with you. 

Ros. Nor shall not, if I do as I intend. 

Biro7i» Speak for yourselves ; my wit is at an end. 

King, Teach us, sweet madam, for our rude transgression 
Some fair excuse. 

Prm, The fairest is confession. 

Were you not here but even now, disguis’d ? 

King. Madam, I was. 

Prin. » And were you well advis’d 

King. I was, fair madam. 

Prin. When you then were here, 

What did you whisper in your lady’s ear ? 

King. That more than aU the world I*did respect her. 
Piin. When she shall challenge this, you will reject her. 
King. Upon mine honour, no. 

Prin. Peace, peace ! forbear ; 

Your oath once broke, you force not to forswear. 

King. Despise me, when I break this oath of mine. 

Prin. I will : and therefore keep it. — Rosaline, 

What did the Russian whisper in your ear? 

Ros. Madam, he swore that he did hold me dear 
As precious eyesight, and did value me 
Above this world j adding thereto, moreover^ 

That he would wed me, or else die my lover. 

Prin. God give thee joy of Mm \ the noble lord 
Most honourably doth uphold Ms word. 

King. What mean you, madam ? by my life,, my troth, 

I never swore this lady such an oath. 

Ros. By heaven, you did ; and to conlSrm it plain, 

You gave me this : hut take it, sir, again. 
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King, My faith and this the princess I did give : 

I knew her by this jewel on her sleeve. 

Prin, Pardon me, sir, this jewel did she wear ; 

And Lord Biron, I thank him, is my dear. — 

What, will yon have me, or your pearl again ? 

Biron, Neither of either ; I remit both twain. — 

I see the trick on’t : — ^here was a consent, 

Knowing aforehand of our merriment. 

To dash it like a Christmas comedy : 

Some carry-tale, some please-man, some slight zany, 

Some mumble-news, some trencher-knight, some Dick, — 
That smiles his cheek in years, and knows the tnck 
To make my lady laugh when she’s dispos’d, — 

Told our intents before ; which once disclos’d, 

The ladies did change favours ; and then we, 

Following the signs, woo’d but the sign of she. 

Now, to our perjury to add more terror, 

We are again forsworn, — ^in will and error. 

Much upon this it is : — and might not you pTo Boyet. 
Forestall our sport, to make us thus untrue ? 

Do not you know' my lady’s foot by the squire, 

And laugh upon the apple of her eye ? 

And stand between-her back, sir, and the fire, 

Holding a trencher, jesting merrily ? 

You put our page out : go, you are allow’d ; 

Die when you will, a smock shall be your shroud. 

You leer upon me, do you ? there’s an eye 
Wounds like a leaden sword. 

Boyet, Full merrily 

Hath this brave manage, this career, been run. 

Biron. Lo, he is tilting straight ! Peace I I have done. 

Enter Costaed. 

Welcome, pure wit ! thou partest a fair fray. 

Cost, 0 Lord, sir, they would know 
Whether the three Worthies* shall come in or no. 

Biron. What, are there but three ? 

Cost. Ko, sir ; but it is vara fine. 

For eveiy one pursents three. 

Biron. And three times thrice is nine. 
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Cost, Not SO, sir; under correction, sir; I hope it is 
not so. 

You cannot beg us, sir, I can assure you, sir ; we^know what 
we know : 

I hope, sir, three times thrice, sir, — 

^iron. Is not nine. 

Cost, Under correction, sir, we know whereuntil it doth 
amount. 

- Biron, By Jove, I always took three threes for nine. 

Cost, 0 Lord, sir, it were pity you should get your living 
by recko^ng, sir. 

Biron, How much is it ? 

Cost, 0 Lord, sir, the parties themselves, the actors, sir, 
will show whereuntil it doth amount : for mine own part, I 
am, as they say, but to pursent one man, — e’en one poor 
man,^^®^^ — Pompion the Great, sir. 

Biron, Art thou one of the Worthies ? 

Cost, It pleased them to think me worthy of Pompion^^^®^ 
the Greats for mine own part, I know not the degree of the 
Worthy ; but I am to stand for him. 

Biron, Go, bid them prepare. 

Cost, We will turn it finely off, sir; we will take some 
care. [Exit, 

King, Birdn, they will shame us : let them not approach. 
Biron, We are shame-proof, my lord : and ’tis some 
policy 

To have one show worse than the king’s and his company. 
King, I say they shall not come. 

Brin, Nay, my good lord, let me overrule you now : 

That sport best pleases that doth least know how : 

, Where zeal strives to content, and the contents 
Dies in the zeal of that which it presents, 

Their form confounded makes most form in mirth ; 

When great things labouring perish in their birth. 

Biron, A right description of our sport, my lord. 

EnUr Aemado. 

Am, Anointed, I implore so much expense of thy royal 
sweet 'breath as will utter a brace of words. 

[Converses with the King^ and delivers km vt paper. 
VOL. n. Q 
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Prm. Doth this man serve God ? 

Biron. Why ask you ? 

Prin. He speaks not like a man of GocVs making. 

Arm. That’s all one, my fair, sweet, honey monarch ; for, 
I protest, the schoolmaster is exceeding fantastical ; too-too 
vain, too-too vain: but we will put it, as they say, to fo^tma 
della guerra.^^'^ I wish you the peace of mind, most royal 
couplement ! [Exit. 

King. Here is like to be a good presence of Worthies. 
He presents Hector of Troy ; the swain, Pompey the Great ; 
the parish curate, Alexander ; Armado’s page, Herbies ; the 
pedant, Judas Maceabseus : 

And if these four Worthies in their first show thrive. 

These four will change habits, and present the other five. 
Biron. There is five in the first show. 

King. You are deceived ; ’tis not so, 

Biron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge-priest, the 
fool, and the boy : — 

Abate throw at novum, and the whole world again 
Cannot pick out five such, take each one in his vein.^^®^^ 

King. The ship is under sail, and here she comes amain. 

Enter Costarb, for Pompey. 

Coat. I Pompey am, — 

Boyet. You lie, you are not he. 

Cost. I Pompey am, — 

Boyet. With libbard’s head on knee. 

Biron. Well said, old mocker : I must needs be friends 
with thee. 

Cost. I Pompey am, Pompey sumam’d the Big, — 

Bum. The Great.” 

Cost. It is Great,” sir: — 

Pompey sumam’d the Great ; 

That oft in field, with targe and shield, did make my foe to s^eat : 
And travelling along this coast, I here am come by chance, 

And lay my arms before the legs of this sweet lass of Prance. — 

ladyship would say, Thanks, Pompey,” I had done. 

, Prin^ Great thanks, Great Pompey. ' , , ' ^ 

^ ’Tif not se nlueh worth * ,I hop^ I was |mrfect : 

made a lifitle Ihnlt m Great.’,'* . '' V!' ^ ' „ • ' ' 
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Biron, My hat to a halfpenny, Pompey proves the best 
Worthy. 

Enter Sir ISTathaniel, for Alexander. 

Nath, When in the world I hVd, I was the world’s com- 
mander ; 

By east, west, north, and south, I spread my conquering might; 
My scutcheon plain declares that I am Alisander, — 

Boyet, Your nose says, no, you are not ; for it stands too 
right. 

Biron, Your nose smells no, in this, most tender-smelling 
^ knight. 

Prin, The conqueror is dismay’d. — Proceed, good Alex- 
ander. 

Nath, When in the world I liv’d, I was the world’s com- 
mander, — 

Boyet, Most true, ’tis right ; you were so, Alisander. 

Biron, Pompey the Great, — 

Cost, Your servant, and Costard, 

Biron, Take away the conqueror, take away Alisander, 

Cost, \to Sir Nath,1 0, sir, you have overthrown Alisan- 
der the conqueror ! You will be scraped out of the painted 
cloth for this : your lion, that holds his pole-axe sitting on 
a close-stool, will be given to Ajax : he will be the ninth 
Worthy. A conqueror, and afeard to speak ! run away for 
shame, Alisander. [Sir Nath, retires,'] There, an’t shall 
please you ; a foolish mild man ; an honest man, look you, 
and soon dashed. He is a marvellous good neighbour, faith, 
and a very good bowler : but, for Alisandex*, — alas, you see 
how ’tis,— a little o’erparted. — But there are Worthies a- 
coming will speak their mind in some other sort. 

Pm. Stand aside, good Pompey. {Costard retires. 

Enter Holofernes, for Jndas ; and Moth, for Bermlm, 

Hoh Great Hercules is presented by this 

Whose club kill’d-Cerberos, that three-headed earns; 
And when he was a babe, a child, a shrimp, 

, Thus did he strangle serpents in his mmns, 
.’QmMam he seemeth in minority, 

''Ergo I cohie with this apology.— 
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Keep some state in- and vanish. — \_Moth retires 

Judas I am, — 

Dum. A Judas 

Hoi. Not Iscari^c>t, sir, — 

Judas I am, yclip^d n^IaccaLeeus. 

Bum. Judas M^ccabasus dipt is plain Judas. 

Biron. A kissir:3i-g traitor, — How art thou proved Judas ? 
Hoi. Judas I — 

Bum. The mor^ shame for you, Judas, 

Hoi. What you, sir? 

Boyet. To mak^ Judas hang himself. 

Hoi. Begin, sir ; you are my elder. 

Biron. Well fol3-owed: Judas was hanged on an elder. 
Hoi. I will not put out of countenance. 

Biron. Becanso ^hou hast no face. 

Hoi. What is tl>is ? 

Boyet. A citterjci-’^oad. 

Bmiu The hea<i of a bodkin. 

Biro 7 i. A Deatb-’® f^-ce in a ring. 

Long. The face old Eoman coin, scarce seen. 

Boyet. The of Caesar’s falchion. 

Bum. The carv^^-^one face on a flask. 

Biron. Saint Gr^orge’s half-cheek in a brooch. 

Bum. Ay, and ^ brooch of lead. 

Bwon. Ay, and 'W'orn in the cap of a tooth-drawer, — And 
now forward ; for put thee in countenance. 

Hoi. You have out of countenance. 

Biron. False : have given thee faces. 

Hoi. But you out-faced them all. 

Biron. An thou a hou? we would do so. 

Boyet. Therefor^^ as he is an ass, let him go. — 

And so adieu, sweet Jude! nay, why dost thou stay? 

Bum.' For the lebtter end of his name. 

Biron. For the to the Jude; give it him: — Jud-as, 
away I 

Hoi. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble^ 

Boyet. A light foj* Monsieur Judas ! it grows dark, he 
naajj’' ^tumblo. 

* jprm, ilas, poor Maccab^usJ how hath ie been baited 
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Enter Armado, for Hedor, 

Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles : here comes Hector in 
arms. 

Dum. Though my mocks come home by me, I will now 
merry. 

SKing, Hector was but a Trojan in respect of this. 

BoyeU But is this Hector ? 

King. I think Hector was not so clean-timbered. 

Long. His leg is too big for Hector’s.^^^^ 

Dum. More calf, certain. 

Boye^. No ; he is best indued in the small. 

Biron. This cannot be Hector, 

Dum. He’s a god or a painter ; for he makes faces. 

Arm. The armipotent Mars, of lances the almighty, 

Gave Hector a gift, — 

Dum. A gilt nutmeg, 

Biron. A lemon. 

Long. Stuck with cloves. 

No, cloven. 

Arm. Peace! — 

The armipotent Mars, of lances the almighty, 

Grave Hector a gift, the heir of Ilion ; 

A man so breath’d, that certain he would fight 
From mom till mght, out of his pavilion, 

I am that flower, — 

Dim. That mint. 

Long. That columbine. 

Arm. Sweet Lord Longaville, rein thy tongue. 

Long. I must rather give it the rein, for it runs against 
Hector. 

Dum. Ay, and Hector’s a greyhound. ^ 

Arm. The sweet war -man is dead and rotten; sweet 
chucks, beat not the bones of the buried ; when he breathed, 
he was a man. — ^But I will forward with my device.-— [To the 
Prineese] Sweet royalty, bestow on me the sense of hearing. 

\Biron stepe to Costard, whispers him, and then 
returns to his place. 

Prin. Speak, brave Hector : we are much delighted. 

Arm. I do adore thy sweet grace’s slipper. - 
jBoyet. Loyes her eby the foot. 
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Dim, He may not by the yard. 

Arm, This Hector far surmounted Hannibal, — 

Cost, [suddenly coming from behuidl The party is gone,^^^®^ 
fellow Hector, she is gone ; she is two months on her way. 

Arm, What meanest thou ? 

Cost, Faith, unless you play the honest Trojan, the poor 
wench is cast away: she’s quick; the child brags in her belly 
already ’tis yours. 

Arm, Dost thou infamonize me among potentates ? thSu 
shalt die. 

Cost, Then shall Hector be whipped for Jaquenetta that is 
quick by him, and hanged for Pompey that is dead Ily him. 

Dim, Most rare Pompey ! 

Boyet, Eenowned Pompey ! 

Biron, Greater than Great, great, great, great Pompey ! 
Pompey the Huge ! 

Dum, Hector trembles. 

Biron, Pompey is moved, — More Ates, more Ates ! stir 
them on ! stir them on ! 

Dum, Hector will challenge him, 

Biron, Ay, if he have no more man’s blood in’s belly 
than will sup a flea, 

Am. By the north pole, I do challenge thee. 

Cost, I will not fight with a pole, like a northern man : 
I’ll slash ; I’ll do it by the sword. — ^I pray you, let me borrow 
my arms again. 

Dum, Boom for the incensed Worthies ! 

Cost, I’ll do it in my shirt. 

Dum, Most resolute Pompey ! 

ISioth, Master, let me take you a button-hole lower. Do 
you not see Pompey is uncasing for the combat ? What 
mean you ? you will lose your reputation. 

Arm, Gentlemen and soldiers, pardon me ; I will not 
combat in my shirt, 

Dtmi, You may not deny it : Pompey hath made the 
challenge. 

Arm, Sweet bloods, I both may and will. 

Biron, What treason have jqvl for^t? / 

^ Aw. . The naked tr^ith of it is, I hava no sMrt ; T go 
wooiward penance, . / , . 
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Boyet, True, and it was enjoined Mm in Eome for want of 
linen : since when, I’ll be sworn, he wore none but a dishclont 
of Jaquenetta’s, and that he wears next his heart for a favour . 

Enter Meeoade. 

Mer. God save you, madam ! 

Prin, Welcome, Mercade ; 

But that thou interrupt’ st our merriment. 

'Mer. I’m sorry, madam ; for the news I bring 
Is heavy in my tongue. The king your father — 

Prin. Dead, for my life ! 

Mer. ^Slven so; my tale is told. 

Biron. Worthies, away ! the scene begins to cloud. 

Arm, For mine own part, I breathe free breath. I have 
seen the day of wrong through the little hole of discretion, and 
I will right myself like a soldier. [Exeunt Worthies. 

King. How fares your majesty ? 

Prin. Boyet, prepare ; I will away to-night. 

King. Madam, not so ; I do beseech you, stay. 

Prin. Prepare, I say. — I thank you, gracious lords> 

For all your fair endeavours ; and entreat, 

Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe 
In your rich wisdom to excuse, or hide, 

The liberal opposition of our spirits : 

If over-boldly we have borne ourselves 
In the converse of breath, your gentleness 
Was guilty of it. — ^Farewell, worthy lord ! 

A heavy heart bears not a nimble tongue : 

Excuse me so, coming so short of thanks 
For my great suit so easily obtain’d.^^®^ 

King. The extreme part of time^^^^^ extremely forms 
All causes to the purpose of his speed ; 

And often, at Ms very loose, decides 
That which long process could not arbitrate : 

And though the mourning brow of progeny 
Forbid the smiling courtesy of love 
.The holy suit which fain it would convince ; 

Yet, since love’s argument was first on foot, 

.Let not the, cloud of sorrow justle it 
From what it purpos’d ; since to wail friends lost 
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Is not by mncli so wbolesome-profitable 
As to rejoice at friends but newly found. 

Prin. I understand you not : my griefs are dull. 

Biron, Honest plain words best pierce the ear of grief 
And by these badges understand the king. 

For your fair sakes have we neglected time, 

Play’d foul play with our oaths : your beauty, ladies, 

Hath much deform’d us, fashioning our humours 
Even to th’ opposed end of our intents : 

And what in us hath seem’d ridiculous, — 

As love is full of unbefitting strains ; 

All wanton as a child, skipping, and vain ; 

Form’d by the eye, and therefore, like the eye, 

Full of strange^^^®^ shapes, of habits, and of forms. 

Varying in subjects as the eye doth roll 
To every varied object in his glance : 

Which parti-coated presence of loose love 
Put on by us, if, in your heavenly eyes, 

Have misbecom’d^^^ our oaths and gravities, 

Those heavenly eyes, that look into these faults, 

Suggested us to make them.^®^^ Therefore, ladies, 

Our love being yours, the error that love makes 
Is likewise yours : we to ourselves prove false, 

By being once false for ever to he true 
To those that make us both, — fair ladies, you : 

And even that falsehood, in itself a sin, 

Thus purifies itself, and turns to grace. 

Prm. We have receiv’d your letters full of love ; 

Your favours, the ambassadors of love ; 

And, in our maiden council, rated them 
At courtship, pleasant jest, and courtesy, 

As bombast, and as lining to the time : 

But more devout than this in our respects^^^^^ 

Have W6 not been and thei*efore met your loves 
In their own fashion, like a merriment. 

Our letters, madam, show’d much mpre than just. ^ 
Long. So did our looks. 

We did not quote them so. 

King. Now, at the latest minute of the hour. 

Grant us your loves. 
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Prin, A time, methinks, too short 

To make a world-withont-end bargain in. 

No, no, my lord, your grace is perjur’d much. 

Full of dear guiltiness; and therefore this : — 

3^for my love — as there is no such cause — 

YN, will do aught, this shall you do for me : 

Your oath I will not trust ; but go with speed 
To some forlorn and naked hermitage, 

Eemote from all the pleasures of the world ; 

There stay until the twelve celestial signs 
Have brought about their annual reckoning. 

If this at^tere insociable life 

Change not your offer made in heat of blood ; 

If frosts, and fasts, hard lodging, and thin weeds, 

Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love, 

But that it bear this trial, and last love 
Then, at the expiration of the year, 

Come challenge, challenge by these deserts, 
And, by this virgin palm now kissing thine, 

I will be {bine ; and, till that instant, shut 
My woeful self up in a mourning house, 

Eaining the tears of lamentation 

For the remembrance of my father’s death. 

If this thou do deny, let our hands part ; 

Neither intitled in the other’s heart. 

King. If this, or more than this, I would deny, 

To flatter up these powers of mine with rest. 

The sudden hand of death close up mine eye ! 

Hence ever, then, my heart is in thy breast.^^^®^ 
Dim, But what to me, my love? but what to me ? 
A wife? 

Kath. A beard, fair health, and honesty 
With threefold love I wish you all these three. 

Dunfi. 0, shall I say, I thank you, gentle wife ? 
Kath. Not so, my lord ; — ^a twelvemonth and a day 
III mark no words that smooth-fac’d wooers say ; 

Come when the king doth to my lady come ; 

Then, if I have much love, 111 give you some. 

Ikmi. Ill serve thee true and faithfully till then. 
Kath. Yet swear not, lest ye be forsworn agen. 
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Long, What says Maria ? 

Mar, At the twelvemonth’s end 

I’ll change my black gown for a faithful friend. 

Long, I’ll stay with patience ; but the time is long. 

Mar, The liker you ; few taller are so young. 

Biron, Studies my lady ? mistress, look on me ; 
Behold the window of my heart, mine eye, 

What humble suit attends thy answer there : 

Impose some service on me for thy love. 

Bos, Oft have I heard of you, my Lord Biron, 

Before I saw you ; and the world’s large tongue 
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks, 

Full of comparisons and wounding flouts, 

Which you on all estates will execute 
That lie within the mercy of your wit. 

To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain, 

And therewithal to win me, if you please, — 

Without the which I am not to be won, — 

You shall this twelvemonth term from day to day 
Visit the speechless sick, and still converse 
With groaning wretches ; and your task shall be, 

With all the fierce endeavour of your wit 
T’ enforce the pained impotent to smile. 

Biron, To move wild laughter in the throat of death! 
It cannot be ; it is impossible : 

Mirth cannot move a soul in agony. 

Bos, Why, that’s the way to choke a gibing spirit, 
Whose influence is begot of that loose grace 
Which shallow-laughing hearers give to fools : 

A jest’s prosperity lies in the ear 
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue 
Of him that makes it : then, if sickly ears. 

Deaf d with the clamours of their own dear groans. 

Will hear your idle scorns, continue them,^^®^^ 

And I will have you and that fault withal; 

But if they will not, throw away that spirit, 

And I shall find you empty of that fault, 

Right joyful of your reformation. 

Biron. A twelvemonth ! well, befall what will befalb. 
I’ll jest a twelvemonth in an hospital. 
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Prin. [to the King] Ay, sweet my lord; and so I take my 
leave. 

King. No, madam ; we will bring you on your way. 

Biron, Our wooing doth not end like an old play ; 
hath not Jill : these ladies* courtesy 
Might well have made our sport a comedy. 

King. Come, sir, it wants a twelvemonth and a day, 

And then ’twill end. 

ISiron. That’s too long for a play. 

Re-enter Armado. 

Am. Sweet majesty, vouchsafe me, — 

*Prin. Was not that Hector ? 

Bum. The worthy knight of Troy. 

Arm. I will kiss thy royal finger, and take leave. I am 
a votary ; I have vowed to Jaquenetta to hold the plough for 
her sweet love three years. But, most esteemed greatness, 
will you hear the dialogue that the two learned men have 
compiled in praise of the owl and the cuckoo ? it should have 
followed in the end of our show. 

King. Call them forth quickly ; we will do so. 

Arm. Holla ! approach. 

Re-enter Holofernes, Nathaniel, Moth, Costard, and others. 

This side is Hiems, Winter, — this Ver, the Spring ; the one 
maintained by the owl, the other by the cuckoo, — ^Ver, begin. 

Song. 

Spring. When daisies pied, and violets blue, 

And lady-smocks all silver-white, 

And Quckoo-buds of yellow hue,^^®®^ 

Bo paint the meadows with dehght, 

The cuckoo then, on every tree, 

Mocks married men; for thus sings he, 

Cuckoo ; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo, — O word of fear, 

XJnpleasing to a married ear 1 

'^en shepherds pipe on oaten straws, 

And merry larks are ploughmen^s clocks, 
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Wlien turtles tread, and rooks, and daws, 

And maidens bleach their summer smocks, 
The cuckoo then, on every tree, 

Mocks married men; for thus sings he, 
Cuckoo ; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo, — 0 word of fear, 

TJnpleasing to a married ear ! 

WinUr. When icicles hang by the wall, 

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 

And milk comes frozen home in pail, 
When blood is nipp’d, and ways be foul. 

Then mghtly sings the staring owl, 

Tu-who 

Tu-whit, tu-who, — a merry note, 

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

When ail aloud the wind doth blow, 

And coughing drowns the parson's saw”, 
And birds sit brooding in the snow, 

And Marian’s nose looks red and raw, 
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl, 

Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

Tu-who ; 

Tu-whit, tu-who, ^ — a merry note, 

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 


Arm* The words of Mercury are harsh after the songs of 
Apollo. You that way, — ^we this way. 


\Exeunt^ 
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P. 163. (i) “ Suhscnbe to youi deep oaths^ and keep it ^oo.” 

The editor of the second folio printed “ — — and keepe them too.'' — The mo- 
dern alteration, “ oath, and keep it too," was made without regard to the 

Hipie a little above, 

“ Your oaths are pass’d , and now subscribe your names,” 
which shows plainly that here Shakespeare wrote “oaths.” — Capell (who 
follows the old eds.) says, “the substantive understood is — subscription, 
what you subscribe.” Notes^ &c. vol. i. P. u. p. 190. — Compare, in The First 
Part of King Henry VI. act i. sc. 1, 

“ Eae Bemember, lords, your oaths to Henry sworn, 


'^ed. I do remember’i,” &c. ; 
and in TJ^ Third Pai t of King Henry VI. act iii. sc. 2, 

“ Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant it, then 
on which passages see notes. 

P. 164. (2) feast" 

The old eds. have “fast.” 

P.165. {3) “t;wV 

The old eds.iiave “thus.” 

P. 166. (4) “ Save bare authority from otheis' books" 

The old eds. have ^^Saue base,” <fec. — “Certainly ^bare'." Walker’s (7? if, 
Kxam. (&o. vol. i p. 279. 

P, 166. (5) “ in an abortive birth * 

The old eds. have “ia mj abortiue birth t" — a stnistake caught originally 
from the “ any” m the preceding line. 

P. 166* (6) “ Than wish a snow in May's new-fangled shows ; 

But like of each thing that in season grows. 

So you — to study now it is too late — 

OUmh o'er the house t' unlock the little gate." 

“ ^ Shows/ ” says Walker, “ is evidently wrong. ‘ Mirth' might serve as a bad , 
prop to the rhyme, till the true reading were discovered.” Crit. Exam, &c. 
voL iii. p. 35. — Mr. Staunton, in Addenda and Corrigenda to his Shakespeare^ 
observes ; “ * Shows’ here is a manifest misprint. 1 would read “ a snow 
on May’s new-fai^led wreut/i.”— Theobald remarks on the passage ; “ * New- 
fangled shows' seems to have very little propriety. The flowers are not new- 
fangled; but the earth is new-fangled by the. profusion and variety of the 
flowers t^t spring on its bosom in Hay. I have therefore ventured to sub- 
stitute * earthf which restores Ihe alternate measure*” — ^The last line stands 
int the folio thus ; 

“ That were to clymbe ore the house to vnlooke the gate ." — 

Mr. W. N. Lettsom, in a note on Walker’s Cnt. Exam. Sse., ubi supra, writes 
as follows ; “ It appears, moreover, that *But' at the hcgmning of the second 
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liae quoted above has changed places with ‘ So^ at the beginning of the fol- 
lowing couplet, for ‘ /So’ makes nonsense where it stands even with the pre- 
sent text , but qu.f did not Shakespeare write (for the text of this play 
seems to have oiiginated m a foul copy), 

‘ But jovlHI to study, now it is too late ; 

That were to climb o’er th’ house t’unlock the gate’ ^ 

The last line is from the first foho, I have only inserted the apostrophr.>, ku 
remove Mr. Collier’s metrical scruples.” 

P. 166. (7) “ sit you out ” 

So the quarto. — The folio has ** fit you — ^which Boswell and Mr. 0(Jilier 

think may be right. — Malone conjectures set you o?^f.”“-But the reading of 
the quarto (an expression borrowed fiom the card-table) is undoubtedly the 
true one. Compare, 

“ Leiois. ... 

King of Nauar, will onely you sit out 

The Tnjall of Gheualry, 1606, sig <3- 3. 

P. 166. (8) *‘sivore,^* 

The old eds have ‘‘ swome ” 

P. 166. (9) “A dangerous law against garrulity 
So Theobald (in a letter to Warburton, 1729, Nichols’s Illustrations ^ vol. li. 
p. 317), Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, and Mr. Singer’s Ms. Collector. — The 

quarto has “ against gentletie the folio against gentilitie.” — 

The old eds., having no prefix here, give this line, and the which fol- 

lows it, to Longaville. (Mr. Grant White objects to the reading garrulity,’*' 
because “the law was not directed against garmlity, although the penalty 
was fatal to it,” — an over-subtle objection.) 

P. 167. (10) “ that will last heep his oath." 

“ Harmony seems to require, ‘that last will keep,’ &c.” Walker’s Cnt Mxam. 
<Src. vol. ii. p. 250. 

P. 167. (ii) fashions" 

The old eds have “ fashion.” 

P. 167. (la) “ One whom the music" 

The two earliest eds, have "One who the music;" which (though in these 
plays “who” is frequently used for "whom") cannot with any propriety stand 
here on account of the “ lohm" in the third line : nor is it to be defended by 
a later passage, p. 175, 

“ Consider who the king your father sends ; 

To whom he sends,” &e 
where the construction is altogether different. 

P, 168. (13) low heaven." 

Theobald reads “ a loxo having.”— -Hr, Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes "a 
low hearing,” which alteration he probably made in consequence of finding 
(the mi^iint) “ hearing” in the next speech. 
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P. 168. (14) “ ot foibear laughing 

Capell’s correction — The old eds. have “ 0? forbear e hearing.” — Mr. W. N. 
Lettsom proposes and /orbcar laughing'^ 

P, 168. (15) “ as the style shall give us cause to climb in the mernnessy 

Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads to chime in in the meriiness,^' — to the 

d^-^'iiction of the qnihhle which was evidently intended here on the word 
^‘■styley 

P. 169. (16) “ hut so-so ” 

The^old eds. have “ hut so ” 

P. 169. (17) . of the'* 

The old eds. have “0/ thy.” — Corrected hy Walker {Cut Exam. (fee. voi. 11, 
p. 233). 

P. 169. (18) vessel , — ” 

So Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector. — ^The old eds. have “vassall.” 

P. 169. (19) **iotth — with , — ” 

The old eds. have “ Which with.** 

P. 170. (ao) “ the** 

The old eds. have thy.” 

P. 173, (a?) ** rational hind** 

Hanmer reads “irrational hind.** 

P.174. (22) “Dnll.” 

The old eds. have ^^Clo** i.e. Clown, — Costaid, 

P. 174. (23) fellows,** 

Qy. “ followers” ^ 


P, 175. {24) rapier t be still, dmm ' for your manager is in love 

Mr. Collier’s jMs. Corrector suhstitntes “ for your armiger is in love.** 

But since the “ managing** of vaadons sorts of weapons and of arms in general 
is frequently spoken of by onr early writers (e g. by our author in Ridm d IL 
act iii. sc. 2^ 

“ Yea, distaff-women manage rusty bills,” &e. 
and in the Sec* Fart of King Henry ZK act iii. se. 2, 

“ Come, manage me your caJiver 

also by Peele in Ms Arraignment of Paris, — Worhs, p. 367, ed. Dyce, 1861, 

“ If Mars have sovereign power to manage arms,” &c.), 

I do not choose to disturb the old text. 

P. 175. (25) I shall turn sonnetisV* 

The old eds. have^‘ turne sonnet.” — Hanmer printed “ — - ■■ turn son- 
neteer.” — Dr. Verplanck reads “ turn sonnets,” — an nnheard-of expres- 

sion; which Mr. Grant White adopts, observing that “we still speak of 
turning tunes or turning sentences.”—- Mr, Staunton, after giving the last- 
mentioned reading in his text, pronounces the old lection to be right : see 
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his note (h) on the thurd scene of the sec. act of Much Ado about Nothing, 

Mr. Collier’s Ms Corrector reads “ sonnet-maker.”— In substituting 

“smnetist” for “ sonnet” I liad an eye to a line in Bishop Hall’s SaHres, of 
which I was reminded by Mr Orant White’s note on the present passage ; 

** At ><1 is become a new-found sonnetist ” 

P. 176. (^6) “ In spending your wit in the piaise of vdne.^^ 

This line is not metrical unless a strong emphasis be laid on “ your ” ahcl it 
was altered by the editor of the second folio to “ Jti spending thus your wit in 
jaraise o/wnne.” 

P. 176. (27) ‘‘ Therefore to ’s seemeth it a needful com sc,” 

I may notice that boih the quarto and the folio have the contraction ^ to 

P. 176. (28) “ Longamlle'' 

In all piobability, it should be Lord Longaville,^^ 

P. 176. (29) “ the'^ 

Added in the second folio. 

P, 178. (30) Not sin to break iV' ^ 

The old eds. have “And sinne to heahe it which JoJSnson defends. — I 
adopt the reading of Hanmer, which is absolutely required by the context. 

P. 179. (31) ** Being but the one-half of an entire sum'’^ 

“Write *th’ one-half,’ and pronounce ^ entire^ as a trisyllable.” Walker’s 
Crit. Exam, &c, vol. ii. p, 92. 

P. 179.(32) ^*ofwUcli:^ 

The old eds. have “ of the whicUy 

P. 180. (33) “ The heir of Alengon, Katharine her name.^* 

Here the old eds. have “ -Eosaline hernamef* and a httle further on they 

make Boyet reply to Biron’s inquiry about the lady m the cap, “ Katherine 
by good hap .^^ — Steevens remarks, “ It is odd that Shakespeare should make 
Lumain inquire after EosaHne, who was the mistress of Biron, and neglect 
Katharine, who was his own. Bxron behaves in the same maimer,— Perhaps 
all the ladies wore masks except the Princess.” To which remark Malone 
subjoins, “ They certainly did, See p. 178, where Biron says to Bosaline, 
‘Kowfair befall your mask ” — ^I quite agree with a writer in Notes and 
QuerieSf iii. 163, that the “ masfts” have nothing to do with the matter, and 
that, from what has preceded and from what afterwards takes place, it is 
plain that in the present speech “ Katharine'^ should be substituted for 
« Bosaline,” andiuBoyet’s speech “BosaKnc” for “Katharine.” (Earlier 
in this scene, p. 178, the dialogue, “ Bid not I dance with you in Brabant 
oncet” &c,, is assigned by the quarto to Biron and Katharine f while the folio 
gives it to Biron and Bosaline,) 

Pi 181. {34) “ Bosaliney by good /idp.” 

See the preceding note. 

P. l82. (35) “ Bis tongue^ all impatient to speak and not see, 

To feel only looking mi fairest off air, 
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The meaning of these lines (which have been trtterly misunderstood by Stee- 
vens and Johnson) is — His tongue, not able to endure the having merely 

the power of speaking without that of seeing That they might have 

no feeling but that of looking on,” &c. 


P. 182. ( 36 ) “Piin. Cmne to our pavilion: Boyetis disposed'* 

Heib, till I noticed the passage in my Bemarhs on Mr Collier's and Mr. 
Knight's eds. of Shakespeaie, p. 37, sqq., the modem editors, in opposition to 
the old copies, agreed in wrongly putting a comma after “ dispos'd," as if the 
sentence were incomplete. The Princess uses “ dispos'd" m the sense of 
“ inOiined to rather loose mirth, somewhat wantonly merry,” — thinking, as 
she well might, that Boyet was talking a httle too freely, though Boyet, 
choosing to understand the word simply in the sense of “ inclined,” imme- 
diately adds, “ But to speak," &c. That such is the meaning of “ dispos'd" 
in the PrmcJ5fes’s speech is put beyond all possibpty of doubt by the foEow- 
ing passages, — which are only a few of those that might be adduced ; 

“ Longsh. Say any thing but so. 

Once, NeE, thou gav’st me this. 

Q. Elinor I pray, let go; 

Ye are dispos'd, I think. 

Longsh. Ay, madam ; veiy weE.” 

Peele’s Edwaid I,, — Works, p. 391, ed. Dyce, 1861. 

I have lov’d a thousand, not so few. 

Arn. You are dispos'd." 

Beaumont and Metoher’s Custom of the Country, 
act i. sc. 1 . 

“ Widow, I’E keep you waking. 

L Heart. You are dispos'd, sn ” 

lid., Wit without Money, act v. sc. 4* 

“ Lucina. The wenches are dispos'd." 

lid , Valentinian, act u. sc. 4. 

How grossly Mr. Collier, in the. second edition of his Shakespeare, has mis- 
represented what I had said about the word “ dispos'd," I have shown m my 
Strictures on that ed. p. 66 . 

P.183, ( 37 ) *^eyess" 

The quarto has “ eyelids the folio “ eie.” 


V. 183. ( 33 ) ** thin^helly doublet,** 

i, e. thin-belHed doublet.*— It is equaEy wrong to print here either (with the 
quarto) ** tMnh&MetB (thin beEy’s) douhUtf' or “ thin heldj’dmhlet see Mr. 
Staunton’s note (Addenda and Corrigenda to his Shakespeare), where a pass- 
age from Stubbes is cited, containing a mention of doublets with 0eat 
bellies hanging down and stuffed,” 


P. 183. ( 39 ) ** me r 

In the old eds. is misprinted “ men.” 
VOL. II. 


% 
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P. 183. ( 40 ) 

The old eds. have petrne.” 

P 183. ( 41 ) 

“ A message well sympathized; a horse to be ambassador for an assJ^ 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads messenger welUsympatMzedf^ Sso. 

P. 184. ( 42 -) “ Most nide melancholy 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes “Moist-eyed melanchohjf^ not under- 
standing the passage : — nor, indeed, does Mr. Collier ; to whose question, 
In what way had melancholy shown itself most rude the answer is ]^t 
By sighing in the face of the welkin,” — ^for which Armado is offering an 
apology. 

P. 184. ( 43 ) “ in the mailf^ 

Both the quarto and the folio have “ in thee male.” — Tyrwhitt and Mr, Col- 
lier’s Ms Corrector read ** in them all.” 

P, 184. ( 44 ) By virtuef^ 

“ Possibly, * By my virtue’.” Walker’s Cnt JSxam. &c. vol, ii. p 263. 

P. 186, ( 45 ) ** And stay'd the odds by adding four," 

Here, and in the repetition, Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, bent on precision of 
language, alters ” adding" to ** making.” But I believe that the author (how- 
ever improperly) wrote “ by adding fowr," i. e. by adding herself to the others 
so as to make the number four, 

P. 186. ( 46 ) ** Arm. Sirrah Costard^ X will enfranchise thee. 

Cost. Of ma/rry me to one Frances 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector makes Armado say, ” Sirrah Costard, marry, I 
will enfranchise thee," and Mr. Knight, in bis Stratford Shahespea/t'e, prints 
“ Marry, Costard, X will enfranchise thee." But, surely, the word “ enfran- 
chise" is quite enough to suggest the answer of Costard, without the “marry,” 
— ^which, by the by, is a term of Asseveration much too common for the mouth 
of Armado. 

P. 186. ( 47 ) ” set thee free from dwrance 

So Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, and Walker [Cnt. Exam, <fcc. voLii. p. 260), 
—The old eds. omit “ As Mr Collier has rejected this correction, I 

may observe that ihe same error occurs in Bonne’s Sermons, ed. 1640, p. 236, 
I. 9 ; ‘So then Calvin is from any singularity in that,’ <fec , where nobody can 
doubt that ‘ is free from' is the true reading.” W. K. Lettsom 

P. 187. ( 48 ) “ This semor-junioTf giant-dwarf. Ban Cupid;" 

Here the old eds have 

“ This signior Junios giant dwarf. Ban Oupid,” 

which some unnamed friend of Theobald very happily corrected as above, in* 
trodudng, with comparatively little viole3Btce to the letters, an opposition be- 
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tween “ senior” and “ junior,” to correspond with that between “ giant” and 
“ dwarf and it ought particulaidy to be remembeied that formeily the usual 
spelling of “ senior” was “ sigmor^' or “ signeurJ^^ Upton, however, was not 
satisfied with “senior-junior,” and conceiving that Shakespeare “intended to 
compliment Signior Juho Romano, Raphael’s most renowned scholar, who 
4rew Cupid in the character of a giant-dwarf,” he proposed to read 
“ This Sxgnim' Julio's giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid” 

{Crit» Ohserv on Shahesj^eare^ p. 231, sec. ed.) , an emendation which has 
been eagerly adopted by the late Dr. Wellesley (m Stray Notes on the Text 
of Slialespeare, 1865, p. 12} : but as Dr. Wellesley knew too much of Italian 
arfto adopt at the same time Upton’s mis-statement that “Julio Romano 
drew Cupid in the character of a giant-dwarf,” he is content to “ recognise in 
this burlesgue simile an allusion to the well-known portrait of the dwarf 
Oradasso gjelonging to Cardinal Ippolito de’ Medici] introduced into the 
foreground of the ‘ Allocuzione,’ one of the frescoes of Julio Romano, in the 
hall of Constantine in the Vatican, wherem the Emperor is represented point- 
ing out to his troops. the apparition of the Cross in the heavens. This por- 
trait IS truly a * giant-dwarf,’ of pigmy stature but Herculean muscular 
development, and is spoken of by Vasari as a very artistic production.” 

For my own part, I think it extremely improbable that Shakespeare, who 
wrote Lovers Lahoui 's lost shortly after he commenced his career as a drama- 
tist, should have been acquainted with a certain figure in one of the frescoes 
of Julio Romano; and equally improbable that, even supposing he had been 
acquainted wth the figure of Gradasso, he would have hazarded an allusion 
which must have been unintelligible to nearly all, if not to an> his audience. 
Besides, the words, 

“ This Sxgnior Julio's giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid,” 
can convey no other idea than that “the giant-dwarf depicted by Julio 
Romano was a representation of Cupid ,” — which we have gust seen was 
assuredly not the case, 

R. 187. ( 49 ) “ What^ uhat ' I love * Ism ^ I seek a %oife 
Here the second “ what" is a modern addition for the sake of the metre.— 
Mr. Samuel Bailey (On the Received Tenst of Shakespeare^ p, 146) would read 
“ What I to love ^ I sue * I seek a wife because elsewhere in this speech we 
have . 

“ Andtl to be a corporal of his field,” 

“ Nay, to be perjur’d,” 

“ And, amongst three, to love the worst of all 
“ And I to sigh for her I to watch for her I” 

“ To'pray for her 1 ” 

But, if the line iii question is to be made to correspond with the lines just 
cited, we must insert the particle “ to," not only before *Hove" but also b^ore 
“ sm" and before “ seek," 

,R. 187. (so) . right" 

Both the quarto and the folio have “ aright but compare the next line. 

P. 187 . ( 51 ) d wMtehj teautan with a velvet hrow" 

“ . . if common observation may be our guide, whiteness, whether by conti'ast 
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or not, is a peculiar attribute of dark features. . . tbis adjective ‘wbitely’ 
occurs m cant. 5, st. 74 of the Troja Bntannica [of Heywood] ; 

* That hath a wJiitely face and a long nose, 

And for them both I wonderous well esteeme her:’ 
which hues do not merely furnish an instance of the epithet * whitely,’ but in 
such company as parallels Shakespeare’s coupling of it with * a wanton ’ . . .. 
though * whitely’ and ‘ fair’ be not near allied, * wantonness’ and ‘ along nose' 
are, at least in our early dramatic writers, from whom principally old read- 
ings must be made good. That Mr. Collier should turn * whitely’ into * witty’ 
discloses more puerility of artifice than defect of knowledge ; while its trans- 
formation into ‘wightly’ by the Cambridge editors should be a warning to 
them and their compeers not to embark in novelties,” &e. Arrowsmith’s 
Shakespeare^ s Edttois and Commentator Sf pp. 4, 5. 

B. 187. ( 5 a) “ Well, I will love, write, sigh, pray, sue, and groan 
The ** and*^ was inserted by the editor of the second folio. 

B. 188. ( 53 ) a mounting mind.” 

I may notice that this expression occurs in Beele’s Edward I.; “ Sweet Nell, 
thou shouldst not be thyself, did not with thy mounting mind thy gift sur- 
mount the rest.” Works, p. 379, ed Lyce, 1861, 

B. 188. ( 54 ) “ coppice,” 

The double ending breaks in upon the characteristic fiowof the blank verse 
in this play. Qu, * copse ?” Walker’s Grit. Exam. <fco. vol. iii. p. 37 . 

B. 188. ( 55 ) “ 0 heresy in fair, 

Altered very improperly to “ 0 heresy in faith” by Mr. Collier’s Ms. Cor- 
rector, who perhaps did not know that here *^fair” is a substantive and 
means heauty. 

B. 189, ( 56 ) Eenelophon 

The old cds. have » Zenelophon.” But in the ballad of King Gophetua and 
the Beggar-maid, as given in Bercy’s Bel. ofAnc. Engl. Poetry, vol. i. 198, ed. 
1794, the fortunate beggar is called ** Penelophon.” 

B. 189, ( 57 ) ** anatomize” 

So the second folio.— The other old eds. have ** annothanize,”— which, says 
Mr. Knight, ‘*is evidently a pedantic form oimnotate; and we willingly 
restore the coined word.” But Mr. Knight may rest assured that he is 
mistaken, and that ** annothanize” is merely a misprint for annothamize” 
or *^motamize,” an old incorrect spelling of anatomize:” compare The 
Tragedie of Clmdim TiheHm Nero, 1607, 

’ Amtamize this sepulchre of shame.” Sig. N 2. 

(Xu As you like it, act i. sc. 1, ihe folio has bu| should 1 anathomize bivn to 
thee,” &o. , and in All’s well that ends well, act iv. sc. 3 , ** I would gladly have 
hm see his company &c.)— 1863. I find that Mr. Staunton 

gives “ asmothanizo,” and Mr. Grant White “ annotamze,” — voces nihiU. 
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P. 191. (58) “ Who IS the suitor * who ts the suitor i”’ 

The old eds. have “ Who is the shooter .... shooter — It appears that in 
Shakespeare’s days suitor was generally (if not always) pronounced shooter . 
hence the quibblmg in this dialogue 

P.191 (59) Finely put off 

1 once suspected that these words, as well as the subsequent Finely put 
on and Finely put on^ indeed should be assigned to Costard. 

P.191. (60) 

NoA in the old eds. 

P, 192. (6r) “ the pin^ 

So the second folio — The earlier eds. have “ the is in” (a repetition from the 
preceding Ijyie). 

P. 192. (6a) ^^Armador^' 

The quarto has ** Armatho the folio “ Armathor.” Now, as Costard else- 
where is troubled with the infirmity of either forgetting or blundering in the 
Spaniard’s name (at p. 168 he stammers out “ Signior Arm — Arm — commends 
you and again, atp. 202, he says, “ Of Bun AdramadiOf Bun Admmadio”), 
we may conclude that it was intended he should blunder here • but (as will 
be seen) he does not blunder, if we read, with the quarto, “ Armatho he 
does, if we adopt the reading of the folio, Armathor,” — ^which, however, in 
a modern teitt must be “ Amador.” 

According to the old eds., at p. 190, Armado’s letter is signed Bow 
Adrimo de Armatho,” — at p. 195, Jaquenetta speaks of “Bow Armatho,”— 
at p. 207, Sir Nathaniel mentions him as “ intituled^ nmimated, orcalled» Don 
Adriano de Armatho,” — and, at p. 220, the King terms Moth “ Armathoes 
^ar/e.” Hence it is evident, either that Shakespeare hesitated between “Ar- 
mado” and ” Armatho,” or (what is most probable) that he had originally 
written “ Armatho,” — ^that he afterwards preferred ” Amado,” — and that by 
an oversight the former spelling was retained in some places of the Ms. of 
the “ newly corrected and augmented” jilay (see the title-page of the quarto, 
1598), Throughout a modem edition, therefore, the name must be invaii- 
ably given with that spelling which occurs most frequently in the old copies. 
(In Twel/th-Nightf act iii. so. 2, the folio has “ Maluolio is turned Heathen, 
a verie Benegatho,^^) 

What Costard here says of Armado seems strangely out of place : and a 
line which rhymed to the seventh line of this speech is no doubt wanting, — 
186s, Mr. Staunton “has more than a suspicion that the whole passaige, from 
* O’ 33ay troth, most sweet 3ests I’ ifcc., or, at least, from * Armador o’ the one 
side,’ &c., down to ‘Ah, heavens t it is a most pathetical nit I’ belongs to the 
previews act, and in the original Ms. followed Costard’s panegyric on the 
page, — * My sweet ounce of man’s fiesh \ my incony dew I* It is evidently out 
of place in ihe present scene, and quite appropriate in the one indicated.” 

, P. 192. (63) “ 0 ’ owe aide,” 

Mr. Grant White prints 0* the to side,** observing that “ the original [the 
‘ fo^] has * dth to the side’ but he says nothing of the reading of the quarto 
(vfhloh, in fact, is the original), “ ath toothen side,” 
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P. 192. (64) “ vfh sanguis , — Hood 

The old eds. have “ sanguis in hlood:^ 

P 192 (6s) ‘‘ccelum,— ” 

The old eds have “ ceZo.”— Malone appears to have thought that Holofernes 
was using an Italian word here, for in his note he cites Flono’s Diet* ^ 

P. 193, (66) “ of taste'^ 

So Tyrwhitt — ^The old eds. omit “ 0/.” 

P, 193. (67) “ ser 

So Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector — The old eds. have “ see.”-— The earlier part 
of this speech is evidently corrupted : the whole of it ought to he in loose 
rhyming verse. 

P 193, (68) Dtctynna Dictynna,^’ 

Here the old eds have “ Dictisima,” and in the next speech Dictima ” 

P. 193 (69) “ to humour the ignorant I have called'^'' 

The words “ I have*'* were inserted hy Eowe. 

P. 194. (70) ^^preyfuV* 

If the right reading, means “pursuing prey or game.” The second folio has 
“ praiseful.” 

P.194 (71) “Hoi.” 

Here the old eds. have “ Nath and repeatedly afterwards in |his scene 
they make a strange confusion of names. 

P. 194. {72) “ Hoi. Of piercing a hogshead 

The Cambridge Editors print “ Bol, Piercing a hogshead t” under the idea 
that “the word ‘Of,’ which in the original Ms. was part of the stage-direction 
[prefix] * Holof.,’ has crept into the text.” This is a very ingenious mode of 
accounting for a word which certainly would be better away : but (the prefixes 
to speeches in early plays being always much contracted) the prefix “ Holof.” 
never occurs either in lie quarto or the folio ed. of this comedy ; it is always 
abbreviated to “ and what makes still more against the hypothesis of 

the Cambridge Editors is the fact, that to the present speech both the q^uarto 
and the folio prefix “ Nath.” 

P. 194. (73) “pmo/j,” 

Here the old eds. have “parson,” which Jaquenetta’s preceding speech shows 
to he an error. ^(And compare her speech in p. 902, “ Our misdoubts 
it,” «S5C.) 

P. 19^. (74) 

The old eds. have “ Amatho.” See note 62. 

P’ 196. (75) 

“ Celestial as thou art, 0, pardon love this wong, 

That sings the heavens* praise with such an earthly tongue** " 

The meaning plainly is — C^estial as thou art, O, pardon the wrong love 
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does in singing the heavens’ praise (that is, thine) with such an earthly- 
tongue. Yet the modem editors alter the punctuation to “ 0 pardon, love, 
this wrong,” <fec, — In the second line the old eds. omit “ t/ic,” — an omission, 
says Walker, “ obviously wrong. Bead, as in The Passwnate Pilgrim^ ix. 
* That sings the heavens’ praise’.” Cnt Exam, &o. vol. hi. p. 38. 

P. 195. (76) “ Here are onhj^^^ &c. 

To this the old eds. prefix “ Nath.'* See note 71. 

P 196. (77) ‘‘ Imitari” 

The’^old eds. have imitarie." 

P. 196. (78) “ Jaq Ay^ sir, from one Monsieur Btion, one of the strange 
queen's lords." 

But, as the reader knows, Biron was one of the ling's lords , and Jaquenetta 
has previously said that the letter was sent to her from J)on Armada , — Here 
Theobald made a very violent alteration. — ^Mason’s remark, that “ Shake- 
speare forgot himself in this passage,” is no more satisfactory than Mr. 
Knight’s, that ** it was the vocation of Jaquenetta to blunder.” 

P. 196. (79) "wilting" 

The old eds. have written.” 

P. 197. (So) “ Sit thee down^ sorrow 

Here the old eds. have “ Set thee," &c. : but previously, at p. 170, they agree 
in having Sit." 

P. 197. (81) The night of dew" 

Which ♦‘phrase,” says Steevens, “however quaint, is the poet’s o-wn. He 
means the dew that nightly flows down his ckeeJcs ." — It has been altered to 
“ The dew of night.” 

P. 198. (Sa) “ how far thou dost excel" 

The old eds, have “ how farre dost thou excell," &c.; by an accidental trans- 
position (as the next line shows). 

P. 198. (83) "jsefjure," 

L e. perjurer. TMs word was formerly common enough (which I mentiou 
because here some editors print “perjured”). 

P. 198. (84) “King.“ 

The old eds. have “ Long." 

P. 198. (85) “ Bisjigwe not kia slop." 

The old eds. have “ his shop.” — ^In mjPem Notes, dfc. p. 55, 1 expressed 

myself in favour of the reading “ shape but I now adhere to “ because 
, “ The*^/mjpe of Love’s Tybuxn,” «fcc. occurs only a few lines before. (We find 
the siiigular “ in Borneo and Juliet, act ii sc, 4, “ your French sUp.^') 
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P. 199. ( 86 ) “ AndJ wretched fools* secrets*^ 

« < soute’ secrets,’ I think.” Walker’s Ciit Sxma. &e. vol li. p. 296. 

P. 199. ( 87 ) “ she is hut cor^ioral 

The old eds. have **she is not, corpora^.’’— No misprint is more common than 
that of ** not” for “ hwt.” 

P, 199 ( 88 ) 

So Mr. S'wynfen Jervis. — ^The old eds. have “ Stoope.” 

P.199. ( 89 ) “J” 

Was added in the second folio. 


P, 200. ( 90 ) can passage find 

Our early poets (as here) use ** can” for “ gan” or “ began” in passages with- 
out number : and see Eichardson’s Diet in v. Can — The copy of this poem 
in England's Helicon, 1600, has ** gan passage findJ** 

P. 200. ( 91 ) “ Wish'd 

thy thorn ; — ” 

The old eds. have ‘‘Wish” and throne.” — Corrected in England's 

Helicon* ^ 

P. 200. (ga) “ whom Jove" 

Bowe in his sec. ed. gave *^whont ev’n Jove*' — ^Walker says, “Were it not 
for the concluding line, I should conjecture, ‘Thou iorwlwse love Jove.’” 
Crit Emm* &o. vol. iii. p. 89.— -Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads “ Thou for 
whom great Jove**' 

P. 200. { 93 ) “ lasting pain*" 

So Capell, BL*. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, and Mr. Singer’s Ms. Corrector. — 
The old eds. have “ fasting jpamc.” According to Johnson, here “fasting” 
paeans “ longing, hungry, wanting and Mr, Grant White retains that read- 
ing at the suggestion of a friend, who defends it rather oddly, 

P. 200. ( 94 ) “ Come, sir, your blush 

The old eds. have “ Cojne sir, you blush*" — Correctedjby Walker (Crit, Exam, 
&c. vol. ii. p. 190) ; also by Mr. Bwynfen Jervis, who was not aware that 
Walker had anticipated him. 

, P* 201. ( 95 ) One's hairs w&re gold, crystal the other's eyes 
The quarto has “One her kaires were," <fec.; the foho, “On her haires were,'^ 
&e. ; the other folios omit “ One,” — and so the earlier editors. — adopt the 
correction of Walker (Id. vol. iii. p, 39, — ^where his editor observes; “The 
modem received reading [* One, her hairs were gold, crystal the other's eyes'} 
has two unfortunate defects : it is against sense and metre. Walker s con- 
jecture satisfies both”). 
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P. 201. {96) “ Of faith infringed^ which such zeal did swear 2” 

So Walker [Id, ibid.) and Mr. S^T^fea Jervis independently. — The quarto 
and the folio have “ Faith infring ed, which, &q . — The second folio gives ‘‘A 
faith infringed, which such a zeale did sweareJ* 

P. 201. (97) “ no coaches &e. 

The old eds. have “ no conches,” &e. (The allnsion is to the king’s copy of 
verses, — “ No drop but as a coach doth carry thee,” &c.) 

J. 201. (98) “ To see a ling transfoi med to a gnat 

“ Alluding to the singing of that insect, suggested by the poetry the King 
had been detected in.” Heath. But Theobald once conjectured “ trans- 

formed to a quat !” — ^which Mr. Staunton also suspects to be the true reading I 

P. 202 (99) “ Not you to me, hut I betray'd by you ” 

The old eds. have ** Not you by me, hut I betray'd to you but the sense 
(as Mason saw) positively requires that “by” and “to” should be transposed ; 
compare what precedes and what follows. 

P. 202. (100) “ With men lihe you, men of inconstancy 

Both the quarto and the folio have 

“ With men, hie men of inconstancie" 

(not, as soma editors state, “ With men-like men," &e ), — The second folio has 
“ With men, like men of strung [strange] inconstancy," 
the line being restored to metre, but not to sense. — ^Mason’s conjecture, 

“ With moon-like men, of strange inconstancy," 
is, no doubt, mgemous: I much prefer, however, and have adopted, Walker’s 
correction (Cnt. Exam. &o. vol. ui. p. 40), though Walker himself was not 
satisfied with it. 

P, 202. (loi) “ Or groan for love ?" 

So the copy of the quarto belonging to the Duke of Devonshire (“ Or grone 
for houe 2”). — ^AU the other (known) copies of the quarto have “ Or grom 
for lone,” — ^instead of which last word the folio has “ loane and those who 
stiR defend that reading compare the couplet spoken by Biron at the close of 
act iii. (p. 187), 

, ** groan . 

Some men must love my lady, and s6me Joan." 

P, 202, (loa) “ What present hast thm there 
Mr, Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes “ What, peasant, hast thou there 2” 

P. 202. (103) 

So the old eds. See p. 194 ; and note 73. 

P/20$. (1:04) , 

A. ^w;ynfen Jervis would read one.’^ 
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P.203. (105) 

Mr. W, N. Lettsom reads “ even.” 

P.203. (106) 

The old eds. have “not ” — ^Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes “yet 
which is not so good as Mr. Collier’s own correction, “ 


P 203. (107) quoth you 

Is this an interpolation’ 

P. 204. (108) “ wood'^ 

The old eds. have “ word.” 

P. 204. (109) “ the scowl of night'' 

Theobald eonjectoed “ the stole of nighty" but adopted Warburtou’s reading, 
scowl of night '' — The old eds. have The Schools of night'' — I now 
believe that Warburton saw the true lection here. Compare “ At last, the 
scowling night with pitchy clouds began to overspread the brightsome hea- 
vens,” &c. Johnson’s Seven Cham^gions of Chnstendom^ Part First, sig. S 
verso, ed. 4to, n.d. 

P.204, (no) “brow?” 

The old eds. have “ biwes.” 

P.204, (ill) 

This “ and" (misprinted ♦^an”) was added in the second folio 

P. 205. (i la) “ Nothing so sure 

The quarto and the folio have “ O nothing so sure" — Corrected in the second 
folio. 

P. 205 (113) “ Consider what you first did swear untOt — ” <fcc. 

I give this speech as it was given by Capell, and as it assuredly ought to be 
given by every editor, — that is, freed from the ridiculous repetitions which 
encumber it in the old eds. There, after the Hue, 

“ Can you still dreamy and pore, and thereon looh ?” 

we find 

“ For when would you my Lord, or you, or you, 

Have found the ground ol studies excellence, 

Without the beauty of a womaus face ; 

From womens eyes this doctrine I deiiue, 

They are the Cround, the Bookes, the Achadems, 

From whence doth spring the true Promethean fire. 

Why, vniuersall plodding" &c. 
and again, after the line, 

“ And study too, the comer of your vow" 
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the old eds. have 


“ For where is any Author in the world, 

Teaches such beauty as a womans eye * 
Learning is but an adiunct to our selfe, 

And where we are, our Learning likewise is : 
Then when our seluvs we see in Ladies eyes, 
With our selues \pmitted m the second folio] 
Doe we not likewise see our learning there ’ 

0 we haue made a Vow to studie, Loids, 

And m that vow we haue forswome our Bookes 
For when would you {my Leege)," Ssq. 


According to the earhest edition, the quarto of 1598, Lovers Lahonr^s lost 
Was “newly corrected and augmented” by the author: and nothing can be 
Ijlainer than^hat in this speech we have two passages both in their original 
and m their altered shape, — the compositor having confounded the new 
matter with the old: — The play, as it stands in the foho, was reprinted from 
the quarto. 


P. 205. (i 14 ) “ Whyt imiversal plodding prisons up 

The nimble spirits in the arteries 

The old eds. have “ Why^ miuersall plodding poysons vp,” &c ; nor in the ex- 
pression “poisons up,” taken by itself, is there anything objectionable, since 
“ up” was often so used after certain verbs [e, g, 

“ Woo’t dnnh up eisel?” Mamlet, act v. sc. 1. 

“ Enough to stifle such a villain «p.” King JohUi ^ct it. sc. 3) * 

but here the context distinctly proves that “poysons” is an en*or for “pn- 
sows.” (The folio has the same misprint in The First Part of King Henry FI. 
act V. sc. 4, 

“ for boyling choHer chokes 
The hollow passage of my poyson'd voyoe.”) 


P. 205. ( 115 ) ^^bemty^s^* 

The old eds. have beautis” and ** beauties,”^Hanmer reads “ beauteous.” 


P. 206. (i 16 ) “ the mice of all the gods 

So, earlier in this speech, p. 205, we find 

“ In that each of you have forsworn Ms book,” ^c. ; 

and passages with the same construction occur in other plays of Shakespeare ; 
in HumUt, act i sc. 2 , , 

’ “ more than the scope 

Of these dilated articles allow , 

it being very common for our early writers to put a verb plural after a nomi-' 
native singular when a genitive plural intervenes. Compare Beaumont and 
Fletcher’s Bondman 
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“ on whose pikes 

The honour of their actions sit inirinmpli.” Act i. sc. 1. 

** if he stir, a deadly tempest • 

Of huge stones fall upon us.” Act v sc. 3. 

Indeed, examples of this usage might he multiplied without end. (In the 
present passage Mr. Collier and Mr. Knight print “ Makes,” though in that 
just quoted from Hamlet they retain “ allow.” Mr. Collier, too, ohseives, 
“ Malone, following the folio, reads Make hut the quarto has “ Make'^ as 
well as the foho.) 

P. 206. ( 117 ) humanity 

The old eds. have “humilitie.” — Corrected hy Walker (Cnt, Exam, &o, 
vol. iii. p. 41) ; and so too Mr. Colher’s Ms. Corrector. 

P 206. (i 18 ) *‘loves^^ 

Hanmer printed moves ” 

P. 206. ( 119 ) authors'^' 

The old eds. have “ author.” 

P. 207. ( 120 ) “ her" 

See note 56 on The Comedy of Errors, 

P. 208. ( 121 ) ^Ht instnuateth one o/insanire; ne intelligis, domine ? to 
max frantiCi lunatic ” 

The old eds. have “ it insinuateth me of infamie ,,,, to make franticke^ lu- 
naticke," — The alteration of “me” to “owe” is made hy Mr. Collier’s Ms. 
Corrector. For the alterations ^*insanire" (in which reading I now find 
Walker agrees with me, Crit. Exam, &c. vol. iii. p. 41) and “ wfaa;,” I am 
answerable. — In what immediately follows here, the Cambridge Editors print 
“ Nath, Laus Deo, bene intelhgo. 

Hoi, Bon, bon, fort bon, Priscian ! a little scratched, Hwill serue,''^ 

I can conceive nothing more unlikely than that Holofemes should call Na- 
thaniel “ Priscian,” and that he should not (to use the words of the Editors 
in their note) “ admit his perfect accuracy,” even when poor Nathaniel is 
gmltless of any blunder. Besides, French sounds rather oddly from the mouth 
of Holofemes. 

, P. 208. ( 122 ) “ third" 

So Theobald. — ^The old eds. have “ last.” 

P. 209. ( 123 ) “ the charge-home" 

Steevens supposes it to mean “the free-school” [?].— Mr. Collier’s Ms. Cor- 
rector substitutes “large house ” 

P. 209. ( 124 ) “ well culled, choice;" 

So the second folio.—The earlier eds, have culd, chose.” 
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P.209, (125) “m?/” 

A modem addition. 

P. 209. (126) ^^remembet thy cowrtesy,^^ 

Wlien, in my Few Notes^ &;o. p. 56, 1 maintained that Malone was right in 
supposing that here we ought to read remember not thy courtesy,^* I had 
forgotten the following passage in Ben Jonson’s Every Man his Humom ; 
“To me, sir^ What do you mean? — Pray you, remember your eourt'sy. 
[Eends] To his most selected fi lend^ Master Edward Knowell. — What might 
the gentleman’s name be, sir, that sent it’ — Nay, you^ he covered,'' 

WorhSi i. 14, ed. Giflbrd. 

P. 210. (127) ^^hreahwigs-ouV^ 

The old eds. have “breakmg out.” 

(% 

P. 210. (128) “ Sir Nathaniel^' 

The old eds. have “ Sir Holofemes.” 

P. 210. (129) “ at” 

Was added in the second folio. 

P 210.(130) as to present^' 

Qy. “ to present as” ’ 

P.210. (131) “or” 

The old eds. have ** and,” 

P. 210. (1 32) “ shall pass for Pompey the Great 

So Capell. — ^The old eds. have “ shall passe Pompey the great^^^ which, says 
Steevens, “ seems to mean, shall march in the procession for him, walk as 
his representative,” — ^The Cambridge Editors conjecture “ shall pass as,” &c. 

P. 211. (133} ** A lady walVd about with diamonds ' — 

Look ym what I have from the loving ling''* 

Walker says, “ surely these lines ought to change places.” Crit. Exam. &e, 
vol. Sir, p, 42. 

P. 211. (i 34) “ Past cure is still past edre'' 

The old eds- have “past care is still past cure.” 

P. 212. (135) “ 'Ware pencils^ ho ! let me not die your debtor^" 

So Hanmer. — The old eds. have “ Ware pensals. How? Let me not die ymr 
de5ton”-^Elsewhere frequently in the old copies of our author’s plays “ Hio” 

* Spelt “ How so in The Merchant of Venice t act v. sc. 1, “ Peace, how the 
moone,” dfco.; in Hamlet, act v. sc. 2, “Hou?? Let the doore be look’d;” in 
Antony and QUopatra^ act i. sc. 2, “P^om Scicion horn the newes?” and 
now Enqbarbns and for examples of that spelling In other writers see my 
Notm^ p. 57. 
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P 212. (136) 

“ Kath. A ^ox of that jest ' and heslirew all s7w*ow?s.” 

This line is given in the old eds, to the Princess. — Both the quarto and the 
folio have “ and I beshrew,^* &c. — “ In 29 out of 31 examples, in Shake- 

speare, ‘ heshrew^ is a mere exclamatory imprecation. Here the pronoun 
apparently disturbs the metre ; but there appears to be a still more serious 
ground of suspicion m the construction. It seems against natural grammar 
to connect with the copula an imprecation and an assertion. Pope attempted 
to cui'e the metre by omitting * A* before * pox’.” W. N. Lbttsom. 

P. 212. (i 37) ** But what was sent to you from fair Dumain P 
The old eds. have ^^Bu% Eatherine, what was sent^” &o. 

P. 212. (138) ^^And shape Ms service wholly to my bests. 

And make him proud to make me proud that jests 

The quarto and the foKo have “ wholly to my deuice,” <feo. — The editor 

of the second folio prmted “ all to my behests,” (fee. 

P. 213. (139) potent-hke*^ 

The quarto has **perttaunt the folio “pertaunt like ” — In my former 
edition I printed *‘portent-Zt/ce,” but I now prefer the conjecture of Singer, 
and of Walker (Crit Exam* vol, i. p. 28), though not perfectly satisfied that 
it is Shakespeare’s word. 


P. 213. (140) to wantonness** 

Bo the second folio. — ^The earlier eds. “ to wantons be.” 

P. 213. {141) “ madanit** 

** Possibly *maddme* here and in some other passages of the play,” Walker’s 
CriU Exam. (fee. vol. iii. p. 43. 


P. 213. (142) “ encounters mounted are** 


Mr. Collier gives, with his Ms. CoiTeetor, ** encounterers mounted are** and 
observes that ” those who support the old reading have not told us in what 
way encounters could he mounted.” Now, in Antony and Cleopatra, act ii, 
sc. 2, Mr. Collier prints 


” 1 did enquire it ; 

And have my learning from some true reports, ' 

That drew their swords with you 

hut, to be consistent, he ought to have printed “ some true reporters** and to 
have observed in a note that “those who support the old reading have not 
told us in what way reports could draw their swords.”— Compare, too, 

“ To rouse wrongs, and chase them to the hay.” 


(which Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector alters to 


King Bichard II, act ii. sc, 3. 


“ To rouse his wrongers, chase them to the bay.”) 
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and 


‘^Nay, Warwick, single out some other chase, 

Eor I myself will hunt tins wolf to death.” 

Third Fart of King Henry VL act ii. sc. 4. 

“ Which are to France the spies and speculations 
Intelligent of our state,” &c King Lear, act iii. sc 1. 


(where Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, regardless of the metie, alters specula- 
tions^'* to “ spectators ”) 

' To conclude ; in all these five passages, by a usage not uncommon with 
poeij^, the abstract is put for the concrete, — “ encounters*^ for “ encounterers,” 
“ repo?*t 4 .‘” 'for ‘‘reporters,” wi ongs** iov “wrongers,” chase** for “object 
of ddase,” and “ speculations** for “ speculators.” 


P. 213. (f43) ** That charge their breath against us 

Mr. Collier reads most absurdly, with his Ms. Corrector, “ That chaige the 
breach against us ^** — Compare Much Ado about Nothing, act v. so. 1, “ Sir, 
I shall meet yow* ioit in the career, an you charge it against me.” 

P. 214. {144) “ To cheek their folly, passion* s solemn tears** 

“ Mr, Collier’s annotator, for ^solemn tears’ reads ^sudden tears’ [and so Mr. 
Singer’s Ms. Corrector], which is, at least, a very plausible suggestion. But 
whether we have sudden or solemn teais, I cannot help believing the hne 
should iun,-i^‘ To check their foUy*s passion,* &o,” Staunton. 

P. 214. ( 145 ) “ apparelVd thus, — ** 

Walker {Crit Emm, &c. vol, i. p. 71} suspects that a hue is lost after these 
words. 


P, 214 . (146) ^nove-suit** 

So Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, and Walker {Id, ibid.). — The old eds. have 
“ houe-feaV* 

P. 215 . {147) “/icr” 

So the second folio, — The earlier eds. have “ Ms.” 

P, 215 . (148) ^* ne * er ** 

So the second folio.-*-The eatlier eds. have “ ere.” 

P. 215, (149) “ Boyet, FcauHes no neher than rich tajfeta** 

The old eds. give this line to “Ber.” — TheobMd assigned it to Boyet, and 
rightly beyond all doubt. Boyet here, as afterwards, catches at the words of 
Moth, in order to confuse Mm: hence, p. 220, the King exclaims, 

*« A tester on his [ie, Boyet’s] sweet tongue, with my heart, 

Thitt put Armado’s page out of Ms part I” 

Biron, m the context showSj ife now only full of anxiety that the address may 
• ^be correctly spoken. ' , , 
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P. 217 ( 150 ) “ The mmiCf*' &o. 

The old eds. give this line to Rosaline. 

P. 218. ( 151 ) ^^wits. 

Twenty adieus, my frozen Muscovits.^* 

Here (and here only) both the quarto and the folio have “ Muscovits ,^^ — for 
the sake of an exact rhyme. 

P, 218. ( 152 ) “ hingly-yooT flout 

Ml*. Collier’s Ms. Corrector (most probably because he savp- in the sixth^Hne 
above “ dry-beaten with pure scoff”) reads “ killed by pure on which 

Mr. Singer {Shakespeare Vindicated, p 26) very justly remarks, “ The suc- 
ceeding line, had it been attended to by the corrector, would have shown him 
that kilVd could not be the misprinted word, for the Princess continues, ^ 

‘ Will they not, think you, hang themselves to-night?’ ” 

Mr. Singer less happily adds, “ I have no doubt we should read ‘ stung by 
poor floufy — That “ kingly-poor flouf^ is right, I agree with Mr. Grant White, 
who observes that it “ refers to the King’s lame retort at parting.” 

P. 218. ( 153 ) “0,” 

Added in the second folio. 

P.219. ( 154 ) 

Added in the third foHo. 

P, 220. ( 155 ) 

See note ii on The Memy Wives of Windsor. 


P, 220. (i 56 ) ** Till this man showed thee ^ 

The old eds. have **TiU this madman shewed thee?^^ — an error which, as 
Walker suggests {Cnt. Bxam. Sso. vol. i. p. 321), perhaps originated in the 
** madam'*' of the next line. 


P. 221. (i 57 ) “ Fair gentle^sweet," 

** Fair” was added in the second folio.--(In Lay’s Law Trickee, 1608, we find 
** God save, faire sweete." Big. B 4.) 

P. 222 . ( 15 S) , swoon 

The quarto has sound f idie folio “ swound” (but instances of the spelling 
swoon” occur in the folio). 

P. 222. ( 159 ) ** spruce affectation, 

• . . maggot ostentaUon 

The old eds. have spruce affection,” &o. 
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P. 224. {i6o) “ That smiles his cheeh in years*' 

Here years'* lias been altered to “fleers” and to “jeers.” But the old 
reading seems to be right, meaning “ one who, by continual grinning, smiles 
his face into wnnUes :** “ in** was often used for “ into.” 

P. 224. (i6i) manage,** 

Some coines of the quarto have “ nuage,” others, with the folio, “ manager.” 

P. 225. (162) “ to joursent one man, — e*en one ^oor man , — ” 

The old eds. have “ to perfect one man m one poors man,** — ^Walker (Orit, 
Msecm. Sze, vol. ii. p 298) proposed ^^pursent ” Malone made the correction 
“ e*en,** (Compare Costard’s second speech in this scene.) 

P. 225. (163) **Pompi<m** 

Here the old eds. have “ Pompey,” but just before **Pompion,** 

P, 225, (164) Where zeal strives to content, and the contents 
Dies in the zeal of that which it presents,** 

Malone gives “ Die in the zeal 0/ them which it presents,** 

P. 226. (165) “dfi laguerra,** 

So Theobald ; and rightly, Armado being a Spaniard. — The old eds. have 
“delaguar.” 

P. 226. (166) Abate throw at novum,** 

Malone printed Abate a throw at novum,** — ^The editor of the second folio 
substituted “ A bare throw at Novum,** 

P. 226. {167) ‘‘ and the whole woi Id again 

Cannot pick out five such, take each one in his vein.** 

Bo the quarto : and compare The First Part of King Henry IV, act ii. sc. 4, 
“Could the world pick thee out three such enemies, again,” &c. — The folio 
has “ Cannot piicke out,** <fce., — ^which Malone defends by saying that “our 
author uses the same phrase in his 20th Sonnet in the same sense,** It is 
necessary, therefore, that I cite the line, — But since she [i, e. Nature] pricked 
thee out for women’s pleasure,” &c. 

P. 227. (168) Prin. Stand aside, good Pompey,** 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector gives this speech to the King ; some of the earlier *- 
editors give it to Biron, 

P, 227. (169) ** Great Hercules is presented by this imp,** 

Walker (Shakespeare's TersiflmUm, p. 98) would read “ Great Hercules’ 
presented,** <fco.,*~4;he apostrophe showing the elision of ** is,** 

’ P, 228. (170) [Moth retires.*’ 

The 0I4 eds, have Here the modem editors, with the exception ’ 
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of Capell and of the Cambridge Editors, retain the unaccountably 

forgetting that afterwards in this scene (p. 2S0) Moth speaks to his master, 

P. 228 (171) ^*Alas^poor Maccahaus, how hath he been baited 
“Pronounce ^Maccabcsus^ with the broad, like the ai in ^ baited,^ lor no 
one who knows Shakespeare can doubt that a quibble is intended.” Walkei’s 
Cnt, Exam. &o. vol. m. p. 45. 


P.229. (17a) Rector^s.^^ 

So the first 4to. — The other old eds. haTe “ Hectoi ” 

P 229. {173) ye” 

The old eds. have fight, yea.” ^ 

P. 229 (174) ” [Biron steps to Costaid, whispers him, and then returns 
to his place.” 

The old eds. have ^^Beiowne steppes forthy — Mr. Grrant White substitutes 
“ Bibone goes out,'^ with the following note “ Since Capell’s edition, it has 
been the universal practice to make Bn*one whisper Costard, who is kept 
on the stage, — a very clumsy arrangement, as well as mconsistent with the 
original direction. This direction shows, that, although no entrance is marked 
in the original, Costard (whose exit is there directed when the Princess says, 
‘ Stand aside, good Pompey’) comes running in, crying ‘ The party is gone,’ 
drc., after Birone has put him up to the track. Mr. Collier’s folio has, in the 
latter place, ‘ Enter Costaed hastily, and unarmed.^ ” Here Mr. Grant White, 
misled by some remarks of Mr. Collier, most erroneously states that, accord- 
ing to the old editions, Costard makes his essit at the words “ Stand aside, 
good Pompey his exit is not set down there at all, but just before those 
words, is ^^Exit Cm.,” i.e. Curate, Sir Nathaniel. 


P. 230. (175) “ The party is gonef' 

In the old eds. these words, printed in italics, stand on a line by themselves, 
between this and the preceding speech ; but they certainly belong to Costard* 


P, 231. (176) Farewell, loorthy lord f 

A heavy heart bears not a nimble tongue . 

Excuse me so, coming so short of thanks 
For my great suit so easily obtain^d.^^ 

The old eds. have “ a [the second folio “an”] humble tongue f' which 

Capell, Steevens, and Malone defend . — 1 adopt the reading of Theobald (and 
of Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector). — Another obvious alteration, “ — ^ licms 
but a humMe tongue,*^ is at variance with the context, for the Princess is 
not speaking of 'the character of hey thanks, only of their scantiness.— The 
, quarto has “ coming too slmt of thanks f* &c.; but the reading of the folio (to 
;whioh Mr. Collier obiects because it makes the advmh so occur thhes 
in two linet”) seems more In i^e maimer of Shakespeare. ' , / 
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P. 231. (i 77) “ The exit erne part of time** 

The old eds. have “ The extreme parts of time,** — In this passage “ loose** is 
a term in archery, meaning “ the discharge of the arrow from the how.” 

P, 232 (178) 

“ Piin. I understand you not my gnefs are dull. 

Bn on Honest plain loords best pierce the ear of grief ^ — ” 

The old eds. have “ my gnefs are double” {i,e,^ says Malone, “1. on 

account of the death of her father, 2, on account of not undei standing the 
Kiny*8 meaning**^, — ^For “double” Capell substituted “deaf*” but the con- 
text proves that the reading of Mr. CoDier’s Ms. Corrector, “ dully* is, beyond 
an doubt, the true one. (The corruption was easy — dulle — duble — double.) — 
1863. I now find that Walker (Cnt. Exam, Sso, vol iii. p. 46) agrees with 
Capell in reading “ deaf but (though Mr. W. N. Lettsom is also opposed 
to me) I still prefer “ dull.” 

P. 232. (179) strange** 

The old eds. have “straying.” 

P. 232. (180) mul)ec(m*d" 

“ Perhaps wrong.” Walker’s Cnt, Exam, Ssq, vol. li. p. 69. 

P. 282. (i^gi) “ them,** 

Added by Pope. 

P, 232. (18a) “ than this in our respects** 

The quarto has “ then this our respects the folio, “ then these are our re- 
spectsJ^ 

P.233 (183) “^blossom of your love y 

" But that it bear this trialy and last love 

“ * hasty* ” observes Steevens, “ is a verb. ‘ If it last love’ means, if it con- 
tinue to be love,” 

P. 233. (184) “ Come challengey challenge 

The <dd eds. have “ Come challenge me, challenge me,'*' 

P. 233. (185) Hence every theiiy my heart is in thy breast.*' 

After this line the cdd eds. have 

“ Ber, And what to me my Loue ? and what to me ? 

Eos, Ton must he purged too, your sins are rack’d [rank] . 

You are attaint with faults and periurie : 

Therefore if you my fauor meaae to get, 

A tweluemonth shall you spend, and neuer rest, 

But seeke the weane beds of people sicke,” — 

all which, improved jsud expanded, occurs presently after. See note 113. 
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P. 233. (i86) 

“ Bum. But what to me, my love ? hut what to me ^ 

A wife ^ 

Kath. A heard, fair health, and honesty, &c. 

Tile old eds, have 

“ Bu. But what to me, my hue * hut what to me 2 
Kat. A wife ? a heai d, faire health, and honestie,^'* fee. — 

Here, with the Cambridge Editors, I give the words A wife*^ to Bumont. 

P. 234. (187) continue them,'"* 

The old eds. have “ continue then,” — a manifest error 

P. 233. (188). ^^And cucloo-huds of yellow huef' 

In the old eds. this line is the second of the stanza. 

P. 236. {189) ^^Tu-whof^ 

Omitted in the old eds. both here and in the corresponding part of the next 
stanza. 
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A MIBSUMMEB-NIG-HT’S BREAM. 

Is one of tlie works of Shakespeare enumerated by Meres in his JPalladis 
Tamia^ &o. 1598 (see the Memoir of Shakespeare) , and was probably written 
two ^r thiee years before that date, but at what precise period we cannot de- 
termme. To suppose that the words of Titama, act n sc 1, “ Therefore the 
winds, piping to us in vain,” &c , allude to the state of the weather m Eng- 
land in 1594, is ridiculous , nor is it less so to suppose that any particular 
allusion is obtained in the lines on the neglect of learning, act v. sc. 1, 

“ The thrice-three Muses mourning for the death 
Of learning, late deceas’d in beggary,” — 
though one commentator would make them refer to Spenser’s poem, The 
Teares of the MuseSf 1591 ; another to Spenser’s death (m which ease, as 
Spenser did not die till Jan 1598-9, the lines must have been an addition to 
the original text) ; and a third to the death of Robert Greene, in 1692 —A • 
Midsmimer-Nighfs Dream was entered to Thomas Fisher in the Stationers’ , 
Registers, Oct 8th, 1600, and published by him m quarto during that year 
Another and less accurate quarto put forth by James Roberts has the same 
date. — “It is probable,” says Steevens, “that the hint for this play was 
received from Chaucer’s Kmghfs Tale;*^ but I can find little resemblance 
between the tale and the play, except that Theseus and Hippolyta are cha- 
racters in both, and that Philostrate is Arcite’s assumed name in the tale, 
while it is the name of the Master of the Bevels m the play With the Life 
of Theseus in North’s Plutarch (translated from the French of Amxot) Shake- 
speare, it is plain, was acquainted. Oberon, Titania, and Puck or Robin 
Goodfellow, were already well known personages in the fairy mythology 
when Shakespeare with such exquisite skill introduced them into A Mid~ 
eummer-Nighfs Dream, While composing the burlesque interlude of Pyra- 
mus and Thisbe, — a subject very popular in those days, — ^he seems to have 
had an eye to Golding’s translation of Ovid’s Metamorphoses (see Book iv, 
p. 43 



DRAMATIS PERSON-SE. 


Thesetjs, duke of Athens. 

Egeus, father to Henxiia. 

Lysandeb, 1 

^ tin love mthHermia. 

Demetbius, ) 

Philostbate, master of the revels to Theseus 
Quince, a carpenter. 

Snug, a joiner. 

Bottom, a weaver. 

Flute, a bellows-mender. 

Snout, a tinker. 

Stabveling, a tailor. 

Hippolyta, queen of the Ama 25 ons, betrothed to Theseus. 
Hebmia, daughter to Egeus, in lofe with Lysander. 
Helena, in love with Demetrius. 


Obbbon, king of the fairies. 
Titania, queen of the fairies. 
Puck, or Robin Ooodfellow. 
Peas-blossom, 

Cobweb, 

Moth, 

Mustabd-seed, 


I fairies. 


Pyeamus, 

Thibbe, 

Wall, 

Moonshine, 

Lion, 


^characters in the interlude perfoimed 
by the Clowns. 


Other Fairies attending theii* King and Queen. Attendants on Theseus 
and Hippolyta. 

ScJENE — Athem^ and a wood near it. 
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ACT I. 

Scene I, Athens. A room in the palace of Theseus. 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Philosteate, and Attendants. 

The. Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour 
Draws on apace ; four happy days bring in 
Another moon : but, 0, methinks, how slow 
This old moon wanes ! she lingers my desires, 

Like to a step-dame, or a dowager, 

^ Long withering out a young man’s revenue. 

Hip. Four days will quickly steep themselves in nights ; 
Four nights will quickly dream away the time ; 

And then the moon, like to a silver bow 
New-bent^^ in heaven, shall behold the night 
Of our solemnities. 

The. Go, Philostrate, 

Stir up th’ Athenian youth to merriments ; 

Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth : 

Turn melancholy forth to funerals, — 

The pale companion is not for our pomp. {EMt Philostrate. 
Hippolyta, I woo^d thee with my sword, 

And won thy love, doing thee injuries; 

But I will wed thee in another key, 

With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling. 

Enter Egeus, Heemia, Lysanbbb, Demtrius. 

Ege. Happy he Theseus, our renowned duke f 

The. Thanks, good Egeus : what’s the news with thee ? 
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Ege. Full of vexation come I, with complaint 
Against my child, my daughter Hermia. — 

Stand forth, Demetrius. — My noble lord, 

This man hath my consent to marry her. — 

Stand forth, Lysander : — and, my gracious duke, 

This man hath witch’d^^^ the bosom. of my child : — 
Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhymes, 

And interchang’d love-tokens with my child : 

Thou hast by moonlight at her window sung, 

With feigning voice, verses of feigning love 
And stol’n th’ impression of her fantasy 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gauds, conceits, 
Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweetmeats, — messengers 
Of strong prevailment in unharden’d youth : 

With cunning hast thou filch’d my daughter’s heart ; 
Turn’d her obedience, which is due to me, 

To stubborn harshness : — and, my gracious duke, 

Be ’t so she will not here before your grace 
Consent to marry with Demetrius, 

I beg the ancient privilege of Athens, — 

As she is mine, I may dispose of her : 

Which shall be either to this gentleman 
Or to her death, according to our law 
Immediately provided in that case. 

The. ■^at say you, Hermia ? be advis’d, fair maid : 
To you your father should be as a god ; 

One that compos’d your beauties ; yea, and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wax, 

By him imprinted, and within his power 
To leave the figure, or disfigure it. 

Demetrius is a worthy gentleman. 

Her, So is Lysander. 

The. In himself he is ; 

But in this land, wanting your father’s voice, 

The other must be held the worthier. 

Her. I would my father look’d but with my eyes. 
The. Bather your eyes must with his judgment look. 
Her. I do entreat your grace to pardon me, 

I know not by what power I am made bold, 

Nor how it may concern my modesty, 
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In such a presence here to plead my thoughts ; 

But I beseech your grace that I may know 
The worst that may befall me in this case, 

If I refuse to wed Demetrius. 

The. Either to die the death, or to abjure 
For ever the society of men. 

Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires ; 

Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 

Whether, if you yield not to your father’s choice, 

You can endure the livery of a nun ; 

For aye to be in shady cloister mew’d, 

To live a barren sister all your life, 

Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon. 
Thrice-blessed they that master so their blood, 

To undergo such maiden pilgrimage ; 

But earthlier-happy^^^ is the rose distill’d 
Than that which, withering on the virgin thorn, 

Grows, lives, and dies in single blessedness. 

Her. So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord, 

Ere I wiiryield my virgin patent up 
Unto his lordship, whose unwished yoke 
My soul consents not to give sovereignty ^ 

The. Take time to pause ; and, by the next new moon, — 
The sealing-day betwixt my love and me, 

For everlasting bond of fellowship, — 

Upon that day either prepare to die 
For disobedience to your father’s will, 

Or else to wed Demetrius, as he would ; 

Or on Diana’s altar to protest 
For aye austerity and single life. 

Hem. Eelent, sweet Hermia :~and, Lysander, yield 
Thy crazed title to my certain right. 

LyB. You have her father’s love, I?emetrius ; 

Let me have Hermia’s : do you marry him. 

Ege. Scornful Lysander ! true, he hath mf love. — 
kn^ what is mine my Iota shall render him; 

And she, is inine, — and all my right of her 
I, do estate unto Demetrius. 

I am, my lord, as well deriv’d as he, 

As welipossep’d ; mjr love is more than his j; . 
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My fortunes every way as fairly ranked — 

If not with vantage — as Demetrius’; 

And, which is more than all these boasts can be, 

I am belov’d of beauteous Hermia : 

Why should not I, then, prosecute my right ? 

Demetrius, 111 avouch it to his head, 

Made love to Nedar’s daughter, Helena, 

And won her soul ; and she, sweet lady, dotes, 

Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry, 

Upon this spotted and inconstant man. 

The, I must confess that I have heard so much. 

And with Demetrius thought to have spoke thereofi 
But, being over-full of self-affairs, 

My mind did lose it. — But, Demetrius, come ; 

And come, Egeus ; you shall go with me, 

I have some private schooling for you both. — 

For you, fair Hermia, look you arm yourself 
To fit your fancies to your father’s will ; 

Or else the law of Athens yields you up — 

Which by no means we may extenuate — 

To death, or to a vow of single life. — 

Come, my Hippoiyta: what cheer, my love?— • 

Demetrius, and Egeus, go along : 

1 must employ you in some business 
Against our nuptial ; and confer with you 
Of something nearly that concerns yourselves. 

Mge, With duty and desire we follow you., 

[Exeunt Thes, Hip, Ege, Dent, and Train, 
Lye, How now, my love ! why is your cheek so pale ? 
How chance the roses there do fade so fast ? 

Her, Belike for want of rain, which I could well 
Beteem them from the tempest of mine eyes. 

Lye, Ay me ! for aught that ever I could read, 

Could ever hear by tal^ or history, 

The course of true love never did run smooth ; , 

But, either it was different in blood, — 

Her, 0 cross ! too high to be enthrall’d to low 
Lys, Or else misgraffM in reject of years, — 

Her, O spite ! too old to be engag’d to young ! 

Lye, Or else it stood upon the choice of friends, — 
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Her, 0 hell ! to choose love by another’s eyes ! 

Lys, Or, if there were a sympathy in choice, 

War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it. 

Making it momentany as a sound, 

Swift as a shadow, short as any dream ; 

Brief as the lightning in the collied night, 

That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and earth, 

,And ere a man hath power to say, ‘‘Behold !” 

Thd jaws of darkness do devour it up : 

So quick bright things come to confusion. 

Her, If, then, true lovers have been ever cross’d, 

It stands an edict in destiny ; 

Then let us teach our trial patience, 

Because it is a customary cross, 

As due to love as thoughts, and dreams, and sighs, 
Wishes, and tears, poor fancy’s followers. 

Lys, A good persuasion : therefore, hear me, Hermia. 
I have a widow aunt, a dowager 
Of great revenue, and she hath no child : 

From Athens is her house remote seven leagues ; 

And she respects me as her only son. 

There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee ; 

And to that place the sharp Athenian law 
Cannot pursue us. If thou lov’st me, then, 

Steal forth thy father’s house to-morrow night ; 

And in the wood, a league without the town. 

Where I did meet thee once with Helena, 

To do observance to a morn of May, 

There will I stay for thee. 

Her, My good Lys&der ! 

I swear to thee, by Cupid’s strongest bow i 
By his best arrow with the golden head; 

By the simplicity of Venus’ doves ; 

By that which knitteth souls and prospers loves ; 

And by that fire which burn’d the Carthage queen, 

When the false Trojan under sail was seen ; 

By all the vows that ever men have broke, 

In number more than ever women spoke ; — 

In th^t same place thou hast appointed me, 

To-naorrow truly lvill I meet with thee. ' 
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Lys. Keep promise, love. Look, kero comes HeleBa. 

Enter Helena. 

Her. God speed fair Helena ! wMtker away ? 

Hel. Call you me fair ? that fair again unsay. 

Demetrius loves your fair : 0 happy fair '. ^ 

Your eyes are lode-stars ; and your tongue s sweet air 
More tuneable than lark to shepherd’s ear. 

When wheat is green, when hawthorn-buds appeal. 

Sickness is catching : 0, were favour so. 

Yours would I catch,® fair Hermia ! ere I go, 

My ear should catch your voice, my eye your eye> , 

My tongue should catch your tongue s sweet me y. 

Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated. 

The rest rU‘® give to be to you translated. 

0, teach me how you look ; and with what art 
You sway tlic motion of Demetrius heart ! 

Her. 1 frown upon him, yet he loves me still. 

Hel. 0, that your frowns would teach my smiles sue 

chilli , 

Her. I give him curses, yet he gives me love. 

Hel. 0, that my prayers could such affection move . 

Her. The more I hate, the more he follows me. 

Hel. The more I love, the more he hateth me. 

Her. His folly, Helen, is no fault of mine. 

Hel. None, but your beauty : would that fault were mine . 
Her. Take comfort : he no more shall see my face ; 
Lysander and myself will fly this place. 

Before the time I did Lysander see. 

Seem’d Athens as a paradise to me : 

0, then, what graces in my love do well. 

That he hath turn’d a heaven unto a hell ! 

Lys. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold : 

To-morrow night, when Phoebe doth behold 
Her silver visage in the watery glass. 

Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass, — 

A ihat lovers’ flights doth stiH conceal, — 

Through Athens’ gates have we devis’d to steal. 

Her. And in the wood, where often you and I 
Upon feint primrose-beds were wont to lie. 
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Emptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet. 

There my Lysander and myself shall meet ; 

And thence from Athens turn away our eyes, 

To seek new friends and stranger companies/^^^ 

Farewell, sweet playfellow : pray thou for us ; 

And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius ! — 

Keep word, Lysander : we must starve our sight 
Prom lovers’ food till morrow deep midnight. 

I will, my Hermia. [£Ja:it Herm. 

Helena, adieu : 

As you on him, Demetrius dote on you ! [Exit, 

HeL How happy some o’er other-some can be ! 

Through Athens I am thought as fair as she. 

But what of that ? Demetrius thinks not so ; 

He will not know what all but he do know : 

And as he errs, doting on Hermia’s eyes, 

So I, admiring of his qualities. 

Things base and vile, holding no quantity. 

Love can transpose to form and dignity : 

Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind ; 

And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blind : 

Nor hath love’s mind of any judgment taste ; 

Wings, and no eyes, figure unheedy haste : 

And therefore is Love said to be a child, 

Because in choice he is so oft beguil’d. 

As waggish boys in game themselves forswear, 

So the boy Love is perjur’d eveiy where : 

For ere Demetrius look’d pn Hertnia’s eyne, 

He hail’d down oaths that he was only mine ; 

And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt. 

So he dissolv’d, and showers of oaths did melt. 

I will go tell him of fair Hermia’s flight : 

Then to the wood will he to-morrow night 
Pursue her ; and for this intelligence 
If I have thanks, it is a dear expense : 

But herein mean I to enrich my pain, 

To have his sight thither and back again. [Exit 
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Scene II. The same. A room in Quince’s house. 

•fH 

Mnter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout, and Stakveling. 

Quin. Is all our company here ? 

Bot. You were best to call them generally, man by man, 
according to the scrip. 

Quin. Here is the scroll of every man’s name, which is 
thought fit, through all Athens, to play in our interlude before 
the duke and the duchess on his wedding-day at night. 

Bot. First, good Peter Quince, say what the play treats 
on ; then read the names of the actors ; and so grow to a point. 

Quin. Marry, our play is The most lamentable Smedy and 
most cruel death of Byranms and Thisbe. 

Bot. A very good piece of work, I assure you, and a 
merry. — Now, good Peter Quince, call forth your actors by 
the scroll. — Masters, spread yourselves. 

Quin. Answer as I call you. — ^Nick Bottom the weaver, 

Bot. Eeady. Name what part I am for, and proceed. 

Quin. You, Nick Bottom, are set down for Pyijamus. 

Bot. What is Pyramus ? a lover, or a tyrant ? 

Quin. A lover, that kills himself most gallantly for love. 

Bot. That wHi ask some tears in the true performing of 
it : if I do it, let the audience look to their eyes ; I will move 
storms, I will condole in some measure. To the rest yet/^®^ 
my chief humour is for a tyrant : I could play Ercles rarely, 
or a part to tear a cat in, to make all split. 

The raging rooks* 

And shivering sliocks 
Shall break the locks 
Of prison-gates ; 

And Phibbus’ car 
Shall shine from far, 

And make and mar 
The foolish Fates.” 

This was lofty ! — ^Now name the rest of the players.' — This is 
Ercles’ vein, a tyrant’s vein ; — a lover is more condoling. 

Quin. Francis Flute the bellows-mender. 

* The To^mg rocks, &0.3 “Probably a quotation [somewhat altered?] 
from an old play, founded on i^e labours of Hercules.** Malone. 
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Flu, Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin, You must take Tliisbe on you. 

Flu, What is Thisbe ? a wandering knight ? 

Quin, It is the lady that Pyramus must love. 

Flu, Nay, faith, let not me j)lay a woman; I have a beard 
'Coming. 

Quin, That’s all one : you shall play it in a mask, and 
you may speak as small as you vdll. 

*Sot, An I may hide my face, let me play Thisbe too : I’ll 
«pcak in a monstrous little voice; — ^‘Thisne, Thisne,” — Ah, 
Pyramus, my lover dear ! thy Thisbe dear, and lady dear !” 

Qiiin,^o^ no ; you must play Pyramus : — and, Plate, you 
Thisbe. 

Bot, Well, proceed. 

Quin, Robin Starveling the tailor* 

Star, Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin, Robin Starveling, you must play Thisbe’ s mother, 
— Tom Snout the*tinker. 

Snout, Here, Peter Quince. 

Qum, Yon, Pyramus* father ; myself, Thisbe’s father ; — 
Snug the joiner, you, the lion’s part : — and, I hope, here is a 
play fitted. 

Snug, Have^you the lion’s part written ? pray you, if it 
be, give it me, for I am slow of study. 

Quin, You may do it extempore, for it is nothing but 
roaring. 

Bot. Let me play the lion too : I will roar, that I will do 
any man’s heart good to hear me ; I will roax', that I will 
make the duke say, ^‘Let him roar again, let him roar again.” 

Quin. An you should do it too terribly, you w^ould fright 
the duehess and the ladies, that they would shriek; and that 
were enough to hang us all. 

AIL That would hang us, every mother’s son, 

Bot, I grant you, Mends, if that you should fright the - 
ladies out of their wits, they would have no more discretion 
but to hang us ; but I will aggravate my voice so, that I will 
' roar you as gently as any sucking dove ; I will roar you an 
^twere any nightingale* 

Qnin, You can play no part but Pyramus ; for Pyramus 
is a sweet-faced man ; a proper man as one shall see in a 

,ton. III.' ’ ' ^ ^ ' , ' , ’ ' / 'X 
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summer’s clay ; a most lovely, gentlemaii-like man : therefore 
you must needs play Pyramus. 

* Bot. Well, I will undertake it. What beard were I best 
to play it in ? 

Quin. Why, what you will, 

Bot. I will discharge it in either your straw-colour beard, 
your orange-tawny beard, your purple-in-grain beard, or your 
Prench-crown-colour beard, your perfect yellow. 

Quin. Some of your French crowns have no hair at^Il, 
and then you will play barefaced. — But, masters, here are 
your parts : and I am to entreat you, request you, and desire 
you, to con them by to-morrow night ; and meet jne in the 
palace-wood, a mile without the town', by moonlight : there 
will we rehearse, — for if 'we meet in the city, we shall be 
dogged with company, and our devices known. In the mean 
time I will draw a bill of properties, such as our play wants, 
I pray you, fail me not. 

, Bot. We will meet; and there we may rehearse more 
obscenely and courageously. 

Quin* Take pains; be perfect; adieu.^^^^ Ati;he duke’s 
oak we meet. 

Bot. Enough ; hold, or cut bow^'-strings, 


ACT II. 

ScEJ^E I. A zcoocl near Athens. 

Enter^ from oj)posite sides^ a Fairy, and Puck. 

BiicJi. How now, spirit ! whither wander you ? 
Fm. Over hill, over dale, 

Thorough bush, thorough brier, 

' : Over park, over pale. 

Thorough flood, thorough fire, 

- : I do wander every where. 

Swifter than the moon’s sphere 
And I serve the fairy queen, 

To dew her orbs upon the green. 
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The cowslips tall her pensioners he : 

In their gold coats spots you see ; 

Those be rubies, fairy faYOurs, 

In those frecldes live their savours : 

I must go seek some dewdrops here. 

And hang a pearl in every cowslip’s ear. 

Farewell, thou lob of spirits ; I’ll be gone : 

Our queen and all her elves come hero anon. 

Suck. The king doth keep his revels here to-night : 
Take heed the queen come not within his sight ; 

For Oberon is passing fell and wrath. 

Because thpt she, as her attendant, hath 
A lovely boy, stol’n from an Indian king ; 

She never had so sweet a changeling : 

And jealous Oberon would have the child \ 

Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild ; 

But she perforce withholds the loved boy, 

Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all her joy : 
And now they never meet in grove or green. 

By fountain clear or spangled starlight sheen, 

But they do square, that all their elves, for fear, 

Creep into acorn-cups, and hide them there. 

FaL Either I mistake your shape and making quite, 
Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite 
Call’d Eobin Goodfellow : are you not he 
That frights^^^^ the maidens of the villagery ; 

Skims milk, and sometime labours in the quern, 

And bootless makes the breathless housewife churn ; 
And sometime makes the drink to bear no barm ; 
Misleads night-wanderers, laughing at their harm ? 
Those that Hobgoblin call you, and sweet Puck, 

You do their work, and they shall have good Inch ; 

Are not you he^? 

PticL Faixy, thou epeak’st aright 
T am that merry wanderer of the night. 

1 jest to Oberon, and make him senile, 

'.TYhen I a fat and bean-fed hor'se beguile, 

Neighing in likeness of a filly foal : 

And sometime lurk I in a gossip’s bowl. 

In very likeness of a roasted crab ; 



270 


A DBEAM. 


* u T ir. 


And wlien ske drinks, against her lips I bok, 

And on her withered dewlap pour tke ale. 

The wisest aunt, telling tke saddest tale, 

Sometime for tkree-foot stool mistaketk me ; 

Tken slip I from ker bum, down topples she, 

And ‘‘tailor*’ cries, and falls into a cougk; 

And tken tke wkole quire hold tkeir kips and loff. 

And waxen in tkeir mirtk, and neeze, and swear 
A merrier kour was never wasted tkere. — 

But room now, fairy ! here comes Oberon.^^^^ 

Fau And here my mistress. — ^Would that ke were gone ! 

Enter ^ from one aide, Obeeon, with his Train ; fmnVie other^ 
Titania, tcUh hers. 

Obe. Ill met by moonlight, proud Titania. 

Tita, What, jealous Oberon! — Fairies, skip hence 
I have forsworn his bed and company. 

Ohe. Tarry, rash wanton : am not I thy lord ? 

Tita. Then I must be thy lady : but I know 
When thou hast stoFn away from fairy-land, < 

And in tke shape of Corin sat all day, 

Playing on pipes of corn, and versing love 
To amorous Phyllida. Why art thou here, 

Come from the furthest steep of India, 

But that, forsooth, tke bouncing Amazon, 

A our buskin’d mistress and your warrior love. 

To Theseus must be weddec? ? and you come 
To give their bed joy and prosperity. 

06 c. How canst thou thus, for shame, Titania, 
dance at my credit with Hippolyta, 

Knowing I know thy love to Theseus ? 

Didst thou not lead him through the glimmering night 
Prom Perigenia,®^> T\hom ke ravished? 

And make him with fair iEgle break his faith, 

With Ariadne and Antiopa ? 

^ita. These are the forgeries of jealousy: 

And never, smce the middle summer’s spring, 

MH;we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead, 

By paved fountain or b;^ rushy br^^ 

Or in the bd^hed margeht of ihe \eeaj*^h 
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To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind, 

But with thy brawls thou hast disturb’d our sport* 
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain, 

As in revenge, have suck’d up from the sea 
Contagious fogs ; w^hich falling in the laud, 

Have every pelting river made so proud. 

That they have overborne their continents : 

The ox halh therefore stretch’d his yoke in vain, 
The^ploughman lost his s^veat ; and the green corn 
Hath rotted ere his youth attain’d a beard ; 

The fold stands empty in the diwned field, 

And crow?i are fatted with the murrain flock ; 

The nine-men’s-monis is fill’d up with mud ; 

And the quaint masses in the wanton green, 

For lack of tread, are undistinguishable : 

The human mortals want their winter cheer 
No night is now with hymn or carol blest : — 
Therefore the moon, the governess of floods, 

Pale in her anger, washes all the air, 

That rheumatic diseases do abound : 

And thorough this distemperature we see 
The seasons alter : hoary-headed frosts 
Fall in the fresh lap of the crimson rose ; 

And on old Hiems’ thin and icy crowui^^’^^ 

An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds 
Is, as in mockery, set : the spring, the summer, 
The chiiding^^^^ autumn, angry winter, change 
Their w^onted liveries ; and the mazed wmid. 

By their increase, now Iknows not whicli is which : 
And this same progeny of evils comes 
From our debate, from our dissension ; 

We are tbeir parents and original. 

. Obe. Do you amend it, ihen ; it lies in you : 
Why should Titania cross her Oberon ? 

I do but bog a little changeling boy, 

To be my henchman. 

Tita, Set your heart at rest ; 

The fairy-land buys not the child of me. 

His mother was a votaress of my order : 

And, in the spiced Indian air, by night. 
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Full often liatli slie gossip\l by my side ; 

And sat with me on Neptune’s yellow sands, 

Marking th’ embarked traders on the flood ; 

When we haye laugh’d to see the sails conceive 
And grow big-bellied with the wanton wind ; 

Which she, with pretty and with swimming gait 
Following, — ^her womb then rich with my young sq[uire,— 
Would imitate, and sail upon the land, 

To fetch me trifles, and return again, 

As from a voyage, rich with merchandise. 

But she, being mortal, of that hoy did die ; 

And for her sake I do rear up her boy; 

And for her sake I will not part with him. 

Ohe. How long within this wood intend you stay ? 

Tita* Perchance till after Theseus’ wedding-day. 

If you will patiently dance in our round. 

And see our moonlight revels, go with us ; 

If not, shun me, and I will spare your haunts. 

Ole. Give me that boy, and I will go with thee. 

Tita. Not for thy fairy kingdom. — ^Fairies, away ! 

We shall chide downright, if I longer stay. 

[Exit Titania with her Train. 
Ole. Well, go thy way: thou shalt not from this grove 
Till I torment thee for this injury* — 

My gentle Puck, come hither. Thou rememher’st 
Since once I sat upon a promontory, 

And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin’s back, 

Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath, 

That the rude sea grew civil at her song, 

And certain stars shot madly from their spheres, 

To hear the sea-maid’s music. 

Tuck. I remember. 

Ole. That very time I saw— but thou eouldst not — 
Hying between the cold moon and the earth, 

Onpid all arm’d : a certain a|m he took 
At a fair vestal throned by the west, 

And loos’d his love-shaft smartly from his bow, 

As it should pierce a hundred-thousand hearts : 

But I might see young Cupid’s fiery shaft 
Quench’d in the chaste beams of the watery moon, 
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And the imperial votaress passM on. 

In maiden meditation, fancy-free. 

Yet mark’d I where the bolt of Cupid fell : 

It foil upon a little western flower, 

Before milk-white, now purple with love’s wound, 
And maidens call it love-in-idleness. 

Fetch me that flovrer ; the herb I sliow’d thee once : 
The juice of it on sleeping eyelids laid 
WSl make or man or woman madly dote 
Upon the next live creature that it sees. 

Fetch me this herb ; and be thou here again 
Ere the ]j|pviathan can swim a league. 

Puck. I’lh‘^^^ put a girdle round about the earth 
In forty minutes. 

Ohe. Having once this juice, 

I’ll watch Titania when she is asleep, 

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes. 

The next thing then she waking looks upon, — 

Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull. 

On meddling monkey or on busy ape, — 

She shall pursue it with the soul of love : 

And ere I take this charm off from her sight, — 

As I can take it with another herb, — 

I’ll make her render up her j)age to me. 

But who comes here ? lam invisible ; 

And I will overhear their conference. 

Enter Demetrius, Heuexa following him, 

Dem* I love thee not, therefore pursue me not* 
Where is Lysandei* and fair Hermia ? 

The one I’ll slay, the other slayeth 

Thou told’st me they were stol’n into this wood ; 

And here am I, and wood within this wood, 

Because I cannot, meet my Hermia. 

Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more. 

' Hel. You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant; 
But yet you draw not iron, for^^^, my heart 
;;is true as steel ; leave you your: power to draw, 
And- 1 shall have no power to follow you. 

: pm. 1 entice you ? do I speak you fair ? 


[Exit. 
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Or, ratlier, do I not in j)lamest truth 
Tell yon I do not nor I cannot love yon ? 

Hel, And even for that do I love jou the more. 

I am your spaniel ; and, Demetrius, 

The more yon heat me, I 'vvill fara on yon : 

Use me hut as your spaniel, spurn me, strike me, 
Neglect me, lose me ; only give mo leave, 

Unworthy as I am, to follow you. 

What worser iDlacc can I heg in your love, — 

And yet a place of high respect with me, — 

Than to he used as you use your dog ? 

Dem, Tempt not too much the hatred of my sp^ifc ; 
For I am sick when I do look on thee. 

Hel, And I am sick when I looli not on you. 

Dem^ You do impeach your modtsty too much, 

To leave the cit}^ and commit j^ourself 
Into the hands of one that loves you not ; 

To trust the opportunity of night, 

And the ill counsel of a desert place, 

With the rich worth of your virginity. ’’ 

HeL Your virtue is my privilege for that. 

It is not night when I do see your face, 

Therefore I think I am not in the night ; 

Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company, 

For you in my respect are all the world : 

Then how can it be said I am alone, 

When all the world is here to look on me ? 

Dm. Ill run from thee and hide mo in the brakes, 
And leave thee to the mercy of wild-beasts. 

Hel. The wildest hath not such a heart as you. 

Eun when you will, the story shall be chang’d, — 
Apollo files, and Daphne holds the chase; 

The dove pursues the grijfin ; the mild hind 
MaJkes speed to catch the tiger, — bootless speed, 

When cowardice pursues, and valour flies ! , 

, - I will^not stay thy question let me go : 

Orj, if thou follow me, do not believe 
; But I shall do thee mischief in the w’-ood. 

Hel Ay, in the temple, in the town, the field, 

You do me mischief. Fie, Demetrius ! 
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Your wroBgs do set a scandal on mj sex : 

We cannot fight for love, as men may do ; 

We should be woo’d, and were not made to woo. 
ril follow thee, and make a heaven of hell, 

To die upon the hand I love so well. [Exeunt Dem. and HeL 
Obe, Fare thee well, nymph : ere he do leave this grove, 
Thou shalt fly him, and he shall seek thy love. 

Ee-niter Puck. 

Hast^^ou the flower there ? Welcome, wanderer, 
there it is. 

Obe. I pray thee, give it 

I know a oank •whereon the wild thyme blows, 

Where ox-lips and the nodding violet grows ; 

Quite over-canopied with luscions^^-^ woodbine, 

With sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine : 

There sleeps Titania sometime of the night, 

Lull’d in these flowers^'*^^^ with dances and delight ; 

And there the snake throws her enamell’d skm, 

Weed widfe enough to wrap a fairy in : 

with the juice of this I’ll streak her eyes, 

And make her full of hateful fantasies. 

Take thou some of it, and seek through this grove : 

A sweet Athenian lady is in love 

With a disdainful youth : anoint his eyes ; 

But do it when the next thing he espies 
May be the lady : thou shalt know the man 
By the Athenian garments he hath on. 

Effect it with some care, that he may prove 
More fond on her than she upon her love : 

And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow. 

Pack. Fear not, my lord, your servant shall do so. 


Scene n. Another part of the noocL 

Enter Titania, fier Train, 

Tita* Come, now a roundel and a fairy song ; 
Then, for the third part of a minute, hence ; — 
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Some, to kill cankers in the musk-rose buds ; 

Some, war with rere-mice for their leathern wings, 

To make my small elves coats ; and some, keep back 
The clamorous owl, that nightly hoots and wonders 
At our quaint spirits. Sing me now asleep ; 

Then to your offices, and let me rest. 

SONO, 

Fairy, You spotted snakes with double tongue. 

Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen ; 

Uewts and blind-worms, do no wrong, 

Come not near our fairy queen. 

CTIOEUS. 

Philomel, with melody 
Sing in our sweet lullaby ; 

Lulla, lulla, lullaby, lulla, lulla, lullaby: 

ITever harm, 

IsTor spell nor charm, 

Come our lovely lady nigh ; 

So, good night, with lullaby. 

Becohd Fairy. Weaving spiders, come not here; 

Hence, you long-legged spinners, hence I 
Beetles black, approach not near ; 

Worm nor snail, do no oifenco. 

OHOEUS. 

Philomel, with melody, <&c. 

Fint Fairy. Hence, away ! now all is well : 

One aloof stand sentinel. 

[E^reunt Fairies. Titania sleeps^ 

Enter OBBEO^^ 

Obe. What thou see*st when thou dost wake, 

[Squeezes the fiotmr on Titania" $ eyelids ^ 
Ho it for thy true-love take ; 

Love and languish for his sake ; 

Be it ounce, or cat, or bear, 

Hard, or boar , with bristled hair, 

In thy eye that shaH appear , , 
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When thou wak’st, it is thy dear : 

Wake when some vile thing is near. \E.vit, 

Enter Lysander and Hermia. 

Lys, Fair love, you faint with wandering in the wood ; 

And, to speak troth, I have forgot our way : 

Well rest us, Hermia, if you think it good, 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

%e)\ Be’t so, Lysander : find you out a bed ; 

For I this bank will rest my head. 

Lys. One turf shall serve as pillow for us both \ 

One hea?t, one bed, two bosoms, and one troth. 

Her. Nay, good Lysander ; for my sake, my dear, 

Lie further off yet, do not lie so near. 

Lys. 0, take the sense, sweet, of my innocence ! 

Love takes the meaning in love’s conference. 

I mean, that my heart unto yours is knit, 

So that but one heart we can make of it : 

Two bosoms interchained with an oath ; 

So then two bosoms and a single troth. 

Then by your side no bed-room me deny ; 

For lying so, Hermia, I do not lie. 

Her. Lysander riddles very prettily : — 

Now much beshrew my manners and my pride, 

If Hermia meant to say Lysander lied. 

But, gentle friend, for love and courtesy 
Lie further off; in human modesty, 

Such separation as may well be said 
Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid, 

So far be distant ; and, good night, sweet friend : 

Thy love ne'er alter till thy sweet life end ! 

Jjys. Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, say I; 

And then end life when I end loyalty ! 

Here is my bed : sleep give thee all his rest ! 

Her. With half that wish the wisher’s eyes be press’d ! 

\They sleep. 

Enter Puck. 

Tack. Through the forest have I gone, 

But Athenian found I none, 
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On -w’hose eyes I niiglit approve 
This flower’s force in stirring love. 

Night and silence ! 's^ho is here ? 

Weeds of Athens ho doth wear: 

This is he my master said 
DespisM the JLthenian maid ; 

And here the maiden, sleeiflng sound, 

On the dank and dirty ground : — 

Pretty soul ! she durst not lie 
Nearer this lack-love, this kill-courtesy 
Churl, upon thy eyes I throw 

[^Squeezes thejloicer on Lysanclcr'^ cyeluU. 
All the power this charm doth owe. 

When thou wak’st, let love forbid 
Sleep his seat on thy eyelid : 

So awake when I am gone; 

For I must now to Oberon. [EaslL 

Enter PEMETnius and IIeleka, mnning. 

IIcL Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Demetriul* 

Dem. I charge thee, hence, and do not haunt me thus. 
Ilel. 0, wilt thou darkling leave me? do not so. 

Dem. Stay, on thy peril : I alone will go. [EMt. 

HeL 0, 1 am out of breath in this fond chase ! 

The more my prayer, the lesser is my grace* 

Happy is Hermia, wheresoe’er she lies ; 

For she hath blessed and attractive eyes. 

How came her eyes so bright ? Not with salt tears : 

If so, my eyes are oftener, wash’d than hers. 

No, no, I am as ugly as a hear ; 

For beasts that meet me run away for fear : 

Therefore no marvel though Demetrius 
Do, ^s a monster, fly my presence thus. 

What wicked and dissembling glass of mine 
Made me compare "with Hermia’s sp^hery eyne ?— 

But who is here ? — Lysander ! on the ground J 
Dead ? or asleep ? — see no blood, no wound. — 

ILysancter, if you live, good sir,^ awake, 

^ Ly$, Istmiing upj And xun through fire I will fox % 

' sweet sake, . ^ 
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Transparent Helen Nature sliows her art/®’^ 

That through thy bosom makes me see my heart/^'"^ 

Where is Demetrius ? 0, how fit a word 
Is that vile name to perish on my sword ^ 

Hel, Do not say so, Lysander ; say not so. 

What though he love your Hermia? Lord, what though ? 
Yet Hermia still loves you : then be content. 

Lys. Content with Hermia ! No ; I do repent 
Tim tedious minutes I with her have spent. 

Nof?3[mmia, but Helen now I love 
Who WTiSmot change a raven for a dove ? 

The will ot man is by his reason sway’d ; 

And reason says you are the worthier maid. 

Things growing are not ripe until their season : 

So I, being young, till now ripe not to reason ; 

And touching now the point of human skill, 

Eeason becomes the marshal to my will, 

And leads me to your eyes ; w^here I o’eiiook 
Love-stories, written in Love’s richest book. 

HeL '►Wherefore was I to this keen mockery born ? 

When at your hands did I deserve this scorn ? 

Is’t not enough, is’t not enough, young man, 

That I did never, no, nor never can. 

Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius’ eye, 

But you must flout my insufficiency ? 

Good troth, you do me wrong,— good sooth, you do, — 

In such disdainful manner me to w^oo. 

But faro you well : perforce I must confess 
I thought you lord of more true gentleness. 

0, that a lady, of one man refus’d, 

Should of another therefore be abus’d I lExiU 

Ly§, She sees not Hermia. — Hermia, sleep thou there : 
And never mayst thou come Lysander neUr ! 

Fpi', as a surfeit of the sweetest things 
The deepest loathing to the stomach brings ; 

Or, as the heresies that men do leave 
Are hated most of those they did deceive; 

So thou, my surfeit and my, heresy. 

Of all be hated, but the most of me ! ' 

And, all my powers, address your love and might 
To honour Helen, and to be her knight ! , 
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Her. lairalinfi] Help me, LysaiKler, help me ! tlo thy best 
To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast ! 

Ay me, for pity !— uhat a dream was here ! 

Lysandcr, look ho-iv I do quake with fear 
Methought a serpent cat my heart away. 

And you sat smiling at his cruel prey . — 

Lysander! — ^what, remov’d ?— Lysandcr ! lord!— 

What, out of hearing ? gone ? no sound, no word ? 

Alack, where are you? speak, an if you hear ; 

Speak, of all loves ! I swoon''*^' almost with fear. 

N'o ?_thcn I well perceive you are not nigh : 

Either death or you I’ll find immediately. [E l it. 


ACT III. 

Scene I. The wood. Titania lying asleep. 

Enter Quince, Sncq, Bottom, Ei-ute, Snout, and SiAEVELma 

Bot. Are we all met ? 

Quin. Pat, pat ; and here’s a marvellous convenient place 
for our rehearsal. This green plot shall be our stage, this 
hawthorn-brake our tiring-house ; and we will do it in action 
as we will do it before the duke. 

Bot. Peter Quince, — 

Quin. What say’st thou, bully Bottom ? 

Bot There are things in this comedy® of Pyramvs and 
TJdsbe that will never please. First, Pyramus must dra^ a 
sword to kill himself; which the ladies cannot abide. How 
answer you that ? 

Snout. By’r lakin, a parlous fear. 

Star. I believe we must leave the killing out, when all is 
done. 

Bat. Not a whit: I have a deiiee to make all well. Write 
me a prologue ; and let the prologue seem to say, wo will do 
no harm with our swords, and that Pyramus is not killed 
indeed ; and, for the more better assurance, tell them tiiat I 
Pyramus am not Pyramus, but Bottom the weaver : tLw will 
put them out of fear. 
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Quin. Well, we will liave sueli a prologue; and i 
be written in eight and six. 

Bot. No, make it two more ; let it be written in eigl 
eight. 

S)ioi(t. Will not the ladies be afeard of the lion? 

Star. I fear it, I promise you. 

Bot. Masters, you ought to consider with yourselve 
bring in, — God shield us! — a lion among ladies is a 
dreadful thing ; for there is not a more fearful wild-foT 
your lion living ; and we ought to look to it. 

Snout, Therefore another prologue must tell he 
lion. 

Bot. Nay, ^-ou must name his name, and half 
must be seen through the lion*s neck; and he hims 
speak through, saying thus, or to the same defect, — 1 
-^or, ^^Fair ladies, — I would wish you,’’ — or, worn 

quest you,” — or, I would entreat you, — not to fear, nt 
tremble : my life for yours. If you think I come hithe 
a lion, it were pity of my life : no, I am no such thing ; I 
a man as other men “are — and there, indeed, let him n? 
his name, and tell them plainly he is Snug the joiner. 

Qzii^in. Well, it shall be so. But there is two hard thin^ 
—that is, to bring the moonlight into a chamber ; for, y 
know, Pyramus and Thisbe meet by moonlight. : 

Snug. Doth the moon shine that night we play our play 

Sot A calendar, a calendar ! look in the almanac ; fi 
out moonshine, find out moonshine. 

Qtiin. Yes? it doth shine that night. 

Bot Why, then may you leave a easement of the 
chamber-window, where we play, open, and the moon 
sMne in at the casement. 

Quin. Ay; or else one must come in with a bush 
tho;t*ns and a lantern, and say he comes to disfigure, or to pre 
' sent, the person of moonshine. Then, there is another thing’ 
we mnsthave a wall in the great chamber; for Pyramus an< 
TMsbe, says the story, did talk through the chink of a walk * 

Snug. You can never bring in a wall. — ^What say you 
Bottom ? 

Bot. Some man or other must present wall : and let 
have some plaster, or some loam, or some rough-^cast abou 



A MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM. [vcT in. 

ignify wall ; let him liokl liis fingers thus, 

gh that cranny shall Pyramus and Thishe whisper. 

' If that may be, then all is well. Come, sit down, 
Jher’s son, and rehearse your i'>arts, Pyramus, you 
hen you have spoken your speech, enter into that 
;bnd so every one according to his cue. 

Enter Puok heliind, 

' What hempen home-spuns have we swaggering 
here, 

)he cradle of the fairy queen ? 

^lay toward ! Ill be an auditor ; 

;too perhaps, if I see cause. 

Speak, Pyramus. — Thisbe, stand forth. 

Thisbe, the flowers of odious savours sweet, — 

Odours, odours.” 

, odours savours sw^^eet : 

;th thy breath, my dearest Thisbe dear. — 
i a voice ’ stay thou but here awhile, 
by and by T will to thee appear. \Exit* 

i A stranger Pyramus than e’er play’d here. 

\_A§id^i and exit. 

Must I speak now ? 

Ay, marry, must you ; for you must understand he 
j CO see a noise that he heard, and is to come again, 
lost radiant Pyramus, most lily-white of hue, 

^lour like the red rose on triumphant hrier, 
jSky juvenal, and eke most lovely Jew, 
fue as truest horse, that yet would never tire, 
thee, Pyramus, at ITmny’s tomb, 

^^Ninus’ tomb,” manr—w’^hy, you must not speak 
b ; that you answer to Pyramus : you speak all your 
)nee, cues and all. — Pyramus, enter : your cue is past ; 
never tire.” 

0‘, — ^As true as truest horse, that yet would never tire. 
Me-erder Puci^, and EorroM with an mie head. 

If I -were fair, This'be, I were only thine ; — . ' 
t. O monsteoris ! 0 (strange ! we ara haunted. — ^Pray, 
! fly, .masters t— Help ! ' ' 

with Snv^, Mu,U, 8}vmt, md Starrelinff. 
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Puck. Ill follow you, 111 lead you ’bout a round, 

Through bog, through bush,«® through brake, thi-ough 
brier ; 

Sometime a borse 111 be, sometime a bound, 

A bog, a beadless bear, sometime a fire ; 

And neigb, and barh, and grunt, and roar, and burn, 

Like borse, bound, bog, bear, fire, at every turn, [Exit. 

Bot. Wby do they run away ? this is a knavery of them 
to n^^ke me afeard. 


Be-enfer Skout. 

Snoutf, 0 Bottom, thou ar-t changed ! what do I see on 
thee? 

Bot, What do you see ? you see an ass-head of your own, 

[JExitSiiout 


Re-enter Quiuce. 

Quiu. Bless thee, Bottom ! bless thee ! thou art trans- 
,late^ „ _ \Exit. 

Bot. 1 see their knavery : this is to make an ass of me ; 
tp fright me, if they could. But I will not stir from this 
place, do what theycan : I will walk up and down here, and 
I will sing, that they shall hear I am not afraid. [Sings. 

The ousel-cook so black of hue, 

With orange-tawny bill, 

The throstle with bis note so true, 

The ’wren with little quill ; — 

Tita. [cmakmg] What angel wakes me from mv flowerv 
bed? -3^ 

Bot. 

The finch, the sparrow, and the lark, 

The plain-song cuckoo gray, 

. ' . IVbose note full many a man doth mark, 

And dares not answer nay ; — 

for, indeed, who would set his wit to so foolish a bird? who 
would give a bird the lie, though he cry '' cuckoo” never so? 

I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again ; 

Mine is much enamour’d of thy note ; 

VOL, n. 


V 
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So is mine ej^e entliralled to tliy shape ; 

And thy fair virtne’s force perforce doth move me, 

On the first view, to say, to swear, I love thee.^ 

Bot. Methinks, mistress, you should have little reason for 
that : and yet, to say the truth, reason and love keep little 
company together now-a-days ; — the more the pity that some 
honest neighbours will not make them friends* Nay, I can 
gleek upon occasion. 

Tita, Thou art as wise as thou art heautifuL 
Bot. Not so, neither : hut if I had wit enough out 
of this wood, I have enough to serve mine own t^yJp!^; 

Tifa. Out of this wood do not desire to go : * 

Thou shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no. 

I am a spirit of no common rate,— 

The summer still doth tend upon my state ; 

And T do love thee : therefore, go with me ; 

111 give thee fairies to attend on thee ; 

And they shall fetch thee jewels from the deep, 

And sing, while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep : 

And I will purge thy mortal grossness so, 

That thou shalt like an airy spirit go, — 

Peas-hlossom ! Ooh-web,! Moth! and Mustard-seed ! 

JSnfer Pbas-blossom, Cobweb, Moth, cmd Mustakb seed. 

Peas. Beady. 

Coh And I. 

Moth. And L 
Mtts. And I. 

All Four. Where shall we go ? 

Tila. Be Hncl and courteous to this gentleman, — 

Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes ; 

Feed him with apricocks and dewberries. 

With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries ; 

TIhe honey-hags steal from the humble-bees, 

And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs. 

And light them at the fiery glow-worm^s eyes. 

To have my love to bed and to arise ; . 

And pluok the wings from painted butterflies 
To fan the moonbeams from his sleeping eyes ; 

Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies. 
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Peas, Hail, mortal ! 

Cob, Hail ! 

Moth, Hail ! 

Hail! 

Bot, I dry your worsHps merey heartily. — I beseech your 
worship’s name. 

Cob, Cobweb. 

Bot, r shall desire you of more acquaintance, good Master 
Cohy^^eb : if I cut my finger, I shall make bold with you. — - 
Your name, honest gentleman ? 

Peas, Peas-blossom. 

Bot, I pray you, commend me to Mistress Squash, your 
mother, and to Master Peascod, your father. Good Master 
Peas-blossom, I shall desire you of more acquaintance too. — 
Your name, I beseech you, sir? 

Mus, Mustard-seed. 

Bot, Good Master Mustard-seed, I know your patience 
well : that same cowardly, giant-like ox-beef hath dcYOured 
many a gentleman of your house ; I promise you your Idndred 
hath madie my eyes water ere now. I desire you of more 
acquaintance, good Master Mustard-seed. 

. Tita, Come, wait upon him ; lead him to my bower. 

The moon methinks looks with a watery eye ; 

And when she weeps, weeps every little flower, 

Lamenting some enforced chastity. 

Tie up my love’s^^®^ tongue, bring him silently. [Exeunt, 


Scene II, Another part of the ivood, 

‘ Enter OuBRON. 

Obe, I wonder if Titania be awaked ; 

Then, what it was that next came in her eye, 
'^Yhich she must dote on in extremity. — 

Here comes my messenger. 

Entei* Puox. 

How now, mad spirit ! 

What night-rule now about this haunted grove? 
Puck, My mistress with a monster is in love. 
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Near to lier close and consecrated bower, 

While she was in her dull and sleeping hour, 

A crew of patches, rude mechanicals, 

That work for bread upon Athenian stalls, 

W'ere met together to rehearse a play, 

Intended for great Theseus’ nuptial day. 

The shallowest thicksldn of that barren sort, 

Who Pyramus presented in their sport, 

Forsook his scene, and enter’d in a brake : 

When I did him at this advantage take, 

An ass’s nowl I fixed on his head : 

Anon his Thisbe must be answered. 

And forth my mimic comes. When they him spy, 

As wild geese that the creeping fowler eye, 

Or russet-pated choughs, many in sort, 

Rising and cawing at the gun’s report, 

Sever themselves, and madly sweep the sky ; 

So, at his sight, away his fellows fly ; 

And, at our stamp, here o’er and o’er one falls ; 

He murder cries, and help from Athens calls. 

Their sense thus weak, lost with their fears thus strong, 
Made senseless things begin to do them wrong ; 

For briers and thorns at their apparel snatch ; 

Some, slaves, -^some, hats ; — from yielders all things catch# 
I led them on in this distracted fear, 

And left sweet Pyramus translated there ; 

When in that moment, — so it came to pass, — 

Titania wak’d, and straightway lov’d an ass. 

Ohe* This falls out better than I could devis.,. 

But hast thou yet latch’d the Athenian’s eyes 
With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do ? 

PucL I took him sleeping, — that is finish’d too, — 

And the Athenian woman by his side ; 

That, when he wak’d, of force she must be ey’d. 

Heemia and Bemetbius. 

06 c*, Stand close : this is the same Athenian. 

Pack, This is the woman, but not this the man. . 

Dem. O, why rehuke you him that loves you so ? 

Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe. 
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Her. Now I but cbide ; but I should use thee worse, 

For thou, I fear, hast given me cause to curse. 

If thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep, 

Being o’er shoes in blood, plunge in knee-deep, 

And kill me too. 

The sun was mot so true unto the day 
As he to me : would he have stol’n away 
From sleeping Hermia ? Ill believe as soon 
This whole earth may be bor’d ; and that the moon 
May through the centre creep, and so displease 
Her brotherls noontide with th’ Antipodes. 

It cannot Fe but thou hast murder’d him ; 

So should a murderer look, — so dead,^®^^ so grim. 

Dm. So should the murder’d look ; and so should I, 
Pierc’d through the heart with your stern cruelty : 

Yet you, the murderer, look as bright, as clear, 

As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere. 

Her. What’s this to my Lysander ? where is he ? 

Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me ? 

Dm. *1 had rather give his carcass to my hounds. 

Her. Out, dog ! out, cur ! thou driv’st me past the bounds 
Of maiden’s patience. Hast thou slain him, then ? 
Henceforth be never number’d among men ! 

O, once tell true, tell true, even for my sake ! 

Durst thou have look’d upon him being awake, 

And hast thou kill’d him sleeping ? 0 brave touch ! 

Could not a worm, an adder, do so much ? 

An adder did it ; for with doubler tongue 
Than thine, thou serpent, never adder stung. 

Dem. You spend your passion on a mispris’d mood 
I am not guilty of Lysander’s blood ; 

Nor is he dead, for aught that I can tell. 

Her. I pray thee, tell me, then, that he is well. 

, Dem. An if I could, what should I gdt therefore 9 
Her, A privilege, never to see me more :— 

And from thy hated presence part I so 

See me no more, whether he he dead or no. [Exit. 

Dem* There is no following her in this fierce vein : 

Here therefore for a while I will remain. 

So sorrow’s heaviness doth heavier grow 
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For debt that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe ; 

Whicb now in some slight measure it will pay. 

If for bis tender here I make some stay. down und BleipSp 

Ohe. What bast tbou done ? tbou bast mistaken quite, 
And laid tbe love-juice on some true-love’s sight : 

Of tby misprision must perforce ensue 

Some true-love turn’d, and not a false turn’d true* 

Puck. Then fate o’er-rules ; that, one man bolding troth, 
A million fail, confounding oath on oath. 

Ohe, About tbe wood go swifter than tbe wind, 

And Helena of Athens look thou find : 

All fancy-sick she is, and pale of cheer 

With sighs of love, that cost the fresh blood dear : 

By some illusion see thou bring her here : 
ril charm his eyes against she do appear. 

Puck. I go, I go ; look how I go, — 

Swifter than arrow from the Tartar’s bow. [Exit^ 

Ohe. Flower of this purple dye, 

Hit with Cupid’s archery, 

{Squeezes thefloioer on Demetnu%^s eyelids., 
Sink in apple of his eye ! 

When his love he doth espy, 

Let her shine as gloriously 
As the Venus of the sky. — 

When thou wak’st, if she be by, 

Beg of her for remedy. 

Re-enter Puck. 

Puck. Captain of our fairy band, 

Helena is here at hand ; 

And the youth, mistook by me, 

Pleading for a lover’s fee. 

Shall we their fond pageant see ? 

* Lord, what fools these mortals be ! 

Ohe. . Stand aside : the noise they make 
Will cause Demetrius to awake. 

Puck. Then will two at once woo one, — 

That must needs be sport alone ; 

And those things do best please me 
That befall preposterously. 
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Re-enter Helena and Ltsanbeb* 

Lys. Why should you think that I should woo in scorn ‘? 

Scorn and derision never come in tears : 

Look, when I vow, I weep ; and vows so born. 

In their nativity all truth appears. 

How can these things in me seem scorn to you, 

Bearing the badge of faith, to prove them true ? 

Ilel, You do advance your cunning more and more. 

When truth kills truth, 0 devilish-holy fray ! 

These vows, are Hermia’s : will you give her o*er ? 

Weigji oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh : 

Your vows to her and me, put in two scales, 

Will even weigh ,* and both as light as tales. 

Lys. I had no judgment when to her I swore. 

HeL Nor none, in my mind, now you give her o’er. 

Lys- Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you.^^®^ 

Bern, lawakiny] 0 Helen, goddess, nymph, perfect, di- 
vine ! 

To whatj my love, shall I compare thine eyne ? 

Crystal is muddy. 0, how ripe in show 
Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow ! 

That pure congealed white, high Taurus’ snow, 

Fann’d with the eastern wind, turns to a crow 
When thou hold’st up thy hand : 0, let me kiss 
This princess^^^ of pure white, this seal of bliss ! 

Hel, 0 spite ! 0 hell ! I see you all are bent 
To set against me for your merriment : 

If you were civil and knew courtesy, 

You would hot do me thus much injury. 

Can you not hate me, as I know you do, 

But you must join in souls to mock me too ? 

If you were men, as men you are in show. 

You would not use a gentle lady so ; 

To vow, and swear, and superpraise my parts, 

Vfh^n X am' sure you hate me with your hearts. 

You both are rivals, and love Hermia; 

And now both rivals, to mock Helena : 

A trim exploit, a manly enterprise, 

To oonjure tears up in a poor maid’s eyes 
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With your derision ! none of noble sort 
Would so offend a virgin, and extort 
A poor soul’s patience, all to make you sport. 

L^s, You are unkind, Demetrius ; bo not so ; 

For you love Hermia ; — this you know I know i 
And here, with all good will, with all my heart, 

In Hermia’s love I yield you up my part 
And yours of Helena to me bequeath, 

Whom I do love, and will do to my death. 

HeL Never did mockers waste more idle breath. 

Dem. Lysander, keep thy Hermia ; I will none : 

If e’er I lov’d her, all that love is gone. 

My heart with^®^^ her but as guest-wise sojourn’d, 

And now to Helen is it home return’d, 

There to remain. 

Li/s. Helen, it is not so. 

Dem. Disparage not the faith thou dost not know, 

Lest, to thy peril, thou aby it dear.— 

Look, where thy love comes i yonder is thy dear/®®^ 

^ JEte-enier Heemia. 

Her. Dark night, that from the eye his function takes^ 
The ear more quick of apprehension makes ; 

Wherein it doth impair the seeing sense. 

It pays the hearing double recompense. — 

Thou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found ; 

Mine ear, I thank i^ brought me to thy sound. 

But why unkindly’' didst thou leave me so ? 

Lys. Why should he stay, whom love doth press to go ? 
Her. What love could press Lysander from my side ? 

I/ys. Lysander’s love, that would not let him hide, 

Fair Helena ; who more engilds the night 
Than all yon fiery O’s and eyes of light. 

Wxj seek’st thou me ? could not this make thee know, 

The hate I bear thee made me leave thee so ? ^ 

Her. You speak not as you think ; it cannot be. 

HeL Lo, she is one of this confederacy ! 

Now I perceive they have conjoin’d all three 
To feshion this false sport in spite of me. 

Injurious Heimia ! most ungrateful maid ! 
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you coBtspir’d, Iiave you with these contrived 
To bait me with this foul derision ? 

Is all the counsel that. we two have shared, 

The sister-vows, the hours that we have spent, 

When we have chid the hasty-footed time 
For parting us, — 0, and^^^ is all forgot ? 

All sohool-day friendship, childhood innocence ? 

We, Hermia, like two artificial gods. 

Have with our neelds^^^^ created both one flovrer. 

Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion, 

Both warbling of one song, both in one key ; 

As if our h^ds, our sides, voices, and minds, 

Had been* incorporate. So we grew together, 

Like to a double cherry, seeming parted;- 
But yet a union in partition, 

Two lovely^®^^ berries moulded on one stem ; 

So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart ; 

Two of the first, like^®^^ coats in heraldry, 

Due but to one, and crowned with one crest. 

And will you rent our ancient love asunder, 

To join with men in scorning your poor friend ? 

It is not friendly, not maidenly: 

Our sex, as w^ell as I, may chide you for't, 

Though I alone do feel the injury. 

He7\ I .am amazM at your passionate words. 

I scorn you not : it seems that you scorn me. 

Hel, Have you not set Lysander, as in scorn. 

To follow me, and praise my eyes and face ? 

And made your other love, Demetrius — 

Wlro even but now did spurn me with his foot — 

To ball me goddess, nymph, divine, and rare, 

Precious, celestial ? Wherefore speaks he this 
To her he hates ? and wherefore doth Lysander 
Deny your love, so rich within his soul, 

And tender, me, forsooth, affection, 

But by your setting on, by your consent ? 

T^at though I hf not so in grace as you, 
hung upon with love, so fortunate ; 

, But miserable most, to love unlov'd? 

Titis you should p% rather tliiau despise. 
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Her. I understand not what you mean by this. 

HeL Ay, do, persever, counterfeit sad looks ; 

Make mouths upon me when I turn my back ; 

Wink each at other ; hold the sweet jest up : 

This sport, well carried, shall be chronicled. 

If you have^®^^ any pity, grace, or manners, 

You would not make me such an argument. 

But, fare ye well : ’tis partly mine own fault ; 

Which death or absence soon shall remedy. 

Lys. Stay, gentle Helena ; hear my excuse : 

My love, my life, my soul, fair Helena ! 

Hel. 0 excellent ! 

Her. Sweet, do not scorn her so.'^ 

Dew. If she cannot entreat, I can compel. 

Lye. Thou canst compel no more than she entreat : 

Thy threats have no more strength than her weak prayers. — 
Helen, I love thee ; by my life I do : 

I swear by that which I will lose for thee, 

To prove him false that says I love thee not. 

Lem. I say I love thee more than he can do. 

Lye. If thou say so, withdraw, and prove it too. 

Dem. Quick, come ! 

Her. Lysandei*, whereto tends all this ? 

Lye. Away, you Ethiop ! 

2)em. No, no, sir; you 

Seem to break loose, take on as you w^ould follow, 

But yet come not ; you are a tame man, go ! 

Lye. Hang off, thou cat, thou burr ! vile thing, let loose. 
Or I will shake thee from me like a serpent ! 

Her. Why are you grown so rude ? what change is this, 
Sw’cet love ? 

Lye. Thy love ! out, tawny Tartar, out ! 

Out, loathed medicine ! hated potion, hence ! 

Her. Do you not jest ? 

Yes, sooth 1 ,and so do you. 

Lye. Demetrius, I will keep my word with thee. 

Lem. I would I had your bond, for T perceive 
A weak bond holds you : 111 not trust your word. 

Lye. What, should I hurt her, strike her, kill her dead? , 
Although I hate her, Til not harm her so. 
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Her. What, can you do me greater harm than hate ? 
Hate me ! wherefore ? 0 me ! what news, my love 
Am not I Hermia ? are not you Lysander ? 

I am as fair now as I was erewhile. 

Since night you lov*d me ; yet since night you left me : 
Why, then you left me, — 0, the gods forhid ! — 

In earnest, shall I say ? 

Ly§. Ay, by my life; 

And never did desire to see thee more. 

Therefore be out of hope, of question, doubt 
Be certain ^nothing truer ; ’tis no jest 
That I 40 hate thee, and love Helena. 

Her. Ome! — ^you juggler! you canker-blossom ! 
You thief of love ! what, have you come by night 
And stoFn my love’s heart from him ? 

Hel. Fine, i’faith ! 

Have you no modesty, no maiden shame, 

No touch of bashfulness ? What, will you tear 
Impatient answers from my gentle tongue ? 

Pie, fie f you counterfeit, you puppet, you ! 

Her. Puppet ! why, so ; ay, that w^ay goes the game. 
Now I perceive that she hath made compare 
Between our statures ; she hath urg’d her height ; 

And wdth her personage, her tali personage, 

Her height, forsooth, she hath prevail’d with him, — 

And are you grown so high in his esteem, 

Because I am so dwarfish and so low ? 

How low am I, thou painted maypole ? speak ; 

How low am I ? lam not yet so low 
But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes. 

Heh I pray you, though you mock me, gentlemen, 
Let her not hurt me : I was never curst ; 

I have no gift at all in shrewishness ; 

I am a right maid for my cowardice : 

Let her not strike me. You perhaps may think. 

Because she’s something lower than myself, 

That I can match her. 

Her. Lower ! hark, again. 

Hel. Good Hermia, do not be so bitter with me, 

I evermore did love you, Hermia, 
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Did ever keep your counsels, never wrong’d you ; 

Save tliat, in love unto Demetrius, 

I told laim of your stealtk unto this wood. 

He follow’d you ; for love I follow’d him ; 

But he hath chid me hence, and threaten’d me 
To strike me, spurn me, nay, to kill me too ; 

And now, so you will let me quiet go, 

To Athens will I bear my folly back, 

And follow you no further : let me go : 

You see how simple and how fond I am. 

Her. Why, get you gone : who is’t that hinders you ? 
Hel. A foolish heart, that I leave here behind. 

Her. What, with Lysander ? 

Hel. With Demetrius. 

Lys. Be not afraid; she shall not harm thee, Helcn,^^'"^ 
Dem. No, sir, she shall not, though you take her part. 
Hel, 0, when she’s angry, she is keen and shrew^d ! 

She was a vixen when she went to school ; 

And though she be but little, she is fierce. 

Her. Little again ! nothing but low and little !— 

Why will you suffer her to flout me thus ? 

Let me come to her. 

Ly$. Get you gone, you dwarf; 

You minimus, of hindering knot-grass made ; 

You bead, you acorn. 

Dem. You are too officious 

In her behalf that scorns your services. 

Let her alone ; speak not of Helena ; 

Take not her part ; for, if thou dost intend 
Never so little show of love to hex'. 

Thou shalt aby it. 

LyB. Now she holds me not ; 

Now follow, if thou dar’st, to tiy whose right. 

Of thine or mine, is most in Helena.^®^^ 

Dem.> Follow ! nay. I’ll go with thee, cheek by Jole. 

\Escexmt Lysander and Demetrhis*, 
Her. You, mistress, ail this coil is long of you : 

Nay, go not back. 

JYc?. I will not trust you, I, 

Nor longer stay in your curst company. 
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Your hands than mine are quicker for a fray ; 

My legs are longer though, to run away, [Exit 

Her. I am amaz’d, and know not what to say, [Ea^iL 
Ole. This is thy negligence : still thou mistak’st, 

Or else committ’st thy knaveries wilfully. 

Puch. Believe me, king of shadows, I mistook. 

Did not you tell me I should know the man 
By the Athenian garments he had on ? 

And so far blameless proves my enterprise, 

That I have ’nointed an Athenian’s eyes ; 

And so far am I glad it so did sort. 

As this thei? jangling I esteem a sport. 

Ole. Thou see’st these lovers seek a place to fight : 

Sie therefore, Eobin, overcast the night ; 

The starry welkin cover thou anon 
With drooping fog, as black as Acheron ; 

And lead these testy rivals so astray, 

As one come not within another’s way. 

Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tongue, 

Then' stir Demetrius up with bitter wrong; 

And sometime rail thou like Demetrius ; 

And from each other look thou lead them thus, 

Till o’er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep 
With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep ; 

Then crush this herb into Lysander’s eye ; 

Whose liquor hath this virtuous property, 

To take from thence all error with his might, 

And make his eyeballs roll with wonted sight. 

W'hen they next wake, all this derision 
ShaE seem a dream and fruitless vision ; 

And back to Athens shaE the lovers wend, 

With league whose date tEl death shall never end. 

Whiles I in this affair do thee employ, 

I’E to my queen and beg her Indian boy ; 

And then I will her charmed eye release 

Prom monster’s view, and all things shaE he peace. 

Puck. My, fairy lord, this must be done with haste. 

For Night’s swift dragons cut the clouds full fast, 

And yonder shines Aurora’s harbinger ; 

At whose approach, ghosts, wandering here and there, 
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Troop Iiome to cliurclijarcls : damiikl spiritn all, 

That in crossways and floods have burial. 

Already to their wormy beds are gone ; 

3?or fear lest day should look their shames upon, 

They wilfully themselves exile from light, 

And must for aye consort with black-browkl night, 

Ohe. But we are spirits of another sort : 

I with the Morning’s love have oft made sport ; 

And, like a forester, the groves may tread, 

Even till the eastern gate, all fiery-red, 

Opening on Neptune, with fair-blessed beams 
Turns into yellow gold his salt-green streams. 

But, notwithstanding, haste ; make no delay : 

We may effect this business yet ere day, lExii^ 

Pitch. Up and down, up and down, 

I will lead them up and down : 

I am fear’d in field and town : 

Goblin, lead them up and down. 

Here comes one. 


MC'entei^ LvsAJsrnEB. 

Lys. Where art thou, proud Demetrius^? speak thou now.* 
Piick. Here, viHain, drawn and ready. Where art thou ? 
Lys. I will be with thee straight. 

Follow me, then, 

To plainer ground. lE.xit Lysander, as following the voice l, 

Be-enier 1 ) emetrius . 

Lysander ! speak agen : 

Thou runaw’^ay, thou coward, art thou fled ? 

Speak ! in some busk ? where dost thou hide thy head ? 

Puck. Thou coward, art thou bragging to the stars, 
Telling the hushes that thou look’st for wars. 

And wilt not come ? Como, recreant ; come, thou child ; 

HI whip thee with a rod : he is defil’d 
That draws a sword on thee. 

Yea, art thou there ? 

Puck. Follow my voice ; we’ll try no manhood here. 
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Re-enUv Lysaxder. 

Iajb. He goes before me and still dares me on : 

Wben I come where be calls, then be is gone. 

Tbe Yillain is mncb ligbter-beeFd than I : 

I follow’d fast, but faster be did fly ; 

That fall’ll am I in dark uneven way, 

And bere will rest me. [Lies doicn,'] Come, tbou gentle day ! 
For if but once tbou show me tby gray light, 

111 find Demetrius, and revenge this spite. [^Sleeps » 

Be-enter Fuck and DeiiIETrius. 

Puck. Ho, bo, bo, bo Coward, why com’st tbou not ? 
Dem. Abide me, if tbou dar’st; for well I wot 
Tbou runn’st before me, shifting every place. 

And dar’st not stand, nor look me in tbe face. 

Where art tbou now ? 

Puck. Come hither : I am bere. 

Dem. Jj^ay, then, tbou mock’st me. Thou sbalt ’by this 
dear, 

If over I tby face by^ daylight see : 

How, go tby way. Faintness constrainetb me 
To measure out my length on this cold bed. 

By day’s approach look to be visited. [Lie$ doiim ancl sleeps., 

Be-ejiter Helena. 

IleL 0 weary night, 0 long and tedious night, 

Abate tby hours ! Shine comforts from tbe east, 

That I may back to Athens by daylight. 

From these that my poor company detest : 

And sleep, that sometime shuts up sorrow’s eye^ 

Steal me awhile from mine own company*. 

(Liea down and sleeps.. 
Puck. Yet but three ? Come one more ; 

Two of both kinds makes up four. 

Here she comes, curst and sad : — 

Cupid is a knavish lad. 

Thus to make poor females mad- 
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Re-enter IIermia. 

Tier, Never so weary, never so in woe ; 

Bedabbled with tbe dew, and torn with biiers ; 

I can no fnrtlier crawl, no further go ; 

My legs can keep no pace with my desires. 

Here will I rest me till the break of day. 

Heavens shield Lysander, if they mean a fray ! 

\Lies doxmi and sleejys. 

Puck. On the ground 

Sleep sound : 

111 apply 
To^^^^ your eye, 

Gentle lover, remedy. 

[Squeezing the herb on Lysander s eyelids. 
■V^en thou wak’st, 

Thou tak’st^^^^ 

True delight 
In the sight 

Of thy former lady’s eye : 

And the country proverb known, 

That every man should take his own, 

In your waking shall be shown : 

Jack shall have Jill ; 

Naught shall go ill ; 

The man shall have his mare again, and all shall be well. 

[Exit. 


ACT IV, 

SoBNE I, The wood. Lysandbe, DEMEraius, Helena, 
and Hebmia, lying asleep. . 

Enter TiTANiA ’awd Bottom ; Peas-blossok, Cobweb, Moth, Mits- 
TAEB^ssED, and other Fairies attending / Obebon behind unseen. 

Tita. Come, sit thee down upon this flowery bed. 

While I thy amiable cheeks do coy. 

And stick musk-roses in thy sleek smooth head, 

And kiss thy fair large ears, my gentle joy. 
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BoL Where’s Peas-blossom ? 

Peas. Eeady. 

Bot. Scratch my head, Peas-blossom. — Where’s Monsieur 
Cobweb ? 

Coh. Eeady. 

Bot. Monsieur Cobweb, good monsieur, get your weapons 
in your hand, and kill me a red-hipped humble-bee on the 
top of a thistle ; and, good monsieur, bring me the honey- 
bag. Do not fret yourself too much in the action, monsieur; 
and, good monsieur, have a care the honey-bag break not ; I 
would be loth^to have you overflown with a honey-bag, signior. 
— ^Where’^ Monsieur Mustard-seed 9 

Mns. Eeady. 

Bot. Give me your neif, Monsieur Mustard-seed. -Pray 
you, leave your courtesy, good monsieur. 

Mus. What’s your will ? 

Bot. Nothing, good monsieur, but to help Cavalery Peas- 
l>lossom^^^^ to scratch. I must to the barber’s, monsieur; 
for methinks I am marvellous hairy about the face ; and I 
am such a tender ass, if my hair do but tickle me, I must 
scratch. 

Tita. What, wilt thou hear some music, my sweet love? 

BoL I have a reasonable good ear in music : let us have 
the tongs and the bones. [Bough music. 

Tita. Of say, sweet love, what thou desir’st to eat. 

Bot. Truly, a peck of provender : I could munch your 
good dry oats. Methinks I have a great desire to a bottle of 
hay ; good hay, sweet hay hath no fellow. 

, Tita. I have a venturous fairy that shall seek 
The squirrel’s hoard, and fetch thee thence new nuts.^^^ 

Bot. I had rather have a handful or two of dried peas. 
But, I pray you, let none of your people stir me : I have an 
exposition of sleep come upon me. 

Tita. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my arms. — 
Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away. — [Ecsemt Fainisi 
So doth the woodbine the sweet honeysuolde 
Genl^ly entwist ; the female ivy so 
Enrings the barky fingers of the elm. 

0, how^ I love thee ! how I dote on thee ! \Theg sUep. 

jf ' ' , 


von. II. 
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Enter Puck. 

Ohc, \advancing^ Welcome, good Eobiu. See’st thou tbiR 
sweet -sight? 

Her dotage now I do begin to pity: 

For, meeting her of late behind the wood, 

Seeking sweet faYOurs^^® for this hateful fool, 

I did upbraid her, and fall out with her ; 

For she his hairy temples then had rounded 
With coronet of fresh and fragrant flowers ; 

And that same dew, which sometime on the buds 
Was wont to swell, like round and orient pearls. 

Stood now within the pretty flowerets’ eyes, 

Like tears, that did their own disgrace bewail. 

When I had at my pleasure taunted her, 

And she in mild terms begg’d my patience, 

I then did ask of her her changeling child ; 

Which straight she gave me, and her fairies^^^^ sent 
To bear him to my bower in fairy-land. 

And now I haYe the boy, I will undo 
This hateful imperfection of her eyes : 

And, gentle Puck, take this transformed scalp 
From off the head of this Athenian swain ; 

That he, awaking when the other do, 

May all to Athens back again repair, 

And think no more of this night’s accidents, 

But as the fierce vexation of a dream. 

But first I will release the fairy queen. 

Be as thou wast wont to be ; 

[Touching her eyes tvith an herb. 
See as thou wast wont to see : 

Lian’s bud o’er Cupid’s flower 
Hath such force and blessed power. 

Now, my Titania,- wake you, my sweet queen. 

Tita, My Oberon ! what visions have I seen ! 

Methought I was enamour’d of an ass. 

Obe, There lies your love. 

Tita. How came these things to pass? 

0, how mine eyes do loathe his visage now ! 

Obe, Silence awhile. — ^Eohin, take off this head.— 
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Titania, music call ; and strike more dead 
Than common sleep, of all these five the sense. 

Tita, Music, ho! music, such as charmeth sleep 1^^®’ 
Puck. Now, when thou wak'st, with thine own fooPs eyes 
peep. 

Ohe. Sound, music ! [Still — Come, my queen, 

take hands with me. 

And rock the ground whereon these sleepers be. 

Now thou and I are new in amity, 

And will to-morrow midnight solemnly 
Dance in Duke Theseus' house triumphantly, 

And bles| it\o all fair posterity : 

There shall the pairs of faithful lovers be 
Wedded, with Theseus, all in jollity. 

Puck. Fairy king, attend, and mark : 

I do hear the morning lark. 

Ohe. Then, my queen, in silence sad, 

Trip we after the night’s shade : 

We the globe can compass soon, 

Swifter than the wandering moon. 

Tita. Gome, my lord ; and in our flight, 

Tell me how it came this night 
That I sleeping here was found 
With these mortals on the ground. [Exeunt. 

[Horns tvinded within. 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Egeus, mid Train 

The. Go, one of you, find out the forester ; 

For now our observation is perform’d ; 

And since we have the vaward of the day,^ 

My love shall hear the music of my hounds : 

Uncouple in the western vaUej ; go ; — 

Dispatch, I say, and find the forester. — [Exit m Attend. 

We will, fair queen, up to the mountain’s top, ^ 

And mark the musical confusion 
Of hounds and echo in conjunction, 

JJijf), I was with Hercules and Cadmus once, 

When in a wood of Crete they bay’d the boari®*^^ 

With hounds of Sparta : never did I hear 

Such gallant chiding ; foi", besides the groves, * ; 
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The skies, the fountains, every region near 
Seem’d^®^^ all one mutual cry : I never heard 
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. 

The. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind, 

So flew’d, so sanded ; and their heads are hung 
With ears that sweep away the morning dew ; 

Crook-knee’d, and dew-lapp’d like Thessalian bulls ; 

Slow in pursuit, but match’d in mouth like bells, 

Each under each. A cry more tuneable 
Was never holla’d to, nor cheer’d with horn, 

In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly : 

Judge when you hear.— But, soft ! what nymplTs ^re these ? 

Ege, My lord, this is my daughter here asleep ; 

And this, Lysander ; this Demetrius is ; 

This Helena, old Nedar’s Helena:^®® 

I wonder of their being here together. 

The. No doubt they rose up early to observe 
The rite of May ; and, hearing our intent, 

Came here in grace of our solemnity. — 

But speak, Egeus ; is not this the day 
That Hermia should give answer of her choice ? 

Ege. It is, my lord. 

The. Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with their horns. 
[Exit an Attendant. Horm and shout within. Lys., 
Dem.^ Hel., and Her. atvalce and? start up. 
Good morrow, friends. — Saint Valentine is past ; 

Begin these wood-birds but to couple now ? 

Lys. Pardon, my lord. [He and the rest kneel to Theseus. 
The. I pray you aU, stand up. 

I know you two are rival enemies : 

How comes this gentle concord in the world, 

That hatred is so far from jealousy, 

To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity ? 

Lys. My lord, I shall reply amazedly, 

Half sleep, half waking : but as yet, I swear, 

I cannot truly say how I came here i 
But, as I think, — ^for truly would I speak, 

And now I do bethink me, so it is, — 

I came with Hermia hither : our intent 
Was to be gone from Athens, where we might, 
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Without the peril of th’ Athenian law, — 

Ege. Enough, enough, my lord ; you have enough : 

I beg the law, the law, upon his head. — 

They would have stol’n away ; they would, -Demetrius, 
Thereby to have defeated you and me, 

You of your wife, and me of my consent, — 

Of my consent that she should be your wife. 

Dem, My lord, fair Helen told me of their stealth, 

Of this their purpose hither to this wood ; 

And I in fury hither follow’d them, 

Pair Helena in fancy following me. 

But, my giiod^ord, I wot not by what power, — 

But by some’ power it is, — my love to Hermia, 

Melted as melts the snow,^^^ seems to me now 
As the remembrance of an idle gaud, 

Which in my childhood I did dote upon ; 

And all the faith, the virtue of my heart, 

The object, and the pleasure of mine eye, 

Is only Helena. To her, my lord, 

Was I betroth’d ere I saw^®®^ Hermia : 

But, like in^®^^ sickness, did I loathe this food ; 

But, as in health, come to my natural taste. 

Now do I wish it, love it, long for it, 

And will for evermore be true to it. 

The. Pair lovers, you are fortunately met : 

Of this discourse we more will hear anon. — 

Egeus, I will overbear your will ,• 

Por in the temple, by and by, with us 
These couples shall eternally be knit ; 

And, for the morning now is something worn, 

Our purpos’d hunting shall be set aside. 

Away with us to Athens ! three and three, 

We’ll hold a feast in great solemnity, 

Oome, my^^®^ Hippolyta^ [EmmtThe.^ Mp.y Ege., and Train* 
Dem. These things seem small and undistinguishable* 
Like, fer-off mountains turnM into clouds. 

Her. Methinka I see these things with parted eye, 

When every thing seems double. 

Hel. So methinks : 

And I have found Demetrius like a jewel,^®^^ 
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Mine own, and not mine own. 

Dm. But are you sure 

That we are welh®®^ awake ? It seems to me 
That yet we sleep, '•we dream. — Do not you think 
The duke was here, and hid us follow him ? 

Her. Yea ; and my father. 

HeL And Hippolyta. 

Lys. And he did hid us follow to the temple. 

Dem. Why, then, we are awake : let’s follow him ; 

And, by the way, let us recount our dreams. [Exeunt, 

Bot, [cmaking] When my cue comes, call me, and I will 
answer: — my next is, ^^Most fair Pyramus.^’--;;: — Heigh- 
ho! — Peter Quince! Flute the hellows-mender ! Snout the 
tinker ! Starveling ! — God’s my life, stolen hence, and left 
me asleep ! I have had a most rare vision. I have had a 
dream, — past the wit of man to say what dream it was : man 
is but an ass, if he go about to expound this dream, Me- 
thought I was — ^there is no man can tell what. Methought 
I was, and methought I had, — ^but man is but a patched fool, 
if he will oJSfer to say what methought I had. The eye of 
man hath not heard, the ear of man hath not seen, man’s 
hand is not able to taste, his tongue to conceive, nor his 
heart to report, what my dream was. I will get Peter Quince 
to write a ballad of this dream : it shall be called Bottom’s 
Dream, because it hath no bottom ; and I will sing it in the 
latter end of our™ play before the duke ; peradventure, to 
make it the more gracious, I shall sing it at her death,^®®^ 

[Exit, 


Scene IL Athens, A room in Quince’s house. 

Enter Quince, Flute, Snout, and Starveling. 

Quin, Have you sent to Bottom’s house ? is he come 
home yet ? 

Star, He cannot be heard of^ Out of doubt he is trans- 
ported. 

Flu, If he come not, then the play is marred : it goes not 
forward, doth it ? 

Quin, It is not possible : you have not a man m all 
Athens able to discharge Pyramus but he. 
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Flu, No, be bath simply tbe best wit of any handicraft 
man in Athens. 

Quin. Yea, and the best person too ; and he is a very 
paramour for a sweet voice. 

Flu. Yon must say paragon : a paramour is, God bless 
us, a thing of naught. 

Filter Snug. 

Snug. Masters, the duke is coming from the temple, and 
there is two or three lords and ladies more married : if our 
sport had gone forward, we had all been made men. 

Flu. 0 sweet bully Bottom ! Thus hath he lost sixpence 
a-day during his life; he could not have scaped sixpence 
a-day : an the duke had not given him sixpence a-day for 
playing Pyramus, I’ll be hanged ; he would have deserved 
it : sixpence a-day in Pyramus, or nothing. 

Enter* Bottom. 

Bot. Where are these lads ? where are these hearts ? 

Quin^ Bottom ! — 0 most courageous day ! 0 most happy 
hour ! 

Boi. Masters, X am to discourse wonders : but ask me 
not what ; for if I tell you, I am no true Athenian. I will 
tell you every thing, right as it fell out. 

Quin. Let us hear, sweet Bottom. 

Bot. Not a word of me. All that I will tell you is, that 
the duke hath dined. Get your apparel together, good strings 
to your beards, new ribbons to your pumps ; meet presently 
at the palace ; every man look o’er his part ; for the short 
and the long is, our play is preferred. In any case, let Thisbe 
have clean linen ; and let not him that plays the lion pare his 
nails, for they shall hang out for the lion’s claws. And, most 
dear actors, eat no onions nor garlic, for we are to utter sweet 
breath ; and I do not doubt but to hear them say it is a 
sweet comedy. No more words : away ! go ; away ! 

IJSxemt. 
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Scene I. Athens. An apartment in the palace of 
Theseus. 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Philostrate, Lords, Attendants. 

Hip. ’Tis strange, my Theseus, that these lovers speak of. 
The, More strange than true : I never may believe 
These antique fables nor these fairy toys. 

Lovers and madmen have such seething brains,/^ 

Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend 
More than cool reason ever comprehends. 

The lunatic, the lover, and the poet 
Are of imagination all compact : — 

One sees more devils than vast hell can hold, — 

That is, the madman : the lover, all as frantic, 

Sees Helen’s beauty in a brow of Egypt : 

The poet’s eye, in a fine frenzy rolling, 

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven ; 
And, as imagination bodies forth 
The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen 
Turns them to shape, and gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation and a name. 

Such tricks hath strong imagination, 

That, if it would but apprehend some joy, 

It comprehends some bringer of that joy; 

Or in the night, imagining some fear, 

How easy is a bush suppos’d a bear ! 

/ Hip. But all the story of the night told over, 

And all their minds transfigur’d so together, 

More witnesseth than fancy’s images, 

And grows to something of great constancy ; 

But, howsoever, strange and admirable. 

The. Here come the lovers, full of joy and mirth. 

Enter Ltsaotbr, Demetrius, Hermia, and Helena. 

^^7 9 gentle friends ! joy and fresh days of love 
Accompany your hearts ! 
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r Lys. More than to us 

Wait in your royal walks, your board, your bed ! 

The, Come now; what masques, what dances shall we 
haye. 

To wear away this long age of three houis 
Between our after-supper and bed-time ? 

Where is our-usual manager of mirth ? 

What revels are in hand ? Is there no play. 

To ease 'the anguish of a torturing hour ? 

Call Philostrate. 

1 . Phil, Here, mighty Theseus. 

The, Sa^, what abridgment have you for this evening ? 
What masque ? what music ? How shall we beguile 
The lazy time, if not with some delight ? 

Phil, There is a brief how many sports are ripe : 

Make choice of which your highness will see first. 

[Giving a paper. 

The. [reads] The battle with the Centaurs, to be sung 
By an Athenian eunuch to the* harp ” 

We’ll ndhe of that : that have I told my love, 

In glory of my kinsman Hercules. — 

[Reads] ‘‘The riot of the tipsy Bacchanals, 

Tearing the Thracian singer in their rage.” 

That is an old device ; and it was play’d 
When I from Thebes came last a conqueror. — 

“ The thrice-three Muses mourning for the death 
Of Learning, late deceas’d in beggary.” 

That is some, satire, keen and critical, 

Not sorting with a nuptial ceremony. — 

“ A tedious brief scene of young Pyramus 
And his love Thisbe; very tragical mirth,” 

Merry and tragical ! tedious and brief ! 

That is, hot ice and wondrous strange snow/®^ 

How shall we find the concord of this discord ? 

1 Phil, A play it^^^ is, my lord, some ten words long, 
l?raich is as brief as I have known a play ; 

But hy ten words, my lord, it is too long, , 

Which makes it tedious ; for in all the play 
There is not one word apt, one player fitted : 

And, tragical, my noble lord, it is ; 
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For Pyramus therein doth Mil himself. 

Which, when I saw rehears’d, I must confess, 

Made mine eyes water ; but more merry tears 
The passion of loudTaughter never shed. 

The. What are they that do play it 9 
- PhtL Hard-handed men, that work in Athens here, 
Which never labour’d in their minds till now ; 

And how have toil’d their unbreath’d memories 
With this same play against your nuptial. 

The. And we will hear it. 

I*. Phil. No, my noble lord ; 

It is not for you : I have heard it over. 

And it is nothing, nothing in the world ; 

Unless you can find sport in their intents, 

Extremely stretch’d and conn’d with cruel pain, 

To do you service. 

' The. I will hear that play ; 

For never any thing can be amiss, 

When simpleness and duty tender it. 

Go^ bring them in : — ^and take your places, ladies. 

PhiloBi/taie* 

Hip. I love not to see wretchedness o’^rcharg’d, 

And duty in his service perishing. 

The. Why, gentle sweet, you shall see no such thing. 

/ Hip. He says they can do nothing in this Mnd*. 

The. The kinder we, to give them thanks for nothing. 
Our sport shall be to take what they mistake > 

And what poor willing®^^ duty cannot do. 

Noble respect takes it in might, not merit. 

Where I have come, great clerks have purposM 
To greet me with premeditated welcomes ; 

When^^^^ I have seen them shiver and look pale, 

Make periods in the midst of sentences, 

Throttle their practis’d accent in their fears, 

And, in conclusion, dumbly have broke ojaf, 

Not , paying me a welcome. Trust me, sweet, 

Out Of this silence yet I pick’d a welcome ; 

And in the modesty of fearful duty 
I read as much as from the rattling tongue 
Of saucy and audacious eloquence. 
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Love, therefore, and tongue-tied simplicity. 

In least speak most, to my capacity. 

Re-enter Philosteate. ^ 

Phil, So please your grace, the Prologue is address’d. 
The, Let him approach. {Flourish of trumpets. 

Enter the Prologue. 

Pro, If we offend, it is vdth our good will. 

That you should think, we come not to offend, 

But with good wiU. To show our simple skill, 

That i§ thi true beginning of our end. 

Consider, men, we come but in despite. 

We do not come as minding to content you, 

Our true intent is. All for your delight, 

We are not here. That you should here repent you, 

The actors are at hand j and, by their show, 

You shall know all that you are like to know. {Exit, 

The, This fellow doth not stand upon points. 

L^/^.^He hath rid his prologue like a rough colt; he knows 
the stop. A good moral, my lord : it is not enough to 
speak, but to speak true. 

Hip, Indeed he hath played on his prologue like a child 
on a recorder ; a sound, but not in government. 

The. His speech was like a tangled chain ; nothing im- 
paired, but all disordered. Who is next ? 

Enter the Presenter, mth Pyrames and Thisbb,^^®®^ Wall, Moon- 
shine, and Lion, as in dwnb-show. 

Pres, Gentles, perchance you wonder at this show ; 

But wonder on, till truth make all things plain. 

This man is Pyramus, if you would know ; 

This beauteous lady, Thisbe is certain. 

^ This man, with Hme and rough-east, doth present 

Wall, that vile Wall which did these lovers sunder ; 

And through Wall’s chink, poor souls, they are content 
To whisper : at the which let no man wonder. 

This man, with lantern, dog, and hush of thorn, 

Presenteth moonshine ; for, if you will know, 

By moonshine did these lovers think no scorn 
To meet at Ninus’ tomb, there, there to woo. 
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TMs grisly beast, which, by name Lion hight/^^^^ 

The trusty Thisbe, coming first by night, 

Did scare away, or rather did affright ; 

And, as she fled, her igaantle she did fall, 

Which Lion vile with, bloody mouth did stain. 

Anon comes Pyramus, sweet youth and tall. 

And finds his trusty Thisbe’s mantle slain : 

Whereat, with blade, with bloody blameful blade, 

He bravely broach’d his boiling bloody breast; 

And Thisbe, tarrying in mulberry shade, 

His dagger drew, and died For all the rest. 

Let Lion, Moonshine, Wall, and lovers twain, 

At large discourse, while here they do remain 

[Exeunt Presenter, Pyramus, Thisbe, Lion, and Moonshine. 
The. I wonder if the lion be to speak. 

^ Dem. No wonder, my lord : one lion may, when many 
asses do. 

Wall. In this same interlude it doth befall 
That I, one Snout by name, present a wall ; 

And such a wall, as I would have you think, 

That had in it a crannied hole or chink, 

Through which the lovers, Pyramus and Thisbe, 

Did whisper often very secretly. 

This loam, this rough-cast, and this stone, doth show 
That I am that same wall ; the truth is so : 

And this the cranny is, right and sinister, 

Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper. 

The. Would you desire lime and hair to speak better ? 
Dem. It is the wittiest partition that ever I heard dis- 
course, my lord. 

The. Pyramus draws near the wall : silence ! 

Enter Pveamus. 

Pyr. 0 grim-look’d night I 0 night with hue so black 1 

0 night, which ever art when day is not I 

0 night, 0 night 1 alack, alack, alack, ' 

1 fear my Thisbe’s promise is forgot ^ — 

And thou, 0 wall, 0 sweet, 0 lovely wall, 

That stand’st between her father^s ground and mine ^ 

Thou wall, 0 wall, O sweet and lovely wall, 

Show me thy chink, to blink through with mine eyne ! 

[Wall holds up his fingers. 
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Thanks, courteous wall • Jove shield thee well for this ^ 

But what see I “2 JSTo Thishe do I see. 

0 wicked wall, through whom I see no hliss • 

Curs’d he thy stones for thus deceiving me * 

The. The wall, methinks, being sensible, should curse 
again. 

Pyr. No, in truth, sir, he should not. ‘"Deceiving me” 
is Thisbe’s cue : she is to enter now, and I am to spy her 
through the wall. You shall see it will fall pat as I told 
you. — Yonder she comes. 

Ent&)' Thisbe. 

This. 0 wall, full often hast thou heard my moans, 

For parting my fair Pyramus and me ! 

My cherry lips have often kiss’d thy stones, 

Thy stones with lime and hair knit up in thee. 

Pyr. I see a voice : now will I to the chink, 

To spy an I can hear my Thisbe’s face. — 

Thisbe ! 

This^ My love I thou art my love, I think. 

Pyr. Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover’s grace ; 

And, like Limander, am I trusty still. 

This. And I like Helen, till the Fates me kill. 

Pyr. Not Shafalus to Procrus was so true. 

This. As Shafalus to Procrus, I to you. 

Pyr. 0* kiss me through the hole of this vile wall ! 

This. I kiss the wall’s hole, not your lips at all. 

Pyr. Wilt thou at Ninny’s tomb meet mo straightway ? 

This. ’Tide life, ’tide death, I come without delay. 

liExeunt Pyrmnus and Thishe, 

‘ Wall. Thus have I, wall, my part discharged so ; 

And, being done, thus wall away doth go. [Escit. 

The. Now is the muraF^^ down bistween the two neigh- 
bours. 

Dem. No remed,y, my lord, when walls are so wilful to 
hear without warning. 

Hip. This is the silliest stuff that e’er I heard. 

The. The best in this kind are but shadows ; and the worst 
are no worse, if imagination amend them. 

Hip. It must be your imagination then, and not theirs. 
The. If we imagine no 'worse of them than they of them- 
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selves, they may pass for excellent men. Here come two 
noble beasts in, a moon and a lion.^^^^*^^ 

Miter Lion and Moonshine. 

Lion, You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do fear 
The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps on Boor, 

May now perchance both quake and tremble here, 

When lion rough in wildest rage doth roar. 

Then know that I one Snug the joiner am, 

A lion felljf^^®^ nor else no lion’s dam ; 

For, if I should as lion come m strife 
Into this place, ’twere pity on my life. 

The. A very gentle beast, and of a good conscience. 

Bern, The very best at a beast, my lord, that e’er I saw. 
i Lys, This lion is a very fox for his valour. 

The. True ; and a goose for his discretion, 

2^ Bern. Not so, my lord ; for his valour cannot carry his 
discretion; and the fox carries the goose. 

The. His discretion, I am sure, cannot carry his valour ; 
for the goose carries not the fox. It is well : leav5 it to his 
discretion, and let us listen to the moon. 

Moon, This lantern doth the hornfed mo(?n present ; — 

Bern. He should have worn the horns on his head. 

The, He is not^^®®^ crescent, and his horns are invisible 
within the circumference. 

Moon, This lantern doth the hornM moon present ; 

Myself the man-i’-the'moon do seem to be. 

The. This is the greatest error of all the rest : the man 
should be put into the lantern. How is it else the man-i’-the- 
moon? 

L Bern. He dares not come there for the candle ; for, you 
see, it is already in snujBf. 

f Hip. I am a- weary of this moon ; would he would change ! 

The. It appears, by his small light of discretion, that he 
is in the wane ; but yet, in courtesy, in all reason, we must 
stay the time. 

/ IjyB. Proceed, moon. 

Moon, All that I have to say is, to tell you that the lantern ^ 
is the moon ; I, the man-in -the-moon ; this thorn-bush, my 
thorn-bush ; and this dog, my dog. 
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Dm. Why, all these should he in the lantern ; for all 
these are in the moon. But, silence ! here comes Thisbe. 

Enter Thisbe. 

This. This is old Ninny’s tomb. Where is my love'* 

Lion. \]'oaring] O {Thisbe runs off 

Dm. Well roared, lion. 

The. Well run, Thisbe. 

Well shone, moon. — Truly, the moon shines with a 
good grace. [T/ie Lion tears Thisbe's mantle^ and exit. 
The. Well moused, lion. 

Dem AM then came Pyramus. 

Lys. And so the lion yanished.^^^^^ 

E7iter Pyeamus. 

Pyr. Sweet moon, I thank thee for thy sunny beams : 

I thank thee, moon, for shining now so bright ; 

For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering gleams, 

I trust to taste of truest Thisbe’s sight. 

But stay, — 0 spite ! — 

But mark, poor knight, 

What«dreadM dole is here ! 

Eyes, do you see^ 

How can it be % 

0 dainty duck 1 0 dear ’ 

Thy mantle good, 

What, stain’d with blood 1 
Approach, ye Furies fell 1 
0 Fates, come, come. 

Cut thread and thrum ; 

Quail, cru^, conclude, and quell ! 

The. This passion, and the death , of a dear friend, would 
go near to make a man look sad.^^®^^ 

Hip. Beshrew my heart, but I pity the man. 

Pyf, 0, wherefore, Nature, didst 'thou lions frame? 

Since lion yiie hath here deflower’d my dear : 

, Which is — no, no — ^which was the fairest dame 

That liv’d, that lov’d, that lik’d, that look’d with choer. 

, * . ,, Come, tears, confound; 

Out, swords and wound , 

, .The' pap of •I^piamus,,*-’ . , ■ 
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Ay, that left pap, 

Where heart doth hop [Stabs himselL 

Thus die I, thus, thus, thus. 

Now ami dead, 

Now am I fled; 

My soul is in the sky : 

Tongue, lose thy light ; 

Moon, take thy flight : — [Exit Moonshine* 

Now die, die, die, die, die. 

Dem. No die, hut an ace, for him ; for he is but one. 

‘ Lys. Less than an ace, man ; for he is dead ; he is nothing. 

The. With the help of a surgeon he migh^ yet recover, 
and prove an ass. 

' Hip. How chance Moonshine is gone before Thisbe comes 
back and finds her lover ? 

The. She will find him by starlight. — Here she comes ; 
and her passion ends the play. 

JRe-enter Thisbb. 

Hip. Methinks she should not use a long one for such a 
Pyramus : I hope she will be brief. 

Pern. A mote will turn the balance, which PyramuSj which 
Thisbe, is the better ; he for a man, God warrant us, — she for 
a woman, God bless us. 

Lys. She hath spied him already with those sweet eyes. 
Dem. And thus she moans, videlicet: 

This. Asleep, my love ? 

What, dead, my dove ? 

0 Pyramus, arise 1 

Speak, speak. Quite ditmbl 
Dead, dead? A tomb 
Must cover thy sweet eyes. 

These lily hps, 

This cherry nose,<^^^^ 

These yellow cowslip cheeks, 

Axe gone, are gone ; 

Lovers, make moan : 

- , ' His eyes were green as leeks. 

O Sisters llire'e. 

Come, come to me, 

. With hands as pale as milk ; 
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Lay them in gore, 

Since you have shore 
With shears his thread of silk. 

Tongue, not a word : 

Come, trusty sword ,• 

Come, blade, my breast imbrue : [Stabs herself^ 

And, farewell, friends, — 

Thus Thisbe ends, — 

Adieu, adieu, adieu. [Dies* 

The, Moonshine and Lion are left to bury the dead. 

Dem, Ay, and Wall too. 

Bot, Wo, I assure you ; the wall is down that parted their 
fathers. Will it please you to see the epilogue, or to hear a 
Bergonaask dance between two of our company ? 

The, No epilogue, I pray you; for your play needs no 
excuse. Never excuse ; for when the players are all dead, 
there need none to be blamed. Marry, if he that writ it 
had played Pyramus and hanged himself in Thisbe’s garter, it 
would have been a fine tragedy : and so it is, truly ; and very 
notably discharged. But, come, your Bergomask : let your 
epilogue alone. \A dance by two of the Clowns, 

The iron tongue of^midnight hath told twelve ; — 

Lovers, to bed ; ’tis almost fairy-time. 

I fear we shall out-sleep the coming morn, 

As much as we this night have overwatch’d. 

This palpable-gross play hath well beguil’d 
The heavy gait of night, — Sweet friends, to bed. — 

A fortnight hold we this solemnity 

In nightly revels and new jollity, [Exeunt, 

Enter Puos, tvith a broom. 

Puck, Now the hungiy lion roars, 

And the wolf behpwls^^^ the moon ; 

Whilst the heavy ploughman snores, 

AH with weary task fordone. 

Now the wasted brands do glow, 

Whilst the screedh-owl, screeching 
. Pufe the wretch that lies in woe 
, r In reinembranca, of a shroud. 

. yoh,^m\ " ; , , 
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Now it is the time of night, 

That the graves, all gaping wide, 

Every one lets forth his sprite, 

In the chiirch-way paths to glide ; 

And we fairies, that do run 
By the triple Hecate’s team 
From the presence of the snn, 

Following darkness like a dream, 

Now are frolic ; not a mouse 
Shall disturb this hallow’d house : 

I am sent, with broom, before, 

To sweep the dust behind the door. 

Enter Oberon and Titania, with their Train, 

Obe. Through the house give glimmering light, 

By the dead and drowsy fire 
Every elf and fairy sprite 

Hop as light as bird from brier; 

And this ditty, after me, 

Sing, and dance it trippingly. 

Tita. First, rehearse your song by rote, 

To each word a warbling note : 

Hand in hand, with fairy grace, 

Will we sing, and bless this place. [Song md dance. 
Obe, Now, until the break of day, 

Through this house each fairy stray. 

To the best bride-bed will we, 

Which by us shall blessed be ; 

And the issue there create 
Ever shall be fortunate. 

So shall all the couples three 
Ever true in loving be ,* 

And the blots of Nature’s hand 
Shall not in their issue stand ; 

Never mole, hare-lip, nor scar. 

Nor mark prodigious, such as are 
DespisM in nativity, 

Shall upon their childi*en be. 

With this field- dew consecrate. 

Every fairy take his gait ' 
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And each several chamber bless, 

Through this palace, with sweet peace : 

Ever shall ’t in safety rest, 

And the owner of it blest/^^^®^ 

Trip away ; 

Make no stay ; 

Meet me all by break of day. 

[Exeunt Oberon, Titania^ mid Train, 
Puck, If we shadows have offended, 

Think but this, and all is mended, — 

That you have but slumber’d here, 

Wh?le these visions did appear. 

And this weak and idle theme. 

No more yielding but a dream. 

Gentles, do not reprehend : 

If you pardon, we will mend. 

And, as I’m an honest Puck, 

If we have unearned luck 

Now to scape the serpent’s tongue, 

‘We will make amends ere long ; 

Else the Puck a liar call : 

So, good night unto you all. 

Give me your hands, if we be friends. 

And Eobin shall restore amends. [Exit, 
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P. 265. (i) ^^New-henV^ 

The old eds. have Now henV* 

P. 266. { 2 ) “ This man hath witch"' 

So Theobald. — The qnartos and the folio have ** This man hath bewitch’d 
which the editor of the second folio, for the sake of the mefcre, altered to 
“ This hath heioitch'd,^' but the omission of is very awkward. (Bos- 

well defends the oldest reading, talking nonsense about “ a redundant syl- 
lable,” (fee.) 

P. 266.'^) feigning 

Walker (Cnt, Exam, &c. voL in, p. 46) “ thinks Shakespeare wrote * feigned 
love’,” — ^which Hanmer gave. 

P. 267. { 4 ) “ earthZier-hcvgpy^^ 

Has been altered to “ earthly happier,” — a more correct expression, doubt- 
less : but Shakespeare (like his contemporaries) did not always write cor- 
rectly, — ^^Earthlier-haTpyt^^ “ie, more earthly-happy,''^ Walker, Grit, Exam, 
&c. vol. i. p, 27 . 

P 267. { 5 ) ** to give sovereignty,*^ 

“ i, e, to give sovereignty to.” Malone. 

P, 268. ( 6 ) “ Nedarh daughter ^ Helena^** 

Again, in aeiiv. sc. 1, mention is made of “ old Nedar*s Helena.” — ^According 
to Walker {Grit, Exam, &o, vol. ii. p, 30), ^^Nedar is perhaps a mistake of 
the printers for Nestor, — of course not the Pylian.” Very unlikely, I think. 

P.268. ( 7 ) **lowr 

The old eds. have loue,” 

P. 270 . ( 8 ) “ Ymrs wotdd I catch, 

So panmer.— -The quartos and the folios have ” Your words JT (and Ide”) 
catch,** 

P. 270. { 9 ) 

My ear should catch your voice, my eye your eye,** 

Mr. W. N. tiettsom would rea4 My hair should catch your hair, my eye yom* 
and defende the alteration thus; “As the passage stands at present, 
Helena; wishes her ear may resemble the voice of Hermla I I eonoeiv;e, that, 
in the first place, * heare * — * heare* [a common old spelling of ‘ hair*} was 
transf (spmed into ‘ eare’— * eare’ by the blunder of a transcriber. The verse 
was then operated upon by a sophisticator, who regarded nothing but the 
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hne Ibefore Mm, and was not aware of the true meaning of ‘ my eye your eye," 
but took ‘ catch' in the ordinary sense, not in the peculiar sense of contract- 
ing disease, which it hears throughout tMs passage ” 


P.270. (lo) 

“ Read ‘ Td ’ I cannot but think that the frequent confusion of ^ lie" and 
* Ide" is a misprint, not an idiom.” W N. Lettsom. But it certainly appears 
that our ancestors frequently used “ will" where we now use would e, g. 

“ If I should pay your worsMp those again, 

Perchance you lotU not bear them patiently.” 

The Comedy of Errors, act i. sc. 2. 

“ I would bend under any heavy weight 
That he'll enjoin me to.” Much Ado about Notl>^ng, act v* so 1. 

V, 270. (ii) Helen," 

The old eds. have “ Helena :” but compare the first Hne of Lysander’g next 
speech, and see ^ost, 

P, 271. (12) counsel sweet, 

, . . « stranger companies," 

So Theobald.-— The old eds. have counsell sweld” and ^‘strange companions.” 

P. 272. {13) ** To the rest yetf\ « 

According to Mr, Staunton^ ** is simply * To the rest now’.” 


P, 274. (14.) Tahe pains ^ he perfect : adieu," 

With Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, I give these words to Quince. In the old 
eds, they form a portion of the pi»eoeding speech. 

P, 274. (1 5) “ moon’s sphere 

Was altered by Steevens to ** moones sphere," He also cited from Sidney’s 
Arcadia the expression “ moony sphere" as a probable reading in the present 
passage; and Mr. Grant White adopts it. 


Pi 27§. (16) ■ f right f" 

.**So the quartos and folio properly; and it is clear that [in the following 
lines] the verbs « skims,’ ‘labours,’ ‘ makes,’ though not so printed [in 
the old' edsj, should be in the singular also.” Coulieb. In the next line the 
old eds. have “ sometimes but compare what follows. 


P. 275. (17) Fairy, thou speah'st aright " 

“ Fairy" is the addition of Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, and far better than 
the other attempts that have been made to complete the metre. 
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P. 276 . (i8) “ But room 71010 , fairy ' Jme comes 06erow.” 

I have inserted “ for the metre’s sake (which is surely preferable to the 
usual modern emendation, *^But make room, fairy — To prmt, as some 
editors have done, ** But room. Faery,” is too ridiculous). 


P. 276. ( 19 ) Fairies, skip hence ” 

The old eds. have “ Fairy ship hence ^ — ^My fnend the Rev W. Harness con- 
jectures Fairies, keep hence ” — I formerly suggested Fames, trip hence,^^ 


P. 276. (ao) Bengeniaf^ 

” In North’s translation of Plutarch (Life of Theseus) this lady is called 
Pengouna. The alteration was probably intentional, for the sake of har- 
mony. Her reaj^ name was Pengune [fiepiyoivKi, Pint, m Thes. cap. viu.],” 
Malone, l^eobald prints ” Pengune,” Hanmer Perigyne,” and Mr. Grant 
White ” Pengouna.” — ^In the next hne the old eds. have “ Eagles.” 


P. 276. (ai) Or in the leached rmrgent of the seaf* 

1 have not followed the modem editors in altering “in” to “on,” because 
here Shakespeare may have written (which was often used for “on”). 
So in Cymheline, act iii. sc. 6 , “ Gold strew’d i’ the door” (where Boswell 
cites from the Lord’s Prayer, “Thy will be done in earth”) .-*-1863. I now 
find that Mr. HaUiwell and Mr. Staunton also retain “iti” here. — ^But Mr W. 
N. Lettsom observes to me ; “Is it not hazardous to retain ^in the beached 
margent,’ when Shakespeare has wiitten, in A Lover's Complaint, * XJpon 
whose margent weeping, she was set’ ^ It is true that in is frequently used 
before earth, mountain, hill, and the like ; but this scarcely warrants ‘ in the 
floor f for the word floor seems to give exclusively the notion of surface ; 
while the other words express also abode or locality. It is, besides, not merely 
more or less" probable, but positively certain, that printers confound these 
prepositions ; as, for instance, in King Bichard III. act v. sc. 1, 

‘ To turn their own points on their masters’ bosoms 
where the folios have in, the quartos onfl 

P. 277. (aa) “ want their winter cheer," 

The conjecture of Theobald. — The old eds. have ^*want their winter heere,” 
which is proved to be nonsense by the attempts to explain it. 

P. 277. (^ 3 ) “And on old Hiems^ tMn and icy crown" 

So Tycwhiti— The old eds., by the slightest possible mispiint, have 
cm chtnne and icy crown/* and accordingly in most of the modem editions 
figures with a chaplet of summer-buds on Ms cMn : ‘ see my Mmarks 
m ifn CoUier’s and Mr^ Knight* s eds, of BhakespeaHt p* 46. 


P. 277. { 24 ) “ clnlding" 

i. e, teeming —Pope gave “ chiding.” 
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P. 278. (45) Following i — her womb then rich with my young squire , — ” 
So the old eds. — Kennck and Farmer would make tke parentliesis begin 
sooner, thus, 

gait,— 

Following her;womb, then rich with my young squire, — ” 

** which,” observes Mr. W. N. Dettsom, “ I think right. M. Mason’s objection 
[that ‘ every woman who walks forward must follow her womb'’] appears to 
me to be * naught.’ Perhaps Collier’s Corrector was right in altering ‘ rich‘s 
to ♦ ripe see line 3 below.” 

P.279. (a6) 

‘‘Here too,” says Mr. W. N. Lettsom, “the sense requires and so the 

Old Corrector [whom, however, Mr. CoUier does not follow here]. ‘ J’W,’ 
moreover, begins two lines in the next speech.” See note fo. 

P. 279. “ The one PU slay, the other slayeth me." 

Thirlby’s correction. — ^The old eds. have “ The one lie stay, the other stayeth 
me.” 


P. 279. (a8) “/or” 

“ Qy. ‘ though’?” W. N. Lettsom. 

P. 280. (zg) “ question 

i.e. discourse, conversation, — Steevens’s conjecture, which also occurred to 
Walker [CriU Exam* &c. vol. i, p. 248.}.— -The old eds. have “ questions.” 


P. 281. (30) 

“ Bast thou the flower there « Welcome, wanderer. 

Puck. Ay, there it is, 

Obe. I pray thee, give it me." 

“ The first part of each of these two verses,” says Mr. W. N. Lettsom, “ is 
inconsistent with ihe second part. Should we not read and point ? 

^ Bast thou the flower there, welcome wanderer? 

, Pnck. Ay, here it is. 

Obe. I pray thee give it me,* ” 

Mr. Bwynfen Jervis proposes, “Welcome, wanderer. Hast thou the fiiower 
there?” 

P. ,281.(31) whereon" 

The old eds. have “where;” which Malone supposed to be used here as’, a 
dissyllable ! 

P. 281. (3a) “ hiscious" , , 

Theobald and Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector read “ lush.” 
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P. 281. ( 33 ) ^Hliese fiowers*^ 

IMr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads “ these bowers.” — “ Oddly enough, Knight 
has attacked the Ms. Corrector’s reading, * bowers,’ with a strong of absurdi- 
ties ; while Grant White, who adopts it, makes a remark that is conclusive 
against it, viz. that * a bank, overcanopied with woodbine, muskroses, and 
eglantine, is certainly a bower.’ I strongly suspect that the genuine read- 
ing is ‘ this bower.’ Probably ‘ bower’ was in the first instance miswritten 
^fiowerf then succeeded the sophistication ‘ these fiowenj* an awkward attempt 
to procure sense.” W. N. Lettsom. 

P. 281. ( 34 ) 

Hanmer substituted “ There.” — ^Mi*. W. N. Lettsom proposes Now ” 

P. 284. ( 35 ) ** Nearer this Idch-lovey this kilUcourtesy" 

The old edi^ha^e “Neere this <fec. — Pope printed “NeartoZZiu,” 

&c. — Theobald, retaining Pope’s “to,” threw out the words “Z/m laeh-loveJ** 
— “ Read nearer for neare. The force of nearery and Lysander’s discomiiesy 
(as it appeared to our Mend Puck), are explained by the scene immediately 
preceding between Lysander and Hermia.” Walker’s Grit. Exam. &c. vol, li. 
p. 52. 


P. 285. ( 36 ) “ Transcalent Helen 

The old eds. have “ Tramparent Helena.” — “ Read *Helen,* as in half a 
dozen oth^r passages in fMs play.” Walker’s Grit. Exam. &q, vol. i. p. 230. 
So some of the earlier editors. 

P. 285. ( 37 ) “ Nature shows her ai Z,” 

So Malone. — ^The quartos have nature shewes arteJ*^ — The folio has nature 
h&rshewes art;^^ which in the second folio was altered to nature have sheioes 
arV* 

P. 285. ( 38 ) “ That through thy bosom makes me see my hearV^ 

The old eds- have “ see thy hearV^ — Read, says Walker {Grit. Exam. 

vol. i. p. 300), “ * my heart.’ The old poetical commonplace ; e,g.^ As you 
like i% V- 4, , 

* That thou mightst join her hand with his, 

Whose heart within her bosom is.’ 

Compare Bonnet cxxxiii. 

‘Prison my heart in thy steel bosom’s ward.’ ” 

P. 285. ( 39 ) “ Not Hermia, hut Helen wm I lorn 

Jn this line all the old eds. have “Helena.” Fisher’s quarto omits “wow.” 
Walker {Grit. Exam. Stc. vot i p. 230) observes, “ I do not think, however, 
that ‘ now* cm he dispensed with* 3Etead ‘ Helen* [wMdi occurs several times 
in this play].” 

P. 285. { 40 ) “iouc-sZo?ica,” 

The old eds. have “ Loues sZorZca.”-— Coirected by Walker (Grit Exam, &c. 
vol. i.-p. 255). 
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P. 286 ( 41 ) “ swootV^ 

So Fisher’s q[uarto (“swJOMne”). — The other old eds. “swound” and “sound.” 

P. 286. ( 4 a) “ There are things in this comedy^' 

Qu. ‘ There are three tMngs,’ &c. See what follows. I think, indeed, it is 
required.” Walker’s Cnt, Exam. &c. vol. u. p. 256. 

P.288 ( 43 ) 

The old eds. have “or,” — a mistake occasioned hy “or” occurring twice ]ust 
before. 

P. 288. ( 44 ) “ TMsbe, the flowers of odious savours sweet , — 

80 hath thy breath,^'' 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads “ the flotvers have odious &c. — Pope 

altered hath," <fec. to “/So doth,” &c 

P. 2j88. ( 45 ) “ Pyr: If I were fair, Thisbe, I were only thine ” 

“ Perhaps we ought to point thus , ‘ If I were [i. e as true, &c.], fair Thisbe, 
I were only thine.’ ” Malone. 

P. 289. ( 46 ) * “ Through bog, through bush," 

Mr. W. N. Lettsom proposes “ Through bog, through brook, through bush." 

P. 291. ( 47 ) I desire you of more acquaintance," 

Here the old eds. omit “of,” by an evident error. Compare the two pre- 
ceding speeches of Bottom. (“ The same mode of eitpression occurs m Lusty 
Juvenius, a momJiiy; ‘I shall desire you of better acquaintance ’ Such phrase- 
ology was very common to many of our early writers.” Steevbns.) 

P. 291. ( 48 ) “ loveY> 

The old eds. have “ louers ” 

P. 293. { 49 ) “ knee-deep," 

The conrection of Coleridge, and approved by Walker. — The old eds. have 
“ the deep." 

P. 293. ( 50 ) “ dead," 

' If the right word (which it is), must mean (as Mr. Grant White observes.) 
“ pallid.” — Pope reads “ dread.” 

P. 293. ( 51 ) “ o?^ a misprised mood;" 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads “ m a misprised flood.” 

» 80 


P, 293. ( 5 a) 
Inserted by Pope. 
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P. 295. ( 53 ) “ D&metnus loves lierj and he loves not you ” 

Walker {Cnt. Exam, &c. vol. iii. p. 49) suspects that a line is lost after this 
one. 

P, 295. ( 54 ) 

Altered by Hanmer to “pureness,** and by Mr. Collier’s Ms Corrector to 
“ impress” (which Mr. CoHier himself had previously suggested), — Mr. W. 
N. Lettsom proposes “purest.” 


P, 296, ( 55 ) 

The old eds. have “to** (an error occasioned by the “to” immediately below) 

P. 296. (< 6 ) . . . ahyitdear , — 

. . . yonder is thy dearJ*^ 

“Possibly ^aby it here' (heere — deare)," Walker’s Cni.EiPajw. &c.vol, i p.807. 

P. 297. ( 57 ) sister-vows^" 

Here the old eds. have “ sisters vowes /* and a little below “ schooledaies 
friendship" (though in the same line with “ childhood innocence"). 

P. 297. ( 58 ) “ and" 

Added in the second folio. 

P.297. ( 59 ) ^‘neelds" 

The old eds. have “needles but there can be little or no doubt that Shake- 
speare wrote "neelds ," — ^whieh was a very common contraction of “needles.” 

P. 297. ( 60 ) “ hifely" 

.Altered by Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector to “loving.” But was not “ lovely" 
sometimes used as equivalent to “loving”? Compare our author’s Tammy 
of the Shrew t act iii, s. 2 , 

“And seal the title with a lovely kiss,” 

also 

“ And I will give thee many a lovely Mss.” 

Peele’s Arra%ymient*of Paris, — Works, p. S58, ed. Byce, 1801. - 

“ A father, brother, and a vowdd friend, 

JT, of Eng, Link all these lovely styles, good king, in one.” . 

Greene’s James IV,, — Works, p, 189, ed. Byce, 1861. 


P. 297. { 61 } - me" 

: The.old eds. have “ Hfe.” 


P.298 ( 6 a) 

Altered to “had” by Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector. — ^But see note 10 , 
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P 298 ( 63 ) prayers , — ” 

The old eds. have “ praise ” 

P. 298. ( 64 ) No t no, sir; you 

Seem to break loose'^ 

So the folio, except that it has not “ j/ow,” which I have added at the sugges- 
tion of Mr. W. N. Lettsom. — The q[uartos have 

“ No, no : heele 
Seeme to breaks loose ” 


P. 298. ( 65 ) hated potion, 

The old eds. have 0 hated potion'"* (and poison”). 

P. 299. ( 66 ) “ what news, my love 

If the right reading, is equivalent to **what novelty is this, my love^" — Mr* 
Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes ** what means my love But we have a 
passage in The Taming of the Shrew, act i. so. 1, which makes that alteration 
a doubtful one: there Lucentio exchanges dress with his servant Tranio; 
presently Lucentio’s oth^ servant, Biondello, enters, and exclaims in great 
surprise, 

“ Master, has my fellow Tranio stol’n your clothes ? 

Or you stol’n his ? or both ? pray, what's the news ?" 

P. 299. ( 67 ) of question, doubt;" 

The old eds. have ** of question, of doubt," (“ For lihe omission of the last 
preposition, compare *Ay, in the temple, in the town, the field,’ act ii. sc, 1.” 
W. N. Lettsom.) 

P.300. ( 68 ) ^^Nelen," 

The old eds. have ** Helena,’’ — ** Read * Helen' [which occurs in various pass- 
ages of this play], to avoid the trisyllabic termination.” Walker’s Crit, 
Exam, &G, vol. i. p, 230. 

P. 300. ( 69 ) to try whose right, 

Of thine or mine, %s most in Helena," 

^ee note 44 on The Tempest, 

P. SOS. ( 70 ) "ho!" 

. This fourth** /to” is not in the old eds. 

P. 304. ( 71 ) ' To" > 

Hot in the old eds. 

P, 304. ( 72 ) « Thou tah'st" 

Tyrwhitt and Mr. Collier’s Ms. Con’ector read “ See thou tah'st;" but ** See 
would require “take.” — Compare, above, “Bleep sound.” 
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P. 305. ( 73 ) Peas-Uo8som‘* 

The old eds. have “ Oohweb.” “ Without doubt,” says Grey, “ li should be 
Cavalero Peas-blossom • as for Cavalero Cobweb, he had just been dispatched 
upon a perilous adventure.” 

P. 305. ( 74 .) “ The sqmrreVs homd, and fetch thee thence new nuts ” 

The old eds. have ‘‘ and fetch thee new nuts ” — I adopt what appears to 

me the best of the modern emendations * the others are “ and fetch for 

thee new nuts,'* and “ and fetch thee the new nuts," — Steevens defends 

the original reading, on the supposition that here “ hoard" is a dissyllable ! 

P. 305. ( 75 ) “ be all ways away , — ” 

Here Theobald altered the “ alwaies” of the old eds to “ all ways'* — with the 
explanatlon-^^* diverse yourselves, and scout out severally, in your watch, 
that danger approach us from no quarter.” — Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector 
reads ** be a while away," — Mr. W. N. Lettsom suspects that this line and 
the preceding one ought to change places 

P. 306. ( 76 ) Seeking sweet favours" 

So Fisher’s quarto and the fourth folio — Boberts’s quarto and the other folios 
sweet savors.” (“These [fair women] with syren-like allurement 
so entised those quaint squires, that they bestowed aU iheiv flowers vpon them 
for fauours^" Greene’s Quip for an Vpstart Gourtw', sig. B 2 , ed. 1620). — I 
now find (1863) that the reading favours** is adopted by Mr. Halliwell (who 
quotes my note on the passage), by Mr. Staunton, and by Mr. Grant "VTOte 
(though the last-mentioned gentleman in his Shakespeare's Scholar, &c. had 
maintained the superiority of “savours”). — And compare Browne’s Britan- 
nia's Pastoials, book ii. song 2, p. 45, ed. 1625 ; 

« “ For as a Maiden gath’ring on the Plaines 
A sentfuH Nosegay (to set neere her pap, 

Or as afauour for her Shepherds cap),” Ssc, 

, P. 306. ( 77 ) fairies" 

The old eds. have “ Fairy.” 

P. 307. { 78 ) ** music, such as channeth sleep 

Here Mr. Collier writes ; “ After these words in the folio, 1623, we have the 
stage-direction, * Music still which means, probably, that the music was to 
be heard for a while, and to cease before Puck spoke, as Oberon afterwards 
exclaims, ‘ Sound, music !’ when it was to be ^renewed.” Now, nothing can 
, be plainer tbau that “ Music still*' means still or soft music 1 and that, instead 
of ‘^ceasing before Puck spoke,” it was not intended to commence at all till 
Oberon had exclaimed “Sound, music I” The stage-direction (as is often 
the case with stage-directions in old plays) was placed thus early, to warn 
the musicians to he in readmess. Mr Colher continues ; “ If, as Mr. Byce 
(‘ Eemarks,’ 48) suggests, ‘ still music’ had been meant, the direction would 
not have been ‘ music still’ yes, Mr. Colher ventures so to wnte,— trust- 
ing that none of his readers will take the irovdile to refer to my Bemavks, where 
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I have quoted from the old eds. of Beaumont and Fletcher’s Triumph of Time 
the following stage-dii'eetion, in which the epithet applied to ^Tmmpets' is 
PUT LA.ST, — Jupiter and Mercury descend severally. Trumpets small above.^^ 
— Mr Staunton (who adheres to the folio in placing the stage-direction 
“ Music stilV' immediately after Titania’s speech) observes ; “ We apprehend, 
by ‘ Music stilV or * Still musicj^ was meant soft^ subdued music ^ such music as 
Titania could command, — ‘ as charmeth sleep the object of it being to 

* strike more dead 

Than common sleep 

This being effected, Oberon himself calls for more stirring strains while he 
and the Queen take hands, 

‘ And rock the ground whereon these sleepers be.’ ” 

I am glad to find that Mr Staunton agrees with me as to the meaning of the 
words “ Music stilV' I cannot, however, agree with him jn the rest of his 
explanation, I believe that the music is not heard till Oberon ecl^jes Titania’s 
call for it, and that to the said still or soft music (the sole object of which is 
to lull the five sleepers) some sort of a pas de deux is danced by the faiiy 
long and queen. 

P. 307 (79) go : — ” 

The old eds. have “ let them go.” 

P. 307. (80) “ When in a wood of Crete they bay^d the hoaV^ 

The old eds. have ** hayed the beare.”— “ Byce’s conjecture,** hoaf (Bfi- 

maihs, p. 49, — or is he referring to another critic who has proposed it?) 
deserves attention. The stoiy of Meleager would be sufficient to suggest^it 
to Shakespeare.” Walker’s Uiit, Exam. &c« vol. iii. p. 60.—- Hanmer substi- 
tuted “Soar” for “bear,” and was followed by Capell.— The old lection is 
retained by Mr. Grant White, who says ; “ Passages in Chaucer’s Knightes 
Tale, Holinshed’s Chronicles, Pliny, and Plutarch, so justify tipis text, that it 
must remain undisturbed, but I beheve that the easiest of all misprints in 
Shakespeare^s time was made, and that we should read that Hercules and 
Cadmus ‘hayed the hoar' in a wood of Crete. This is also Mr. Byce’s opi- 
nion.” The “passages” above mentioned (for which see the Var, ShalC’^ 
speare) formerly weighed little with me ; now they weigh nothing. 

P. 308. (81) fountains," 

Though the foUowing lines of Vii*gil have been adduced to show that “ joun- 
iaW is right,— 

“ Turn vero exoritur clamor, ripmque laeu8qn& 

Besponsant circa, et ccelum tonat omne tumultu,”— 

I am by no means sure that our author did not write “ mountains.” 

P. 308. (Sa) “ Seem'd" 

the second folio, — ^The earlier eds. have “ Seeme,” 

P. 308. (83) 

Bee note Sl 


Nedar's Melena 
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P. 309. {84) “ our intent 

Was to he gone from Athens^ where we mighty 
Without the peril of th' Athenian law , — ” 

So Fisher’s quarto (which has a comma after “ as if to show that the 
speech is interrupted by Egeus). Roberts’s quarto and the folio make the 
sentence complete by very awkwardly adding “be” to the second line, 

“ where we might be 

Without the peril of the Athenian 
Perhaps Hanmer was right when he printed 

“ — - where we might 
Be without peiil of W Athenian law,^* 

P. 309. (85J Melted as melts the smw,^' 

Here I hav^^seirted ^^meW^ for the metre. — Capell and Mr. Collier’s Ms. 
Corrector rea& Melted as doth the snowi^^ — ^which is scarcely grammar. — 
Mr. Staunton suggests “ All melted as the which is perhaps objection- 

able on account of ** all” in the third line after. 


P 309. (86) 

The cdd eds. have “ see ” 

“ saw" 

P. 309. (S'r) 

The old eds. have “ a ” 

“ in" 

► P. 309. (88) 

Koi in the old eds. 

“ my" 

P. 309. (89) 

Warburton reads “ gemelV* 


P, 310. (90) 

“RwC are you swe 


That we are well awake 


So Capell. — The words “ Rut” and loeM” are not in the quartos. {The folio 
omits all tMs.) — ** CapeE’s insertions seem to me to improve the sense as well 
as restore the metre. I had hit upon the same conjectures long before I 
became acquainted with Capell.” W. N. Lbttsom. 

P. 310. (91) “ of our plm/* 

So Walker {CHt Bwam> dfc. vol. ii. p. 321)."- The old eds. have ^‘0/ apla^.” 

P. 3X0. (9a) ' “ at her death.'* 

Theobald realds after death.** 

P.312. (93) ** shape,** 

The old eds. have “ shapes.” 

P. 313. (94) “ strange snow ” 

Hanmer" printed “bcorchxng snow" — Mr. Staunton conjectures “swarthy 
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(The epithet ** strange” can hardly he light : hut the metre is not 
^ulty , for t‘ wondrous” is often a trisyllable.) 

So ^ 

j.‘*J5anmer. — ^The old eds. have “there” (which must be wrong). — ^Mr. Col- 
“ ^s. Corrector reads “this” (which is ohjeotionahle on account of the 

immediately above). 

^ 3X4. ( 96 ) ‘^willing'' 

to ^ unhLappy addition of Theobald to a line which even Malone allows 
mutilated in the old eds, 

314. ( 97 ) “ might 

some German phrases, mag and mbchte, which answer to uur may and 
th used to express will^ liking ^ inclination^ and so forth, though macht^ 

^ ^ ®uhstantiTe, is not, I believe, so employed. Here, however, Shakespeare 
to have used our substantive, might, to express W. N. Lettsom. 




**• 814. (98) 

^ old eds. have “Where.” 


‘ When*’ 


B15, ( 99 ) “ Enter the Prologue,” 

^ folio adds “ Quince.” 


315. (100) “ Enter the Presenter, with Pyr^Swus and Thisbe,” &c. 

^ ^ ^^artoB have Enter Pyramm and Thisby, Wall, Moonshine, jsind Lyom^^ 
^ pi'efix Prologue” to the speech which follows — The folio has ^^Tawyer 
oo ^ before them. Enter Pyramus and TMshy,” (fcCy and gives the 

C prefix ^*Prol” — I now adopt the alteration made here hy Mr. 

Vo Ms. Corrector, which formerly I was content to mention as being 

®P®oious. It has also been recently adopted by Mr. Grant White. — 
lie argnment of the play,” Mr. Gohier observes, “was to be made intel- 


wd.tli a due observation of points, and could not properly be given to 
same performer who had delivered the prologue, purposely made so blun- 


fiie 

ridlioulous.” 


Scv (ioi) ^g name Lion hight,” 

^ Tbeobadd. — ^The old eds, have “ Eyou hight by name.” 

316* ( 102 ) “Ji is the wittiest partitmi that ever I heard discourse,,” 

X the passage should he read, ‘It is the wittiest that ever 

discourse;* alluding to the many stupid partiZiows m the ^rgumen- 
’writsings of the time.” Eabmeb. 


^ 31T . ( 103 ) ” mural” 

^ ^^ope.^ — ^The old eds. have “Moon vsed” and “moral!.’ 
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P. 318 (104) “ a moon and a lion^ 

The old eds. have “ a man and a lyon'^ (and “ Zto»”). 

P. 318. (105) “ Then know 

A lionfellt^ <fec. 

“ Mr. Barron Field, in the Shakespeare Society’s Papers, vol. li. p. 58, pro- 
poses to read [what Mr. OoUier’s Ms. Corrector also gives], 

‘ Then know that I, one Snug the ]oiner, am 
A Vion^s fell [i e, lion’s skin], nor else no lion’s dam.’ 

Perhaps rightly, if ‘A’ can be tolerated. But smrely Shakespeare wrote and 
pointed 

‘ Then know that I one Snug the joiner am, 

No hon fell, nor else,’ &o.” 

Walker’s Cnt. Exam. &e. vol. 1 p. 262. 

Mr, Barron Field proposed for * A lion felV to read * A lion’s fell’ which is 
extremely ingenious ; but in the rehearsal of this scene Snug is expressly 
enjoined to show his face through the lion’s neck, tell his name and trade, 
and say, *If you think I come hither as a lion, it were pity of my life* No, 
I am no such thing,’ &c. I am disposed, therefore, if * nor’ is not to be taken 
as relating to both members of the sentence, to read 

‘ No lion feE, nor else no lion’s dam 

<» 

i. e. neither hon nor lioness.” Staunton, The fact that Bowe reads ” No” 
seems to hSive escaped both Walker and Mr. Staunton. — Singer, Mr. Grant 
■Vyhite, and the Cambridge Editors print ” A lion-fell.” 


P,318.,(io6) "‘not” 

So Mr. polher. — The old eds. have “ no.” 


P 319.(107) And then came Pyi'amus. 

Lys, And so the lion vanished.” 

Steevens calls this a glaring corruption and so probably it is-— Farmer^s 
alteration,^ — 

“ Dm. And so comes Py ramus, 

Lys, And then the moon vanishes,” — 

used to keep its place in the text tin Mir. Collier and Mr. Knight restored the 
old reading. Mr. OoUier remarks that,.^* as there is no necessity for making 
any change, it ought to be avoided but he adds notMng in the way of ex- 
planation. ** Demetrius and Dysander,” observes Mr. Knight, ** ,do not pro- 
fess to have any knowledge of the play ; it is Philostrate who has ’ heard it 
over.^ They are thinking of the classical story.” Now, if they had no hnow- 
ledge of the play , they ^nust have been sound asleep during ihe Dumb -Show 
and the laboured exposition of ihe Presenter at p. 313. And if they were 
*HhmkiBg of the classical stoiy,” they must have read it in a version dif- 
ferent jhom that of Ovid; for, according to his account, the “lea sssva” had 
returned ** in silvas” before the arrivdl of Py ramus, indeed, appears to 
have been somewhat slpw iu keeping the assignation, Serins egressus,” Sue, 
TOIi. 11. ' . ' ' , ' . ■ ' 2» / 
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mpare, too, the long and tedious History of Fyramus and Thishie in the 
igious Gallery of Gallant Inventions^ 1578, — p 171 of the reprint) — 1863. 

W. N. Lettsom observes ; Should not we transpose these lanes, and 
id 

* Lys^ And so the lion^s vanished. 

Hem Now then comes Pyramus^ — 

Swynfen Jervis would transpose the lines without altering the words. 
P.319. (io8) gleams, 

le old eds. have ** beames*^ and “ sti earns F — “I think the alliteration requires 
leams^ [which Mr. Knight conjectured]. Aliter tamen Bycius, Bemarlcs, 
49.’’ Walker’s Grit, Hxam &o. vol ni. p. 52. In the volume refeiTed to, I 
owed, at (perhaps too) great length, that from the earliest times the word 
ireum” was formerly used in the sense of ‘‘ ray.” But (since the readings 
the second foho are certainly made on no authority) I now^n deference 
W'alker’s opinion, adopt “ gleams ,^' — though a word which is not elsewhere 
iployed by Shakespeare. 

P. 319. (109) ** This passion, and the death of a dear friend, would go near 
make a man look sad ” 

i American critic (Mr. Grant White), in Putnam's Monthly Magazine for 
^tober 1863, p. 398, writes as follows; “ The humor of the present speech 
nsists in coupling the ridiculous fustian of the clown’s as^med passion 
th an event which would, in itself, make a man look sad. Mr. QoUier’s Ms. 
►rreotor extinguishes the fun at once, by reading ‘ This passion on the 
ath of a dear friend,’ &c. And, incomprehensible as it is, Mr. Collier stfs- 
ins him by saying that the observation of Theseus *‘has particular reference 
passion of Pyramus on the fate of Thisbe’ I” — ^Mr. Staunton asks, — 
Had he [the Ms. Correctoi'] never heard the old proverbial saying, *He 
at loseth his wife and sixpence hath lost a tester^ * 

P. 320. (110) “ And thus she moans, 

> Theobald, — ^The old eds. “ she meanes.” — Mr. Staunton observes 

1 1 , that the change was made hy Theobald, “ perhaps without necessity, as 
mns appears formerly to have sometimes borne the same signification, 
iius in The Two Gentlemen of Verona, act v. sc. 4, 

* The more degenerate and base art thou, 

To make such means for her as thou hast done.’ ” 

at in that passage, “ To make such meaiis^^ surely signifies (as Steevens 
plains it) “to make such interest for, take such pains about.” 

P. 320. (i 1 1) « These lily lips. 

This cherry nose,^* 

corrupted passage. — Theobald, for the sake of the rhyme, altered “ Zijpa” to 
brows.” — The Ms. Corrector reads 

“ This lily lip, 

This chem'y tip,” — 
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“ in allusion,” — as Mr. Collier carefully informs us, — “ to the tip of the nose 
of Pyramus.” 

P. 321. (112) ^^hehowls'" 

The old eds. have “ beholds.” 

P 321. (113) ” Whilst the screech-owl^ screeching loud^^ 

I cannot but wonder that any editor should print here, with Roberts’s quarto 
and the folio, ** scntch-ow?r’ and seidtching,” when the best of the old eds , 
Fisher’s quarto, has scnech-owle'^ and scrieching,^^ 


P. 322. (114) ” Through the house give glimmering light. 

By the dead and drowsy fire 

A most perpleidng passage. — Johnson conjectured 

** Through this \the’\ house in glimmering light, Ssc, 

Mr. Grant White prints 

“ Though the house give glimmering light, &o. ; 

and says that Oberon “ directs every elf and fairy sprite to hop as light as 
bird from brier, though the house give glimmering light by the dead and 
drowsy fire,' —which reading and note, I must confess, are to me not quite 
intelligibly. — Mr. W. N, Lettsom conjectures 

Through this hall go glimmering light, &c 

P. 322. (115) ” Shall upon their children he. 

With this field-dew consecrate. 

Every fairy take his gait,'*^ (fee. 

The punctuation of Mr, Collier’s Ms. Corrector is, 

” Shall upon their children be. 

With this field-dew consecrate. 

Every fairy take his gait,” <feo. — 

which Mr, OoHier adopts as decidedly accurate.” He tells us that the 
fairies were not to be * with this field-dew consecrate they could not need 
it,” — altogether misxmderstanding the line, which means “ with this come- 
crated field-dew,^"* L e. fairy holy-wat0r ; and when he adds, that the field-dew 
was intended for *‘the children,” he most unaccountably forgets that, as “the 
couples three” have only Just retired to their respective bridal chambers, the 
usual period must elapse before the birth of “ the children;” — ^by which time 
“ THIS field-dew” {so very prematurely provided) was not unlikely to lose its 
virtue, and even to evaporate, though in keeping of fairies. 


P. 323. (116) “ Ever shall in safety rest. 

And the owner of it blesV* 

So the old eds., except that, instead of **s7iaU't,'' they have “ shaii.” — Rowe 
in his sec, ed. printed “ Ever shall it safely mi,” — Malone retains the reading 
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of the old copies ('* Ever shall in safety resf^)^ — “because,” he says, “there 
are many other instances, in these plays, where the nominative case is not 
expressed, hut understood;” and he adds that “Mr. Pope and the subsequent 
editors read * E'ei shall it in safety rest,’ ” — a mistake, for Pope adopted the 
reading of Rowe’s sec.''ed — ^Mr. Collier’s Ms Corrector gives the lection 
which Malone erroneously attributes to Pope. — ^Mr. Staunton was the first 
to print 

“ And the owner of it blest, 

Ever shall in safety rest 

it having been suggested to him “ by Mr. Singer, and by an anonymous cor- 
respondent, that the difficulty in the passage arose from the printer’s having 
transposed the two last lines.” But I cannot agi’ee with Mr Grant White in 
thinkin g that this “correction is at once the simplest and the most consistent 
with the form and spiiit of the context I must be allowed to prefer my 
own correction, — ^the addition of a single letter. And compareihe words of 
the supposed Fairy Queen concerning Windsor Castle ; ^ 

“ Strew good luck, ouphs, on every sacred room ; 

That It may stand till the perpetual doom^ 

In state [seat?] as wholesome as in state ’tis fit, 

Worthy the owner, and the owner it.” 

The Meiry Wives of Windsor, act v. so. o. 
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THE MEECHAHT OP VENICE. 

Is another of the plays by Shakespeare mentioned in Meres’s PallacUs Ta- 
tnia, (fee., 1598 (see the Memoir of Shakespeare). At that date it may have 
been some years on the stage , and Malone not improbably supposes it to be 
“ The Venesyon comodetf'* which Henslowe {Diary, p 40, ed Shakespeare Soc.) 
records as having been originally acted August 25th, 1594 It was twice 
entered in the Stationers’ Begisters : ^ 

22 July, 1598, James Robertes] A booke of the Marchaunf^of Venyoe, 
or otherwise called the Jewe of Venyse. Provided that yt bee not prynted 
by the said James Robertes, or anye other whatsoever, without lycence fii'st 
bad from the right honourable the Lord Chamberlen.” 

“ 28 Oct., 1600, Tho. Haies] The booke of the Merchant of Venyce;”— 
and two quarto editions of it were published in 1600, the one by Roberts, 
the other by Heyes. — “ It appears from a passage in Stephen Gosson’s School 
of Ahuse^ (fee., 1579, that a play, comprehending the distinct plots of Shake- 
speare’s Merchant of Femce, had been exhibited long before he Commenced 
a writer, viz. * The Jew .... showne at the Bull , . . represei^ting the 
greedinesse of worldly chusers and bloody mindes of usurers.’ .... It is 
therefore not improbable that Shakespeare new-wrote his piece on the modef 
already mentioned [The Jew], and that the elder performance, being in- 
ferior, was permitted to drop silently into oblivion.” Steevens.-t-** Upon 
the whole, I am rather inclined to suspect that Shakespeare has followed 
some hitherto unknown novehst, who had saved him the troublp of working 
up the two stories into one.” Tyewhitt. — T he remote originals of the two 
stories which compose the plot of The Merchant of Venice are in the Latin 
Gesta Momanorum, and in II Pecorone of Ser Giovanni Fiorentino (the latter 
work written as early as 1378, though not printed till 1558: — the edition 
dated 1554 was m fact printed during the eighteenth century) Both stories 
occur in the Gesta Pomunorum ; that of the bond* in chap, xlviii., that of the 
caskets in chap, xeix., Ms. Hath 2270 (to which Ms. Tyrwhitt refers as 
the completest of any which he had yet seen”). The incident of the bond, 
and some circumstances connected with it resembling those in the play, are 
found in II Pecorone, Giomata xv., Novella 1, — ^in which novel too, be it ob- 
served, the heroine is ** donna del Belmonte ballad entitled A new 
Sony, shewing the craelUe of Gemutns, a Jewe, who, lending to a merchant an 
hundred crowm, would have a pound ofMsfleshe, "because he could not pay Mm 

* m 4 Meiium ofltUm Stories, from Mmncnpts if the ITiir^nth and Fourteenth Cm* 

f lines, Mr. Wnght hps given, p 114 rhe tale De milite conventionem faciente cum meica- 
toie,** from Ms Harl no. 2270, fol 42 v®, compared with another copy in Ms Harl. no. 52o0 ; 
and he r^^marks, p. 241, " I have somewhere seen a separate copy of this story m Latin m a 
Ms., which, to the best of my lecollection, was older than the compilation of the G-rsta, in. 
which the scene was laid, in England and m Denmark, and m which the forfeit was a pound 
of flesh ; but I have unfortunately lost all traces of the reference.” 
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at the time appointed To the tune of Black and Yelloiv, n. d. (Percy’s BeL of 
Anc. Eng, Poetry, i 224, ed 1794), seems to have been founded on the tale in 
II Pecorone, — ^if not on the Itahan text, at least on a version of it, — 

“ In Venice towne not long agoe 
A cruel Jew did dwell, 

Which hved aU on usuiue, 

As Italian writers tell^^ &c , ; 

and perhaps Percy is right in thinking that Shakespeare derived soms hints 
from the ballad. (Ser Giovanni’s novel, with a translation ; “ The story of 
the choice of the Thi ee Caskets,^' from Robinson’s translation of portions of 
the Gesta Bomanorum, 1577 , and also ^^Declamation Ninety-five, Of a Jew, 
who would for his debt have a pound of the fiesh of a Christian^ from Mun- 
day’s translation of Silvayn’s Oiator, 1598; are given in Collier’s Shake- 
speare^s Library, yol. n.) 
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suitors to Portia. 


Duke of Venice. 

Prince of Morocco, ] 

Prince of Arragon, j 
Antonio, a merchant 
Bassanio, his kinsman and friend. 

SOLANIO, , 

Salaeino, > friends to Antonio and Bassanio. 
Gratiano,-' 

Lobenzo, in love with Jessica. 

Shylook, a Jew. • 

TtjBAii, a Jew, his friend. 

Latjnoblot Gobbo, a clown, servant to Shylock. 
Onn Gobbo, father to Launcelot. 

Leonardo, servant to Bassanio. 

Balthazar, j 


Stbphano, 


r! 


servants to Portia. 


Portia, a rich heiress. 
Nerissa, her waiting-maid, 
Jessica, daughter to Shylock. 


Magnificoes of Venice, Officers of the Court of Justice, Gaoler, Servants, 
and other Attendants. 


ScENE—P<irt% at Venice^ and partly at Belmont^ the seat of Portia, 
on the Continmt, 
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ACT I. 

Scene L Venice, A street. 

Enter Antonio, Salarino, and Solanio. 

Ant, In sooth, I know not why I am so sad : 

It wearies me ; you say it wearies you ; 

But how I caught it, found it, or came by it, 

What stuff ’tis made of, whereof it is born, 

I am to learn ; 

And such a want^wit sadness makes of me, 

TJiat I have much ado to know myself. 

Salar, Your mind is tossing on the ocean ; 
There, wjiere your argosies with portly sail, — 

Like signiors and rich burghers of the flood, 

Or, as it were, the pageants of the sea, — 

Do oyerpeer the petty traffickers, 

That curt’sy to them, do them reverence, 

As they fly by them with their woven wings. 

Solan, Believe me, sir, had I such venture forth, 
The better part of my affections would 
Be with my hopes abroM. I should be still 
Plucking the grass^ to know where sits the wind ; 
Peering in maps for ports, and piers, and roads ; 

And every object that might make me fear 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt 
Would make me sad. . 

Salar. My wind, cooling my broth, 

Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
What harm a wind too great might do at sea. 

I should not see the sandy hour-glass run, 
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But I should think of shallows and of flats ; 

And see my wealthy Andrew dock’d^^^ in sand, 

Vailing her high-top lower than her ribs, 

To kiss her burial. » Should I go to church, 

And see the holy edifice of stone, 

And not bethink me straight of dangerous rocks, 

^ Which touching but my gentle vessel’s side, 

Would scatter all her spices on the stream ; 

Enrobe the roaring waters with my silks 
And, in a word, but even now worth this, 

And now worth nothing ? Shall I have the thought 
To think on this ; and shall I lack the thought,^ 

That such a thing bechanc’d would make me sad ? 

But tell not me ; I know Antonio 
Is sad to think upon his merchandise. 

Ant. Believe me, no : I thank my fortune for it, 

My ventures are not in one bottom trusted, 

Nor to one place ; nor is my whole estate 
Upon the foi*tune of this present year : 

Therefore my merchandise makes me not sad, 

Salar. Why, then you are in love. 

Ant. Pig. fig 1(4) 

Salar. Not in love neither ? Then let’s say you’re sad, 
Because you are not merry : and ’twere as easy 
For you to laugh, and leap, and say you’re merry, " 

Cause you’re not sad. Now, by two-headed Janus, 

Nature hath fram’d strange fellows in her time : 

Some that will evermore peep through their eyes. 

And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper ; 

And other of such vinegar aspect, 

That they’ll not show their teeth in way of smile, 

Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. 

Solan. Here comeS'Bassanio, your most noble kinsman, 
Gratiano, and Lorenzo. Fare ye well : 

We leave you now with better company. 

Salar. I would have stay’d till I had made you meriy, 
If worthier friends bad not prevented me. 

Ant^ Your worth is very dear in my regard. 

I take it,, your own business calls on you, , 

And jrou , embrace th’ occasion to depart. 
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Enter Bassanio, Lorekzo, and Gratiano. 

Salar. Good morrow, my good lords. 

Bass, Good signiors both, when shall we^laugh ? say, when ? 
You grow exceeding strange : must it be so ? 

Salar, We’ll make our leisures to attend on yours. 

[Exeunt Salanno and Solanio, 
Lor, My Lord Bassanio, since you’ve found Antonio, 

We two will leave you : but, at dinner-time, 

I pray you, have in mind where we must meet. 

Bass, I will not fail you, 

Gra, You Jock not well, Signior Antonio ; 

You have ft>o much respect upon the world : 

They lose it that do buy it with much care : 

Believe me, you are marvellously chang’d. 

A7it, I hold the world but as the world, Gratiano ; 

|A stage, where every man must play a part, 

^nd mine^^^ a sad one. 

Ora, Let me play the fool : 

With mkth and laughter let old wrinkles come ; 

,Ajptd let my liver rather heat with wine 
Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 

Why should a man, whose blood is warm within. 

Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster ? 

Sleep whemhe wakes? and creep into the jaundice 
By being peevish ? I tell thee what, Antonio, — 

I love thee, and it is my love that speaks, — 

There are a sort of men, whose visages 
Do cream and mantle like a standing pond ; 

And do a wilful stillness entertain, 

With purpose to be dress’d in an opinion 
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit ; 
f As who should say, am Sir Oracle, 
tjAnd when I ope my lips, let no dog bark !” 

0 nfy Antonio^ I do know of these, , 

That therefore only are reputed wise 
For saying nothing ; when, I’m very sure, 

If they should speak, ’twould^^^ almost damn those ears, 
Which, hearing them, would call their brothers fools. 

I’ll tell thee more of this another time : 
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But fish not, with this melancholy bait, 

For this fool-gudgeon, this opinion. — 

Come, good Lorenzo. — Fare ye well awhile : 

111 end my exhortation after dinner. 

Lor. Well, we will leave yon, then, till dinner-time ; 

I must be one of these same dumb wise 
For Gratiano never lets me speak. 

Ora. Well, keep me company but two years more, 

Thou shalt not know the sound of thine own tongue. 

Ant. Farewell : 111 grow a talker for this gear. 

Oi^a. Thanks, i’faith ; for silence is only commendable 
In a neat’s tongue dried, and a maid not vendiye. 

[Excvizt Gratiano aztl Lorenzo. 

Ant. Is that any thing now 

Bass. Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of nothing, more 
than any man in all Venice. His reasons are as two grains 
of wheat hid in two bushels of chaff : you shall seek all day 
ere you find them ; and when you have them, thev are not 
worth the search, 

^Ant. Well; tell me now, what lady is the same 
To whom you swore a secret piTgrimage, 

^hat you to-day promis’d to tell me of? 

Bass. ’Tis not unknown , to you, Antonio, 

How much I have disabled mine estate, 

By something showing a more swelling port 
Than my faint means would grant continuance : 

Nor do I now make moan to be abridg’d 
From such a noble rate ; but my chief care 
Is, to come fairly off from the great debts, 

Wherein my time, something too prodigal, 

Hath left me gag’d. To you, Antonio, 

I owe the most, in money and in love ; 

And from your love I have a warranty 
T’ unburden all my plots and purposes 
How to get clear of aU the debts I owe. 

, I P^ay you, good Bassanio, let me know it ; 

Ani if it stand, as you yourself still do, 

Within the eye of honour, be assur’d 
My purse, my person, my exitremest rneans, 

Lie ali unl^k|’d to yo^r occasions;^ ^ 
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Bass. In my school-days, when I had lost one shaft, 
I shot his fellow of the selfsame flight 
The selfsame way with more advised watch, 

To find the other forth ; and by adventuring both,^®^ 

I oft found both : I urge this childhood proof, 

Because what follows is pure innocence. 

I owe you much ; and, like a wilful^^®^ youth, 

That which I owe is lost ; but if you please 
To shoot another arrow that self way 
Which you did shoot the first, I do not doubt. 

As I will watch the aim, or to find both, 

Or bring your,latter hazard back again, 

And thanlJully rest debtor for the first. 

Ant. You know me well ; and herein spend but time 
To wind about my love with circumstance ; 

And out of doubt you do me now more„ wrong 
In making question of my uttermost, 

Than if you had made waste of all I have : 

Then do but say to me what I should do, 

That in your knowledge may by me be done, 

And I am prest unto it ; therefore, speak. 

Bass* In Belmont is a lady richly left ; 

And she.is fair, and, fairer than that word, 

Of wondrous virtues : sometimes from her eyes 
I did receive fair speechless messages : 

Her name is Portia; nothing undervalu'd 
To Cato's daughter, Brutus* Portia : 

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth ; 

For the four winds blow in from every coast 
Kenown^d suitors : and her sunny lopks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece ; 

Which makes her seat of Belmont Colchos* strand. 

And many Jasons come in quest of her. 

0 my Antonio, had I but the means 

To hold a rival place with one of them, . 

1 have a mind presages me such thrift, 

That I should questionless be fortunate ! 

Ant. Thou know*st that all my fortunes are at sea ; 
Neither have I money, nor commodity 
To raise a present sum : therefore, go forth ; 
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Try wliat my credit can in Venice do : 

That shall he rack’d, even to the uttermost, 

To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia. 

Go, presently inquire, and so will I, 

Where money is ; and I no question make, 

To have it of my trust, or for my sake. [Exeivnt, 


SoENB n. Bebnont. A room in Portia’s house. 

Enter Portia and JNerissa. 

Bor. By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is a-weary of 
this great world. 

Ner. You would be, sweet madam, if your miseries were 
in the same abundance as your good fortunes are : and yet, 
for aught I see, they are as sick that surfeit with too much, 
as they that starve with nothing. It is no meauTiappiness, 
therefore, to be seated in the mean : superfluity com:fes sooner 
by white hairs; but competency lives longer. 

Por. Good sentences, and well pronouhced. 

Ner, They would be better, if well followed. 

Pot. If to do were as easy as to know what were good 
to do, chapels had been churches, and poor men’s cottages 
princes’ palaces. It is a good divine that follows his own 
instructions : I can easier teach twenty what were good to be 
done, than be one of the twenty to follow mine own teaching. 
The brain 'may devise laws for the blood ; but a hot temper 
leaps o’er a cold decree : such a hare is madness the youth, 
to skip o’er the meshes of good-counsel the cripple. But this 
reasoning is not in the fashion to choose me a husband : — 0 
me, the word choose” ! I may neither choose whom I 
would, nor refuse whom I dislike; so is the will of a living 
daughter curbed by the will of a dead father.~Is it not hard, 
Nerissa, that I cannot choose one, nor refuse none ? 

Ner, Your father was ever virtuous ; and holy men, at 
their death, have good inspirations; therefore, the lottery, 
that he hath devised in these three chests of gold, silver, and 
lead, — whereof who chooses his meaning chooses you, — ^will, 
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no doubt, never be chosen by any rightly, but one who you 
shall rightly love. But what warmth is there in your affec- 
tion towards any of these princely suitors that are already 
come? 

For. I pray thee, over-name them ; and as thou namest 
them, I will describe them; and, according to my description, 
level at my affection. 

Ner, First, there is the Neapolitan prince. 

Pot. Ay, that’s a colt indeed, for he doth nothing but 
talk of his horse ; and he makes it a great appropriation to 
his own good parts, that he can shoe him himself. I am 
much afraid my lady his mother played false with a smith. 

Ner. Sheh is there the County Palatine. 

Pot. He doth nothing but frown; as who should say. 
An you will not have me, choose he hears merry tales, 
and smiles not : I fear he will prove the weeping philosopher 
when he grows old, being so full of unmannerly sadness in 
his youth. I had rather be married to a Death’s-head with 
a bone in Jjis mouth than to either of these : — God defend me 
from these two ! 

Ner. How say you by the French lord. Monsieur Le Bon ? 

Pot, God mad^e him, and therefore let him pass for a man. 
In truth, I know it is a sin to be a mocker : but, he ! — why, 
he hath*a horse better than the Neapolitan’s ; a better bad 
habit of frowning than the Count Palatine : he is every man 
in no man ; if a throstle^^^ sing, he falls straight a-capering ; 
he will fence with his own shadow : if I should marry him, 
I should marry twenty husbands. If he would despise me, 
I would forgive him ; for if he love me to madness, I shall 
never requite him. 

Nor, What say you^ then, to Falconbridge, the young 
baron of England ? 

Pot. You know I say nothing to him : for he understands 
not me, nor I him : he hath neither Latin, French, nor Ita- 
lian ; and you will come into the court and swear that I have 
a poor pennyworth in the English. He is a proper man’s 
picture; but, alas, who can converse with a dumb-show? 
How oddly he is suited ! I think he bought his doublet in 
Italy, his round hose in Prance, his bonnet in Germany, and 
his behaviour every where. 
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Ner. What think you of the Scottish lord, his neighbour? 

Por. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him ; for he 
borrowed a box of the ear of the Englishman, and swore he 
would pay him ag%in when he was able : I think the French- 
man became his surety, and sealed under for another. 

Ne 7 \ How like you the young German, the Duke of Sax- 
ony’s nephew ? 

Por, Very vilely in the morning, when he is sober ; and 
most vilely in the afternoon, when he is drunk : when he is 
best, he is a little worse than a man ; and when he is worst, 
he is little better than a beast. An the worst fall that ever 
fell, I hope I shall make shift to go without him. 

Ne7\ If he should offer to choose, and chbos^ the right 
casket, you should refuse to perform your father’s w^ill, if you 
should refuse to accept him. 

Por, Therefore, for fear of the worst, I pray thee, set a 
deep glass of Ehenish wine on the contrary casket ; for, if 
the devil be within, and that temptation without, I know he 
will choose it. I will do anything, Nerissa, er^ I will be 
married to a sponge. 

Ner, You need not fear, lady, the having any of these 
lords: they have acquainted me with th^ir determinations; 
which is, indeed, to return to their home, and to trouble you 
with no more suit, unless you may be won by some other sort 
than your father’s imposition, depending on the caskets. 

Por, If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will die as chaste 
as Diana, unless I be obtained by the manner of my father’s 
will. I am glad this parcel of wooers are so reasonable ; for 
there is not one among them but I dote on his very absence ; 
and I pray God grant them a fair departure. ® 

Ner, Do you not remember, lady, in your father’s time, a 
Venetian, a scholar and a soldier, that came hither in com- 
pany of the Marquis of Moutferrat ? 

Por, Yes, yes, it was, Bassamo : as I think, so was he 
called. 

Ner, True, madam : he, of all the men that ever my fooh 
ish eyes looked upon, was the best deserving a fair lady, 

Por, I remember him well ; and I remeinber Mm worthy 
,of fhy prMse, ' , 
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Enter a Servant. 

How^now ! wliat news ? 

Sen\ The four strangers seek for yon, madam, to take 
their leave : and there is a forerunner corde from a fifth, the 
Prince of Morocco ; who brings word, the prince his master 
will be here to-night. 

Po?*. If I could bid the fifth w^elcome with so good heart 
as I can bid the other four farewell, I should be glad of his 
^approach : if he have the condition of a saint and the com- 
plexion of a devil, I had rather he should shrive me than 
wive me. 

€ome, Nenssa. — Sirrah, go before, — 

Whiles we shut the gate upon one wooer, another knocks at 
the door. [Exeunt. 


Scene III. Venice. A jjubllc jAccee. 

Enter Passanio und Shylock. 

Shf/. Three thousand ducats, — well. 

Bass. Ay, sir, "for three months. 

Sk?/.oFor three months, — ^weil. 

Bass. For, the which, as I told you, Antonio shall be 
bound. ^ 

Shi/. Antonio shall become bound, — well. 

Bass. May you stead me ? will you pleasure me ? shall I 
know your answer ? 

Shp. Three thousand ducats for three months, and An- 
tonio bouud. 

, Bass. Your answer to that. 

Shy. Antonio is a good man. 

. Bass . , Have you heard any imputation to the contrary *? 

Shy. Ho, no, no, no, no ; — my meaning, in saying he is a 
good man, is to have you understand me, that he is sufiicient, 
Y'et his means are in supposition : he hath an argosy bound 
to Tripolis, another to the Indies ; I understand, moreover, 
upon the Eialto, he hath a third at Mexico, a fourth for Eng- 
land, — and other ventures he hath squandered abroad. But 
ships are but boards, sailors but men: there be land-rats 

veil. n. 
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and water-rats, land-tMeves and water-thieves,®^' — I mean 
pirates; and then there is the peril of waters, winds, and 
rocks. The man is, notwithstanding, sufficient : — three thou- 
sand ducats : — I think I may take his bond. 

Bass. Be assured you may. 

Shy. I will be assured I may ; and, that I may be assured, 
I will bethink me. May I speak with Antonio ? 

Bass. If it please you to dine with us. 

Shy. Yes, to smell pork; to eat of the habitation which 
your prophet the Nazarite conjured the devil into. I will 
buy with you, sell with you, talk with you, walk with you, 
and so following ; but I will not eat with you, drink with 
you, nor pray with you. What news on the Eialft) ? — ^Who> 
is he comes here ? 


Enter Antonio. 

Bass, TMs is Signior Antonio* 

Shy. [aside] How like a fawning publican be looks ! 

I bate bim for be is a Christian ; 

But more, for that, in low simplicity, 

He lends out money gratis, and brings down 
The rate of usance bere with us in Venice.* 

If I can catcb bim once upon tbe bip, 

I will feed fat tbe ancient grudge I bear bim. 

He bates our sacred nation ; and Hb rails. 

Even there where merchants most do congregate, 

On me, my bargains, and my well- won thrift, 

Vliicb be calls interest. Cursed be my tribe, 

If I forgive bim ! 

Bass. Shylock, do you bear ? 

Shy. I am debating of my present store ; 

And, by tbe near guess of my memory, 

I cannot instantly raise up the gross 

Of full three thousand ducats. What of that ? 

Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe, 

Will furnish me. But soft ! bow many months 

Do you desire ? — ^Kest you fair, good signior ; [To Antonio.. 

Your worship was the last mab in our mouths. 

Ant. Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor borrow. 

By taking nor by giving of excess, 
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Yet, to supply tlie ripe wants of my friend, 

111 break a custom. — Is lie yet possess’d 
How much we^^®^ would ? 

Shy. Ay, ay, three tl^pusand ducats. 

Ant. And for three months. 

Shy. I had forgot, — three months, you told me so. 
Well, then, your bond ; and let me see, — but hear you ; 
Methought you said you neither lend nor borrow 
Upon advantage. 

A7iff I do never use it. 

Shy. When Jacob graz’d his uncle Laban’s sheep, — 
This Jacob fiym our holy Abraham was 
(As his wffee mother wrought in his behalf) 

The third possessor ; ay, he was the third, — 

A7Zt. And what of him ? did he take interest ? 

Shy. No, not take interest ; not, as you would say. 
Directly interest : mark what Jacob did. 

When Laban and himself were compromis’d 
That all the eanlings which were streak’d and pied 
Should iall as Jacob’s hire, the ewes, being rank, 

In end of autumn turned to the rams ; 

And when the work of generation was 
Between these woolly breeders in the act, 

The skilful shepherd peel’d me certain wands, 

And, in the doing of the deed of kind, 

He stuck them up before the fulsome ev^es, 

Who, then conceiving, did in eaning time 
Fall partbcolour’d lambs, and those were Jacob’s. 

This was a way to thrive, and he was blest : 

And thrift is blessing, if men steal it nofc. 

A7it. This was a venture, sir, that Jacob serv’d for; 
A thing not in his power to bring to pass. 

But sway’d and fashion’d by the hand of heaven. 

' Was this inserted to make interest good ? 

Or is your gold ^^ad silver ewes and rams ? . 

, Sky.~ 1 cannot tell ; J make it breed as fast ; — 

But note me, signior. 

AnL Mark you this, Bassanio, 

The devil can cite Scripture for his purpose. 

An evil soul, producing holy witness, 



360 


THE MEECHANT OE VENICE. 


[act r. 


Is like a villain with a smiling cheek ; 

A goodly apple rotten at the heart : 

0, what a goodly^^*^^ outside falsehood hath ! 

Shy. Three thojisand ducats, — ’tis a good round sum. 
Three months from twelve, — then, let me see, the rate — 
Ant. Well, Shy lock, shall we he beholding to you? 
Shy. Signior Antonio, many a time and oft, 

In the Eialto, you have rated me 
About my moneys and my usances ; 

Still have I borne it with a patient shrug ; 

For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe : 

You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog, 

And spit^^®^ upon my Jewish gaberdine, 

And all for use of that which is mine own. 

Well, then, it now appears you need my help ; 

Go to, then ; you come to me, and you ^ay, 

Shylock, we would have moneys;” — ^you say so; 

You, that did void your rheum upon my beard, 

And foot me as you spurn a stranger cur 
Over your threshold ; moneys is your suit. 

What should I say to you ? Should I not say, ^ 

Hath a dog money ? is it possible 
A cur can lend three thousand ducats ?” or 
Shall I bend low, and in a bondman ^s key, 

With bated breath and whispexing humbleness, 

Say this, — 

''Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last ; 

You spum’d me such a day; another time 
You call’d me dog ; and for these courtesies 
I’ll lend you thus much moneys” ? 

Ant. I am as like to call thee so again, 

To spit on thee again, to spurn thee too. 

If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not 
As to thy friend^^^^— for when did friendship, take 
A breed for barren metal of his friend ?-r- 
But lend it rather to thine enemy ; 

Who if he break, thou mayst with better face 
Exact the penalty. 

Shy. Why, look you, how you storm I 

I would be friends with you, and have your love. 
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Forget the shames that you have stain’d me with, 

Supply your present wants, and take no doit 
Of usance for my moneys, 

And you’ll not hear me : this is kind I ofer. 

Bass, This were kindness, 

Shj, This kindness will I show 

Go with me to a notary, seal me there 
Your single bond ; and, in a merry sport, 

If you repay me not on such a day, 

In such a place, such sum or sums as are 
Express’d in the condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal pound 
Of your fJir flesh, to be cut off and taken 
In w’liat part of youi* body pleaseth me. 

Ant, Content, in faith : I’ll seal to such a bond, 

And say there is much kindness in the Jew. 

Bass, You shall not seal to such a bond for me : 

111 rather dwell in my necessity. 

Ant *Wh 3 ^, fear not, man ; I will not forfeit it : 
Withirp these tvro months, that’s a month before 
•This bond expires, I do expect return 
Of thrice three titnes the value of this bond. 

Shy^ 0 father Abraham, what these Christians are, 
Whose own hard dealing^^^ teaches them suspect 
The thoughts of others ! — Pray you, tell me this ; 

If he should break his day, what should I gain 
By the exaction of the forfeiture ? 

A pound of man’s flesh taken from a man 
Is not so estimable, profitable neither, 

As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I say, 

To buy Ms favour, I extend this friendship : 

If he will take it, so; if not, adieu ; 

And, for my love, I pray you WTong me not. 

Ant Yes, Shylock, I wHl seal unto this bond. 

Shy, Then meet me forthwith at the notary’s,— 

Give Mm, direction Tor this merry bond ^ , 

And I will go and purse the ducats straight;* 

See to my house, left in the fearful guard 
Of an unthrifty knave ; and presently 
I will be with you. 
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Ant. Hie thee, gentle Jew. [Exit SlajlocL\ 

This Hebrew will turn Christian : he grows kind. 

Bass. I like not fair terms and a* villain’s mind. 

Ant. Come on > in this there can be no dismay ; 

My ships come home a month before the day. [Exeunt, 


ACT IL 

Scene I, Belmont. A loom in Poetia’s hoim. 

Flourish of cornets. Enter tlie Prince of jMorocco and 7ns Train ; 
Portia, Nebissa, and other of her Attendants. 

Mor. Mislike me not for my complexion, 

The shadow’d livery of the burnish’d sun, 

To whom I am a neighbour and near bred. 

Bring me the fairest creature northward born, 

Where Phoebus’ fire scarce thaws the icicles, 

And let us make incision for your love, 

To prove whose blood is reddest, his or mine. 

I tell thee, lady, this aspect of mine 
Hath fear’d the valiant : by my love, I swear 
The best-regarded virgins of our clime 
Have lov’d it too : I would not change this hue, 

Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen. 

Pot, In terms of choice I am not solely led 
By nice direction of a maiden’s eyes ; 

Besides, the lottery of my destiny 
Bars me the right of voluntaiy choosing : 

But, if my father had not scanted me, 

And hedg’d me by his wiil,^® to yield myself 
His wife who wins me by that means I told you. 

Yourself, renowned prince, then stood as fair 
As any comer Thave look’d on yet 
Per my affection. 

Mw, Even for that I thank you : 

Therefore, ! pray you, lead me :to the caskets, 

A / , ' , 
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To try my fortune. By this scimitar, — 

That slew the Sophy, and a Persian prince 
That won three fields of Sultan Solyman, — 

I would outstare the sternest eyes that look. 

Outbrave the heart most daring on the earth, 

Pluck the young sucking cubs from the she-bcar, 

Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey, 

To win thee, lady. But, alas the while ! 

If Hercules and Lichas play at dice 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand : 

So is Alcides beaten by his page 

And so Btay 1, blind Fortune leading me. 

Miss that which one unworthier may attain, 

And die with grieving. 

Po}\ You must take your chance ; 

And either not attempt to choose at all, 

Or swear before you choose, — if you choose wrong, 

Never to-speak to lady afterward 
In way, of marriage : therefore be advis'd* 

Mo}\ Nor will not. Come, bring me unto my chance* 
For, First, j^rward to the temple ; after dinner 
Your haaiard shall be made. 

Mor, Good fortune then ! 

To make me blest or cursed’st among men. 

[CornctSp and exmint 


Scene II. Venice, A street 
Miter Laxjncelot. 

Lann, Certainly my conscience will serve me to run from 
this Jew my master* The fiend is at mine elbow, and 
tempts me, saying to me, Gobbo, Launcelot Gobbo, good 
Lanneelot," or good Gobbo," or good Launcelot Gobbo, 
use your legs, take the start, run away." My conscience 
says, "^"No; take heed, honest Launcelot; take heed, honest 
Gobbo," or, as aforesaid, honest Launcelot Gobbo ; do not 
run ; scorn running with thy heels." WelJ, the most coura- 
geous fiend bids me pack : Via r says the fiend ; away !" 
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says the fiend; “for the heayens, rouse up a brave miacl/^ 
says the fiend, “ and run/' Well, my conscience, hanging^ 
about the neck of my heart, says very visely to me, “ My 
honest friend Launcelot, being an honest man's son," — or 
rather an honest woman’s son : — for, indeed, my father did! 
something smack, something grow to, — he had a kind of 
taste; — rrell, my conscience says, “Launcelot, budge not." 
“Budge," says the fiend. “Budge not," says my consci' 
ence. Conscience, say I, you counsel well ; fiend, 5ay I, you 
counsel well; to be ruled by my conscience, I should stay 
with the Jew my master, who — God bless the mark! — is a 
kind of devil; and, to run away from the Jew, I should be 
ruled by the fiend, w^ho, saving your reverence, ii?> the devil 
himself. Certainly the Jew^ is the very devil incarnation; 
and, in my conscience, my conscience is but a kind of hard 
conscience, to offer to counsel me to stay with the Jew. The 
fiend gives the more friendly counsel : I wdll run, fiend ; my 
heels are at your commandment ; I will run. 

o 

Wilier Old Oobbo, wifh a hasl-ef. ^ 

Ooh. Master young ruan, you, I pray you, wliich is tlie 
way to master Jew’s ? ® 

Laun. [asitZe] 0 heavens, this is my true-begotteij father I 
who,’ being more than sand-blind, bigh-gravel-blind, hnows 
me not : — will try confusions®®’ with him. . 

Gob. Master young gentleman, I pray you, which' is the 
way to master Jew’s ? 

Laun. Turn up on your right hand at the next turning, 
but*, at the next turning of all, on your left ; marry, at the 
very next turning, turn of no hand, but turn dovm indirectly 
to the Jew’s house. 

Gob. By God’s sonties, ’twill be a bard way to hit. Can 
you tell me whether one Launcelot, that dwells with him, 
dwell with him or no ? , 

, , Lam. Talk you of young Master Iiauneelot? — lAside} 

Mltrk me nowj now will I raise the waters:r-:T«lk you of 
young Master Launcelot ? 

Gob. No master, sir, but a poor man’s son : bis father, 
though I say it, is ,an honest exceeding poor man, and, God 
he thanked, well to live. 
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Laim. Weil, let Ms father bo what ’a will, w'e talk of 
youBg Master Launcelot. 

Gob. Your wwship’s friend, and Launcelot, sir. 

Laitn. But, I pray you, ergo^ old man, ergo, I beseech 
you, talk you of young Master Launcelot 

Gob. Of Launcelot, an’t please your mastership, 

Laun. ErgOy Master Launcelot. Talk not of Master 
Launcelot, father; for the young gentleman — according to 
Fates and Destinies, and such odd sayings, the Sisters Three, 
and such branches of learning — is, indeed, deceased ; or, as 
you would say in plain terms, gone to heayen. 

Gob. Marry, God forbid ! the boy w’as the very stafi' of 
my age, Siy yery prop- 

Lmin. [asidej Do I look like a cudgel or a hovel-post, a 
staff or a prop ? — ^Do you not^^^ know me, father ? 

Gob. Alack the day, I know you not, young gentleman ; 
but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy — God rest his soul! — 
alive or dead ? 

Lawn Do you not know me, father ? 

Gob* Alack, sir, I am sand-blind ; I know you not. 

^ Lawi. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you might fail 
of the knowing me : it is a wise father that knows his own 
child* ^ Well, old man, I will tell you news of your son : give 
me your blessing [JmeeU, with his bach to Gohbo'] : truth will 
come to light ; murder cannot be hid long, — a man’s son 
may; but, in the end, truth will out. 

Gob. Pray you, sir, stand up : I am sure you are not 
.Launcelot, my boy. 

Lam* Pray you, let’s have no more fooling about it, but 
give me your blessing : I am Launcelot. your boy that was, 
your son that is, your child that shall ha. 

Gob. I cannot think you are my son. 

Lam* 1 know not what I shall think of that : but I am 
Launcelot, the Jew’s man ; and I am sure Margery your wife 
is my mother, . 

Gob. Her name is Margery, indeed : I’ll be sworn, if thou 
be Launcelot, thou art mine own flesh and blood. [Taking 
hold of Launcelot s hack Aair] Lord worshipped might ho be! 
what a beard hast thou got ! thou hast got more hair on thy 
chin than Dobbin my fill-horse has on his tail. 
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Laun. [jisinrj] It should seem, then, that Dobbin’s tail 
grows backward ; I am sure he had more hair of his tail than 
I have of my face when I last saw him. 

Goh, Lord, how* art thou changed ! How dost thou and 
thy master agree ? I have brought him a present. How gree 
you now ? 

Laun, Well, well : hut, for mine own part, as I have set 
up my rest to run away, so I will not rest till I have run some 
ground- My master’s a very Jew : give him a present ! give 
him a halter : I am famished in his service ; you may tell 
every finger I have with my ribs. Father, I am glad you are 
come : give me your present to one Master Bassanio, who, 
indeed, gives rare new liveries : if I serve not him,fj will run 
as far as Grod has any ground. — 0 rare fortune ! here comes 
the man: — to him, father; for I am a Jew, if I servo the Jew 
any longer. 

Enter Bassanio, tolfh Leonardo and other FoUotoers, 

Bass. You may do so ; — but let it be so haiBted, that 
supper be ready at the furthest by five of the clock. See 
these letters delivered; put the liveries to making; and de; 
sire Gratiano to come anon to my lodging. ^[Exit a Servant* 
Lawn. To him, father. 

Qoh. God bless your worship ! 

Bass. Gramercy : wouldst thou aught with me ^ 

Ooh. Here’s my son, sir, a poor boy,— 

Laun. Not a poor boy, sir, but the rich Jew’s man; that 
%yould, sir, — as my father shall specify, — 

Goh. He hath a great infection, sir, as one would say, to 
serve, — 

Latin. Indeed, the short and the long is, I serve the Jew, 
and have a desire, — as my father shall specify, — 

Goh. , His master and he — saving your worship’s rever- 
ence — are scarce cater-cousins, — 

'Lmim To be brief, the very truth is, that the Jew having 
done me wrong, doth cause me, — as my father, being, I hope> 
an old man, shall frutify unto you, — 

Gob. I have here a dish of doves that I would bestow 
upon your worship ; and my suit is, — 

Latm^ In very brief, the suit is imnertinent to mvself. aa 
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jour worship shall know hy this honest old man ; and, though 
I say it, though old man, yet, poor man, my father. 

Bass. One speak for both. — ^What would yon ? 

Laitn. Serve you, sir. 

Goh. That is the very defect of the matter, sir. 

Bass, I know thee well ; thou hast obtain’d thy suit : 
Shylock thy master spoke with me this day, 

And hatli preferr d thee, — if it be preferment 
To leave a rich Jew’s service, to become 
The follower of so poor a gentleman. 

Laun, The old proverb is very well parted between my 
master Shylock and you, sir : you have the grace of God, 
sir, and 3e hath enough. 

Bass, Thou speak’st it well. — Go, father, with thy son, — 
Take leave of thy old master, and inquire 
My lodging out* — Give him a livery [To Ms Followers* 
More guarded than his fellows’ : see it done. 

Latin, Father, in. — cannot get a service, no; — I have 
ne’er a tbngue in my head. — ^Well [looking on Ms ixihii], if 
any m^n in Italy have a fairer table, which doth offer to 

.swear upon a book, I shall have good fortune! Go to, 

here’s a simple iine of life ! here’s a small trifle of wives ! 
alas, fifteen wives is nothing! aleven^^®^ widows and nine 
maids is a simple coming-in for one man ; and then to scape 
drowning^ thrice, and to be in peril of my life with the edge 
of a feather-bed, — ^herd are simple scapes ! Well, if Fortune 
be a woman, she’s a good wench for this gear. — Father, come; 
I’ll take my leave of the Jew in the twinkling of an eye. 

[EMunt Latincelot and Old Qobho, 

Bass, I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this : 

These things being bought and orderly bestow’d, 

Eeturn in haste, for, I do feast to-night 
My best-esteem’d acquaintance : hie thee, go. 

Leon* My best endeavours shall be done herein* 

Enter GEAmNO, 

Where is your master? 

Leon* ' ’ . . ITonder, sir, he w:alks. [Ea:it/ 

Gra* Signior Bassanio,-^. , > , 

; > BdmJ Gratiand ! 



364 


THE MEBCHANT OF ^TENICE. 


[act It . 


Gra. I have a suit to you. 

Base, You haye obtain’d it. 

Gra, Nay/^’^^ you must not deny me : I must go 
With you to Belmont. 

Bass, Why, then you must. But hear thee, Gratiano : 
Thou art too wild, too rude, and hold of voice, — 

Parts that become thee happily enough, 

And in such eyes as ours appear not faults ; 

But where thou art not known, why, there they show 
Something too liberal. Pray thee, take pain 
T’ allay with some cold drops of modesty 
Thy skipping spirit ; lest, through thy wild behaviour, 

I be misconstru’d^^''^^ in the place I go to. 

And lose my hopes. 

Ora, Signior Bassanio, hear me : 

If I do not put on a sober habit. 

Talk with respect, and swear but now and then, 

Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely ; 

Nay, more, while gi‘ace is saying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and sigh, and say amen ; 

Use all th’ observance of civility, 

Like one well studied in a sad ostent ^ 

To please his grandam, — never trust me more. 

Bass. Well, we shall see your bearing. 

Gra. Nay, but I bar to-night : you shall not gauge mo 
By what we do to-night. 

Bass. No, that w’ere pity : 

I would entreat you rather to put on 

Your boldest suit of mirth, for we have friends 

That purpose merriment. But fare you well : 

I have some business. 

Gra, And I must to Lorenzo and the rest : 

But we will visit you at supper-time. [Exeinit^ 


Scene HI. 2%e same. A room hi Shvloob^s house. 

Enter Jessica and Latjncelot. 

Jes. Pm sorry thou wilt leave my father so : 

Our house is hell ; and thou, a meny devil, 
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Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness. 

But fare thee well ; there is a ducat for thee : 

And, Launcelot, soon at supper shalt thou see 
Lorenzo, who is thy new master’s guest 
Give him this letter ; do it secretly ; — 

And so farewell : I would not have my father 
See me in talk with thee. 

Laun, Adieu; tears exhibit my tongue. Most beautiful 
pagan, most sweet Jew ! if a Christian did not play the knave^-^*^ 
and get thee, I am much deceived. But adieu : these foolish 
drops do somewhat drown my manly spirit : adieu. 

Jes. Farewell, good Launcelot, — [Exit Launcelot. 
Alack, wFat heinous sin is it in me 
To be asham’d to be my father’s child ! 

But though I am a daughter to his blood, 

I am not to his manners. O Lorenzo, 

If thou keep promise, I shall end this ^strife, — 

Become a Christian, -and thy loving wife ! [iSeivV, 


Scene IV. The same. A street. 

Eider Gratiano, Lorenzo, Salarino, and Solanio. 

Lor. Nay, we will slink away in supper-time, 

Disguise us at my lodging, and return 
All in an hour. 

Gra. We have not made good preparation. 

Solar. We have not spoke us yet of torch-bearers.‘““^ 

Solan. ’Tis vile, unless it may be quaintly order’d, 

And better in my mind not undertook. 

Lor. ’Tie now but four o’clock : we have two hours 
Tp furnish us. 

Eiiteir LAXJNOEEQr, with a Utter. 

Friend Launcelot, what’s the news ? 

Laiui. An it shall i>lease you to break up this, it shall 
seem to signify. 

Lor. I know the hand : in faith, ’tis a fair hand ; 

And whiter than the paper that^^®^ it writ on 
Is the fair hand that writ. 
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Gixl Love-news, in faitln 

Lcmn. By yonr leave, sir. 

Lo?\ Whither goest thou ? 

Latin. Marry, sir, to bid my old master the Jew to sup 
to-night with my new master the Christian. 

Lor. Hold here, take this ^gires money ']: — tell gentle 
Jessica 

I will not fail her ; — speak it privately ; 

Go. — Gentlemen, Laiincelot. 

Will you prepare you for this masque to-night ? 

I am provided of a torch-bearer. 

Salar. Ay, marry, I’ll be gone about it straight. 

Solan. And so will I. 

Lor. Meet me and Gratiano 

At Gratiano’s lodging some hour hence. 

Salar. ’Tis good we do so. [Exeunt Salar. and Solan.. 
Gra. Was not that^letter from fair Jessica ? 

Lor. 1 must needs tell thee all. She hath directed 
Ho*w I shall take her from her father’s house ; 

What gold and jewels she is furnish’d with ; 

What page’s suit she hath in readiness. 

If e’er the Jew her father come to heaven, 

It will be for his gentle daughter’s sake : 

And never dare misfortune cross her foot, 

Unless she do it under this excuse, — 

That she is issue to a faithless Jew. 

Come, go with, me : peruse this as thou goest : 

Fair Jessica shall be my torch-bearer. [Exeunt.. 


Scene V. The same. Before Shylock’s home. 

Enter Shtlook and Launcelot. 

Shy. Well, thou shalt see, thy eyes shall be thy judge. 
The difference of old Shylock and Bassanio 
What, Jessica ! — thou shalt not gormandize, 

As thou hast done with me ; — -what, Jessica !-— 

And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out ; — 

Why, Jessica, I say ! 
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Laun. Wliy, Jessica ! 

Shy, Who bids thee call ? I do not bid thee call. 

Lami, Yonr worship was w’ont to tell .me I could do no- 
thing without bidding* 


Enter Jessica. 

Jes, Call you? what is your will? 

Shy, I am bid forth to suiiper, Jessica : 

There are my keys, — ^But wherefore should I go? 

I am not bid for love ; they flatter me : 

But yet 111 go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodi^ 2 ta]• Christian. — Jessica, my girl. 

Look to my house. — am right loth to go : 

There is some ill a-brewing towards my rest. 

For I did dream of money-bags to-night. 

Laun, I beseech you, sir, go : my young master doth 
expect your reproach. 

Shy, So do I his. 

Laun, And they have conspired together, — I will not say 
you shall see a masque ; but if you do, then it was not for 
nothing that my nose fell a-blee^ng on Black-Monday last 
at six o’clock i’ the morning, falling out that year on Ash- 
Wednesday was four year in the afternoon. 

Shy, What, are there masques? — ^Hear you me, Jessica i 
Lock up my doors ; and w^hen you hear the drum, 

And the vile squealing of the wry-neck’d fife, 

Clamber not you up to the casements then, 

Kor thrust your head into the public street, 

To gaze on Christian fools with varnish’d faces ; 

But stop my house’s ears, — I mean my casements ; 

Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter 
My sober house. — ^By Jacob’s staff, I swear 
I have no mind of feasting forth to-night : 

But I will go. — Go you before me, sirrah ; 
iSay I will come. 

Laun, I will go before, sir, — 

Mistress, look out at window for all this ; 

There will come a Christian by 
Will be worth a Jewess’ eye/®'^^ \_Edoit. 

Shy* What says that fool of Hagar’s offspring, l!a ? 
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Je^i, His words were, Farewell, mistress f nothing else. 
Shy. The patch is kind enough ; but a huge feeder, 
Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps by day 
More than the mld-eat : drones hive not with me ; 

Therefore I part with him ; and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to waste 
His borrow’d purse. — ^Well, Jessica, go in: 

Perhaps I will return immediately : 

Do as I bid you ; shut doors after you : 

Fast bind, fast find, — 

A proverb never stale in thrifty mind.^^^^ [Exit. 

Jes, Farewell ; and if my fortune bo not cro^t, 

I have a father, you a daughter, lost. 

Enter Gratiaxo and Salarixo, inasyued. 

Gra. This is the pent-house under which Lorenzo 
Desir’d us to make stand. 

Salar. His hour is almost past. 

Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour, 

For lovers ever run before the clock. 

Salar. 0, ten times faster Venus’ pigeons fly 
To seal love’s bonds new-made than they are wont 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited ! 

Gfu. That ever holds : who riseth from a feast 
With that keen appetite that he sits down ? 

Where is the horse that doth untread again 
His tedious measures with th’ unbated fire 
That he did pace them first? All things that are, 

Are with more spirit chased than enjoy’d. 

How like a younker^®^^ or a prodigal 
The scarfed bark puts from her native bay, 

Hugg’d and embraced by the strumpet wind ! 

How like a prodigal doth she return, 

With over-weather’d ribs, and raggM sails, 

rent, and beggar’d by the strumpet wind ! 

Salar. Here comes Lorenzo more of this hereafter. 

Enter Lobbxzo. 

Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long abod^;’ 
Hot I, but my affairs, have made you wait; 
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When yon shall please to play the thieves for wives, 

I’ll watch as long for yon then* — Come, approach 
Here dwells my father Jew* — Ho ! who’s within ? 

Enter Jessica, ahove^ in hcn/s clothes, 

Jes. Who are yon ? Tell me, for more certainty, 

Albeit I’ll swear that I do know yonr tongne. 

Lor, Lorenzo, and thy love. 

Jes, Lorenzo, certain ; and my love, indeed, — 

For who love I so mnch ? And now who knows 
Bnt yon, Lorenzo, whether I am yonrs ? 

Lor. Heaven and thy thoughts are witness that thou art. 
Jes, Bffere, catch this casket ; it is worth the pains. 

I’m glad ’tis night, yon do not look on me, 

J’or I am mnch asham’d of my exchange : 

Bnt love is blind, and lovers cannot see 
The pretty follies that themselves commit ; 

For if they could, Cupid himself would blush 
To see me^thns transformed to a boy. 

Lor,* Descend, for yon must be my torch-bearer. 

Jes. What, must I hold a candle to my shames ? 

They in themselves, good sooth, are too-too light* 

Why, ’tifi an office of discovery, love ; 

And I should be obscur’d. 

Lor. So are yon, sweet, 

Even in the lovely garnish of a boy. 

Bnt come at once ; 

For the close night doth play the runaway, 

And we are stay’d for at Bassanio’s feast. 

Jes. I will make fast the doors, and gild myself 
With some more ducats, and be with you straight*. 

. \_Exit above^ 

Ora. Now, by my hood, a Gentile, and no Jew. 

Lor, Beshrew me but I love her heartily ; 

For she is wise, if , I can judge of her ; 

And fair "she is, if that mine eyes be true ; 

And true she is, as she hath prov’d herself; 

And therefore, like herself, wise, fair, and true, 

Shall she be placed in my constant soul. 
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Enter Jessica, belotv 

What, art thou come ? — On, gentlemen ; away ’ 

Our masquing mates by this time for us stay. 

\Exit with Jessica and Salaiino. 

Enter Antonio. 

Ant, Who’s there ? 

Gra, Signior Antonio ! 

Ant, Fie, fie, Gratiano ! where are all the rest ? 

’Tis nine o’clock ; our friends all stay for you. 

No masque to-night : the wind is come about * 

Bassanio presently will go aboard : 

I have sent twenty out to seek for you.^ 

Ora, I’m glad on’t : I desire no more delight 
Than to be under sail and gone to-night. [Exeunt, 


Scene VI. Belmont, A room in Portia’s haute, 

nourish of cornets. Enter Portia, with the Prince of Morocco, 
and their Trains, 

Pot, Go draw aside the curtains, and discover 
The several caskets to this noble prince. — 

Now make your choice. 

Mor, The first, of gold, which^®^^ this inscription bears, — 
“ Who chooseth me shall gain what many men desire 
The second, silver, which this promise carries, — 

Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves 
This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt, — 

Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he hath.” — 
How shall I know if I do choose the right ? 

Pot, The one of them contains my picture, prince : 

If you choose that, then I am yours withal. 

Mor, Some god direct nay judgment ! Let me see; 

I will survey th’ inscriptions hack again. 

What says this leaden casket ? 

'' Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he hath.” 

Must give,— for what ? for lead ? hazard for lead ? 
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This casket threatens : men that hazard all 
Do it in hope of fair advantages : 

A golden mind stoops not to shows of dross ; 

I’ll then nor give nor hazard aught for lead. 

What says the silver, with her virgin hue ? 

Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves.’' 

As much as he deserves ! — Pause there, Morocco, 

And weigh thy value with an even hand : 

If thou be’st rated by thy estimation, 

Thou dost deserve enough ; and yet enough 
May not extend so far as to the lady : 

And yet to bp afeard of my deserving, 

Were bulfa weak disabling of myself. 

As much as I deservd ! — ^Why, that’s the lady : 

I do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes, 

In graces, and in qualities of breeding ; 

But more than these, in love I do deserve. 

What if I stray’d no further, but chose here ? — 

Let’s see bnce more this saying grav’d in gold : 

Who •chooseth me shall gain what many men desire.” 

Why, that’s the lady ; all the world desires her ; 

From the four ccftners of the earth they come, 

To kiss*this shrine, this mortal-breathing saint ; 

Th’ Hyrcanian deserts and the vasty wilds 
Of wide Arabia are as thoroughfares now 
For princes to come view fair Portia : 

The watery kingdom, whose ambitious head 
Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar 
To stop the foreign spirits ; but they come, 

As o’er a brook, to see fair Portia. 

One of these three contains her heavenly picture. 

Is’t like that lead contains her ? *Twere damnation 
To think so base a thought : it were too gross 
To rib her cerecloth in the obscure grave. 

Or shalM think in silver she’s immur’d, 

Being ten times undervalu’d to tried gold ? 

O sinful thought ! Never so rich a gem 
Was set in worse than gold. They have in England 
A coin that bears the figure of an angel 
Stamped in gold, — ^but that’s insculp’d upon ; 
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But here an angel in a golden bed 
Lies all within. — Deliver me the key ; 

Here do I choose, and thrive I as I may ! 

Pot. There, take it, prince ; and if my form lie there, 
Then I am yours. [He oj^ens the golden casket. 

Mot. 0 hell ! * what have we here ? 

A carrion Death, within whose empty eye 
There is a written scroll ! Ill read the writing. [Reads. 
All that ghsters is not gold, — 

Often have you heard that told : 

Many a man his life hath sold 
But my outside to behold : 

Gilded tomhs<®^^ do worms infold. 

Had you been as wise as hold,*' 

Young in hmhs, in judgment old, 

Your answer had not been inscroll’d : 

Fare you well; your suit is cold.’* 

Cold, indeed ; and labour lost : 

Then, farewell, heat ; and welcome, frost ! — ^ 

Portia, adieu. I have too griev’d a heart 
To take a tedious leave : thus losers part. 

[Exit with MS' Train. Cornets. 
Pot, a gentle riddance. — Draw the curtains, go. — 

Let all of his complexion choose me so. [Exeimt. 


Scene VII. Venice. A street. 

Enter Salaeino and Solanio. 

Salar. Why, man, I saw Bassanio under sail : 

With him is Gratiano gone along ; 

And in their ship I’m sure Lorenzo is not. 

Solan. The villain Jew with outcries rais’d the duke ; ' 
Who went with him to search Bassanio’s ship. 

Salar. He came too late, the ship was under sail : 

But there the duke was given to understand 
That in a ’gondola were seen together 
Lorenzo and his amorous Jessica : 

Besides, Antonio certified the duke 
They were not with Bassanio in his ship. 
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Solan, I never heard a passion so confus’d, 

So strange-outrageous, and so variable, 

As the dog Jew did utter in the streets : 

My daughter ! — 0 my ducats ! — 0 my daughter ! 

Fled with a Christian ! — 0 my Christian ducats ! — 

J ustice ! the law ! my ducats, and my daughter ! 

A sealed bag, two sealed bags of ducats. 

Of double ducats, stol’n from me by my daughter ! 

And jewels, — two stones, two rich and precious stones, 
Stol’n by my daughter ! — Justice ! find the girl ! 

She hath the stones upon her, and the ducats !” 

Salar. Why, all the boys in Venice follow him, 
Crying," his stones, his daughter, and his ducats. 
Solan, Let good Antonio look he keep his day. 

Or he shall pay for this, 

Salar, Marry, well remember’d, 

I reason’d with a Frenchman yesterday, 

Who told me, — ^in the narrow seas that part 
The Freifbh and English, there miscarried 
A vessel of our country richly fraught : 

I thought upon Antonio when he told me ; 

And wish’d in silence that it were not his. 

Solqn. You were best to tell Antonio what you hear ; 
Yet do not suddenly, for it may grieve him. 

Salar ^ A kinder gentleman treads not the earth. 

I saw Bassanio and Antonio part : 

Bassanio told him he would make some speed 
Of his return : he answer’d, ‘^Do not so, — 

Slubber not business for my sake, Bassanio, 

But stay the very riping of the time ; 

And for the Jew’s bond which he hath of me, 

Let it not enter in your mind of love : 

Be merry ; and employ your chiefest thoughts 
To courtship, and such fair ostents of Jove 
As shall conveniently become you there 
And even then,^®^^ his eye being big with tears, 

Turning his face, he put his hand behind him, 

And with affection wondrous sensible 
He wrimg Bassanio’s hand ; and so they parted. 

Solan, I think he only loves the world for him. 
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I pray thee, let us go and find him out» 

And quicken his embraced heayiness 
With some delight or other. 

Salar. Do we so. [Exeunt. 


Scene VIII. Belmont. A room in Pobtia’s house. 
Enter JSTerissa with a Servant. 

Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee; draw the curtain straight: 
The Prince of Arragon hath ta’en his oath. 

And comes to his election presently. 

Flourish of cornets. Enter the Prince of Arragon, Portia, 
and their Trains. 

Pot. Behold, there stand the caskets, noble prince : 

If you choose that wherein I am contain’d. 

Straight shall our nuptial rites be solemniz’d : 

But if you fail, without more speech, my lord, 

You must be gone from hence immediately. 

Ar. I am enjoin’d by oath i’ observe thfee things : — 
First, never to unfold to any one 
Which casket *twas I chose ; next, if I fail 
Of the right casket, never in my life 
To woo a maid in way of marriage ; lastly, 

If I do fail in fortune of my choice, 

Immediately to leave you and be gone. 

Par. To these injunctions every one doth swear 
That comes to hazard for my worthless self. 

At. And so have I address’d me. Fortune now 
To my heart’s hope 1 — Gold, silver, and base lead. 

Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he hath.” 

You shall look fairer, ere I give or hazard. 

What says the golden chest ? ha ! let me see : 

Who chooseth , me shall gain what many men desire.” 

What many men desire ^ — that many may be meant 
By the fool multitude, that choose by show, 

Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach; 

Which pries not to th’ interior, but, like the martlet, 
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Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 

Even in the force and road of casualty. 

I will not choose what many men desire. 

Because I will not jump with common spirits, 

And rank me with the barbarous multitude/®*^ 

Why, then to thee, thou silver treasure-house ; 

Tell me once more what title thou dost bear : 

‘‘Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves 
And well said too ; for who shall go about 
To cozen fortune, and be honourable 
Without the stamp of merit ? Let none presume 
To wear an undeserved dignity, 

0, that effcates, degrees, and o£5ces, 

Were not deriv’d corruptly ! and that clear honour 
Were purchas’d by the merit of the wearer ! 

How many then should cover that stand bare ! 

How many be commanded that command ! 

How much low peasantry would then be glean’d 
Prom th^ true seed of honour ! and how much honour 
Pick’d/rom the chaff and ruin of the times, 

^To be new- varnish’d ! Well, but to my choice ; 

“ Who chooseth ime shall get as much as he deserves.” 

I will assume desert. — Give me a key for this,^®^^ 

And instantly unlock my fortunes here. 

[He opens the silver casket. 
Pot, Too long a pause for that which you find there. 

At, What’s here ? the portrait of a blinking idiot, 
I^resenting me a schedule ! I will read it. 

How much unlike art thou to Portia ! 

How much unlike my hopes and my deservipgs ! 

“ Who chooseth me shall get^^^ as much as deserves,” 

Di4 1 deserve no more than a fool’s head? 

Is that my prize ? are my deserts no better? 

Pot, T’ offend, and judge, are distinct offices, 

And of opposed natures. 

At, What is here ? ' 

"[Beads} “ The fire seven times tried this : 

Seven times tried that judgment is, 

That did never choose amiss. 

Some there be that shadows kiss ; 
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Such have but a shadow^s bliss. 

There be fools alive, I vris, 

Silver’d o’er ; and so was this. 

Take what wife you will to bed, 

I will ever be your head : 

So be gone, sir you are sped.” 

Still more fool I shall appear 
By the time I linger here : 

With one fool’s head I came to woo, 

But I go away with two. — 

Sweet, adieu. I’ll keep my oath, 

Patiently to bear my wroth. [Exit with his Train, 

Pot, Thus hath the candle singe’d the mothr. 

0, these deliberate fools ! when they do ^choose, 

They have the wisdom by their wit to lose. 

Ner, The ancient saying is no heresy, — 

Hanging and wiving goes by destiny. 

Por. Come, draw the curtain, Nerissa. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv, Where is my lady ? 

Pot. Here : what would my lord 

Sew, Madam, there is alighted at your gate 
A young Venetian, one that comes before 
To signify th’ approaching of his lord ; 

Prom whom he bringeth sensible regreets. 

To wit, besides commends and courteous breath, 

Gifts of rich value. Yet I have not seen 
So likely an ambassador of love : 

A day in April never came so sweet, 

To show how costly summer was at hand, 

As this fore-spurrer comes before his lord. 

Pot, No more, I pray thee : I am half afeard 
Thou’lt say anon he is some kin to thee. 

Thou spend’st such high-day wit in praising Mm. — 

Come, come, Nerissa; for I. long to see 
Quick Cupid’s post that comes so mannerly. 

Ner, Bassanio, Lord Love, if thy will it be ! [Exewni. 
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ACT III. 

Scene I. Venice. A street 

Enter Solanio and Salarino. 

Solan. Now, what news on the Eialto ? 

Salar. Why, yet it IxTes there unchecked, that Antonio 
hath a ship of rich lading wrecked on the narrow seas ; the 
Goodwins, I think they call the place ; a very dangerous flat 
and fatal, where the carcasses of many a tall ship lie buried, 
as they say, if my gossip Eeport be an honest woman of her 
word. 

Solan. I would 4b© were as lying a gossip in that as ever 
knapped ginger, or made her neighbours believe she wept for 
the death of a third husband. But it is true, — ^without any 
slips of prolixity, or crossing the plain highway of talk, — ^thafc 

the good Antonio, the honest Antonio, 0 , that I had a 

title good enough to keep his name company ! — 

Salar. Come, the full stop. ’ 

Solan. Ha, — what sayest thou? — ^Why, the end is, he 
hath lost a ship^ 

Scdar. I would it might prove the end of his losses. 

SoTan. Let me say amen betimes, lest the devil cross my 
prayer, — for here he comes in the likeness of a Jew. 

Enter Shylook. 

How now, Shyloek ! what news amon^ the merchants ? 

. Shy^ You knew, none so well, none so well as you, of my 
daughter’s flight. 

Salar. That’s certain : I, for my part, kn^w the tailor that 
made the wings she flew withal. 

Solan. And Shyloek, for his own part, knew the bird was 
fledged; and then it is the complexion of them all to leave 
the dam; 

Shy. She is damned for it. 

Salar. That’s certain, if the devil may be her judge. 

Shy. My own flesh and blood to rebel ! 

^olcm. Out upon it, old carrion ! rebels it at these years? 

Shy. I say my daughter is my flesh and blood. , 
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Salar. There is more difference between thy flesh and hers 
than between jet and ivory ; more between your bloods than 
there is between red wine and rhenish. — ^But tell us, do you 
hear whether Antonio have had any loss at sea or no ? 

Shy. There I have another bad match : a bankrupt, a 
prodigal, who dare scarce show his head on the Eialto; — a 
beggar, that was used to come so smug upon the mart ; — let 
him look to his bond: he was wont to call me usurer; — let 
him look to his bond : he was wont to lend money for a 
Christian courtesy ; — ^let him look to his bond. 

Salar. Why, I am sure, if he forfeit, thou wilt not take 
his flesh : what’s that good for ? 

Shy. To bait fish withal : if it will feed nothin-g else, it 
will feed my revenge. He hath disgraced me, and hindered 
me half a million ; laughed at my losses, mocked at my 
gains, scorned my nation, thwarted my bargains, cooled my 
friends, heated mine enemies ; and what’s his reason ? I am 
a Jew. Hath not a Jew eyes ? hath not a Jew hands, organs, 
dimensions, senses, affections, passions ? fed with the same 
food, hurt with the same weapons, subject to the same dis- 
eases, healed by the same means, warmed and cooled by the 
same winter and summer, as a Christian is ? „If you prick us, ’ 
do we not bleed ? if you tickle us, do we not laugh ? df you 
poison us, do we not die ? and if you wrong us, shall we not 
revenge ? if we are like you in the rest, we will resemble you 
in that. If a Jew wrong a Christian, what is his humility ? 
revenge : if a Christian wrong a Jew, what should his suffer- 
ance be by Christian example ? why, revenge. The villany 
you teach me, I will execute ; and it shall go hard but I will 
better the instruction. 


JSnter a Servant. 

Sp'v. Gentlemen, my master Antonio is at his house, and 
desires to speak with you both. 

Salar, We have been up and down to seek him. 

Solan. Here comes another of the tribe : a third cannot 
be matched, unless the devil himself turn Jew. 

[Exeunt Solan.f Salar. ^ mid Servant. 
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Enter TuBMi. 

Shy, How now, Tubal ! what news from Genoa ? hast 
thou found my daughter ? 

Tuh, I often came where I did hear of her, but cannot 
find her. 

Shy, Why, there, there, there, there! a diamond gone, 
cost me two thousand ducats in Frankfort 1 The curse never 
fell upon our nation till now; I never felt it till now : — two 
thousand ducats in that ; and other precious, precious jewels. 
— would my daughter were dead at my foot, and the jewels 
in her ear ! would she were hearsed at my foot, and the 
ducats iJ her coffin ! No news of them? — Why, so : — and 
I know not what’s Ipent in the search: why, then,^*^®^ loss 
upon loss ! the thief gone with so much, and so much to 
find the thief ; and no satisfaction, no revenge : nor no ill 
luck stirring but what lights o’ my shoulders ; no sighs but 
0 * my breathing ; no tears but o’ my shedding. 

Tub, Yes, other men have ill luck too: Antonio, as I 
heard in Genoa, — 

Shy, What, what, what ? ill luck, ill luck ? 

Tuh, Hath an argosy cast away, coming from Tripolis, 

Shy, I thank God, I thank God 1 — ^Is it true, is it true ? 

Tuh, I spoke with some of the sailors that escaped the 
wreck. 

Shy, I thank thee, good Tubal good news, good news t 
ha, ha ! — where ?^^^ in Genoa ? 

Tuh, Your daughter spent in Genoa, as I heard, one 
night fourscore ducats. 

Shy, Thou stiokest a dagger in me : — shall never see my 
gold again : fourscore ducats at a sitting ! fourscore ducats ! 

TuK There came divers of Antonio’s creditors in my com- 
pany to Venice, that swear he cannot choose but break. 

Shy, I am very glad of it ; — ^I’ll plague him ; I’ll torture 
him f — I am glad of it. 

Tuh, One of them showed me a ring that he had of your 
daughter for a monkey. 

Shy, . Out upon her ! Thou torturest me, Tubal : it was 
my turquoise ; I had it of Leah when I was a bachelor : I 
would not have given it for a wilderness of monkeys. 
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Tul. But Antonio is certainly undone. 

Shy, Nay, that’s true, that’s very true. Go, Tubal, fee 
me an officer ; bespeak him a fortnight before. I will have 
the heart of him, if he forfeit ; for, were he out of Venice, 
I can make what merchandise I will. Go, Tubal, and meet 
me at our synagogue; go, good Tubal; at our synagogue, 
Tubal, [Exemt, 


Scene II. Belmont, A room in Portia’s house. 

Enter Bassanio, Portia, Gbatiano, Nerissa, and Attendants. 

Por, I pray you, tarry : pause a day or two 
Before you hazard ; for, in choosing wro:ng, 

I lose your company : therefore, forbear awhile. 

There’s something tells me — ^but it is not love — 

I would not lose you ; and you know yourself, 

Hate counsels not in such a quality. 

But lest you should not understand me well, — 

And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought, — 

I would detain you here some month or two 
Before you venture for me. I could teach you 
How to choose right, but then I am forsworn ; 

So will I never be : so may you miss me ; 

But if you do, you’ll make me wish a sin, 

That I had been forsworn. Beshrew your eyes, 

They have o’er-look’d me, and divided me ; 

One half of me is yours, th’ other half yours,™ 

Mine own, I would say ; but if mine, then yours, 

And so all yours ! 0, these naughty times 

Put bars between the owners and their rights ! 

And so, though yours, not yours. — Prove it so, 

Let fortune go to hell for it, — ^not I. 

I speak too long ; but ’tis to piece^"^^ the time, 

To eke it, and to draw it out in length, 

To stay you from election. 

Let me choose ; 

Pbr^ m, I am, I live upon the rack. 

jPon itpon the rack, Bassanio ! then confess 
treason ther^ is mingled with your love. 
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Bass. None bat that ugly treason of mistrust, 

Which makes me fear th’ enjoying of my love : 

There may as well be amity and league 
^Tween snow and fire, as treason and my dove. 

For. Ay, but I fear you speak upon the rack, 

Where men enforced do speak any thing, 

Bass. Promise me life,^*^^^ and Pll confess the truth. 

Par, Well then, confess, and live. 

Bass. Confess, and love, 

Had been the very sum of my confession : 

0 happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach i®e answers for deliverance ! 

But let nTe to my fortune and the caskets. 

[Curtain drawn fro7n before the caskets. 
For. Away, then ! I am lock'd in one of them : 

If you do love me, you will find me out. — 

Nerissa, and the rest, stand all aloof. — 

Let music sound while he doth make his choice ; 

Then, if he lose, he makes a swan-like end, 

Fading in music : that the comparison 

JM[ay stand more proper, my eye shall be the stream 

And watery death-bed for him. He may win ; 

And what is music then ? then music is 
Even as the flourish when true subjects bow 
To a new-crowned monarch : such it is 
As are those dulcet sounds in break of day 
That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear, 

And summon him to maniage.^ — ^Now he goes, 

With no less presence, but with much more love, 

Than young Aloides^ when he did redeem 
The virgin tribute paid by howling Troy 
To the sea-monster : I stand for sacrifice ; 

The rest aloof are the Dardanian wives, 

With bleared visages, come forth to view 
The issue of th' exploit. Go, Hercules ! 

Live thou^ I live : — with much-much more dismay 
J view the fight than thou that mak'st +he fray. 
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Music, and the folloiving Song, whilst Bassanio comments 
on the caskets to himself. 

Tell me where is fancy bred, 

Or in th^ heart or in the Jiead % 

How begot, how nourished? 

Eeply, reply. 

It IS engender’d in the eyes, 

With gazing fed ; and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies. 

Let us all ring fancy’s knell ; 

I’ll begin it, — ^Ding, dong, bell. 

All. Ding, dong, bell. 

Bass. So may the outward shows be least theinf^elves : 
The world is still deceiv’d with ornameM. 

In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt. 

But, being season’d with a gracious voice, 

Obscures the show of evil ? In religion. 

What damnM error, but some sober brow 
Will bless it, and approve it with a text, 

Hiding the grossness with fair ornament ? 

There is no vice^^^^ so simple, but assumes 
Some mark of virtue on his outward parts : 

How many covrards, whose arts are all as false 
As stkirs of sand, wear yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars ; 

Who, inward search’d, have livers white as milk ; 

And these assume but valour’s excrement 
To render them redoubted ! Look on beauty, 

And you shall see ’tis purchas’d by the weight ; 

Which therein works a miracle in nature. 

Making them lightest that wear most of it : 

So are those crisped snaky golden locks, 

Which make such wanton gambols with the wind, 

TJpon supposed fairness, often known 
To be the dowry of a second head. 

The skull that bred them in the sepulchre. 

Thus ornament is but the guiled shore 

To a most dangerous sea ; the beauteous scarf 

Veiling an Indian beauty ; in a word. 

The seeming truth which cunning times put on 
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T* entrap the wisest/^®^ Therefore, thou gaudy gold, 

Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee ; 

Nor none of thee, thou stale and common drudge^^®^ 

’Tween man and man : but thou, thou nleagre lead, 

Which rather threatenest than dost promise aught, 

Thy paleness^^®^ moYes me more than eloquence ; 

And here choose I : — -joy be the consequence ! 

Poi\ How all the other passions fleet to air, — 

As doubtful thoughts, and rash-embrac’d despair, 

And shuddering fear, and green-ey’d jealousy ! 

0 love, be moderate ; allay thy ecstasy ; 

In measure «ain thy joy ; scant this excess ! 

1 feel too much thy blessing : make it less. 

For fear I surfeit ! 

Bass. What find I here 

{Oj^ening the leaden casket. 
Fair Portia’s counterfeit ! What demi-god 
Hath come so, near creation ? Move these eyes ? 

Or whether, riding on the balls of mine. 

Seem they in motion ? Here are sever’d lips. 

Parted with sugar-breath so sweet a bar 
Should sunder such sweet friends. Here in her hairs 
The painter plays the spider ; and hath woven 
A golden mesh t’ entrap the hearts of men. 

Faster than gnats in cobwebs : but her eyes, — 

How could he see to do them ? having made one, 

Methinks it should have power to steal both his, 

And leave itself unfurnish’d.^^®^ Yet look, how far 
The substance of my praise doth wrong this shadow 
In underprming it, so far this shadow 
Doth limp behind the substance. Here’s the scroll, 

The continent and summary of my fortune. 

[Reads'] You that choose not by the view, 

Chance as fair, and choose as true 1 
Since this fortune fails to you, 

Be content, and seek no new. 

If you be well pleas’d with this. 

And hold your fortune for your bliss, 

Turn you where your lady is, 

And claim her with a loving kiss.” 
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A gentle scroll. — Fair lady, by your leave ; [Kming her, 
I come by note, to give and to receive. 

Like one of two contending in a prize, 

That thinks he hatE done well in people’s eyes, 

Hearing applause and universal shout. 

Giddy in spirit, still gazing, in a doubt 
Whether those peals of praise be his or no ; 

So, thrice-fair lady, stand I, even so ; 

As doubtful whether what I see be true, 

Until confirm’d, sign’d, ratified by you. 

Por. You see me, Lord Bassanio, where I stand, 

Such as I am : though for myself alone 
I would not be ambitious in my wish. 

To wish myself much better ; yet for yoh 
I would be trebled twenty times myself; 

A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times more 
rich ; 

.That, only to stand high in your account, 

I might in virtues, beauties, livings. Mends, 

Exceed account ; but the full sum of me 
Is sum of nothing ; which, to term in gross. 

Is an unlesson’d girl, unschool’d, unpractis’S : 

Happy in this, she is not yet so old 
But she may learn ; then happier in this/^^ 

She is not bred so duU but she can learn ; 

Happiest of all, in^®®^ that her gentle spirit 
Commits itself to yours to be directed, 

As from her lord, her governor, her king. 

Myself and what is mine to you and yours 
Is now converted : but now I was the lord 
Of this fair mansion, master of my servants, 

Queen o’er myself ; and even now, but now, 

This house, these servants, and this same myself. 

Are yours, my lord : I give them with this ring ; 

Which when you part from, lose, or give away, 

Let it presage the ruin of your love, 

And be my vantage to exclaim on you. 

Bass. Madam, you have bereft me of all words,. 

Only my blood speaks to you in my veins : 

And thefb is such confusion in my powers, 
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As, after some oration fairly spoke 
By a beloved prince, there doth appear 
Among the buzzing pleasM multitude ; 

Where every something, being blent together. 

Turns to a wild of nothing, save of joy. 

Express’d and not express’d. But when this ring 
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence : 

0, then be bold to say Bassanio’s dead ! 

Ner. My lord and lady, ill is now our time, 

That have stood by, and seen our wishes prosper. 

To cry, good joy ; — good joy, my lord and lady ! 

Gra. MyJiOrd Bassanio*and my gentle lady> 

I wish you all the joy that you can wish ; 

For I am sure you cah wish none from me : 

And, when your honours mean to solemnize 
The bargain of your faith, I do beseech you, 

Even at that time I may be married too. 

. Brns. With all my heart, so ‘thou eanst get a wife. 

Qra. 1 thank your lordship, you have got me one.. 

My eyeflg, my lord, can look as swift as yours : 

¥ou saw the mistress, I beheld the maid ; 

You lov’d, I lov’d ; for intermission 
No more pertains to me, my lord, than you. 

Your fortune stood upon the caskets there ; 

And so did mine too, as the matter fails ; 

For wooing here, until I swet again, 

And swearing, till iny very roof was dry 
With oaths of love, at last, — ^if promise last, — 

I got a promise of this fair one here, , 

To have her love, provided that your fortune 
Achiev’d her mistress. 

Pot, , Is this true, Nerissa ? 

> Net. Madam, it is, so you stand pleas’d withal. 

, Ba$$. And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith ? 

Yes, faith,; my lord. 

‘ Bau. Our feast shall be much honour’d in your marriage. 
Qra. We’ll play with them the first boy for a thousand 
ducats. , 

Ner. What, and stake down ? 

Gra. No ; we shall ne’er win at that sport, and stake'down. — 

VOL. n. , CO 
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But who comes here ? Lorenzo and his infidel ? 

What, and my old Venetian friend Solanio 

Enter Lorenzo, Jessica, and Solanio. 

Bass, Lorenzo and Solanio, welcome hither ; 

If that the youth of my new interest here 
Have power to bid you welcome. — By your leave, 

I bid my very friends and countrymen, 

Sweet Portia, welcome. 

Par, So do I, my lord ; 

They are entirely welcome. 

Lor, I thank your honour. — Por my part, i^y lord, 

My purpose was not to have seen you here ; 

But meeting with Solanio by the way, " 

He did entreat me, past all saying nay, 

To come with him along. 

Solan. I did, my lord ; 

And I have reason for't. Signior Antonio 
Commends him to you. [Gives Bassanto a letter, 

Bass, Ere I ope his letter, 

I pray you, tell me how my good friend doth. 

Solan, Not sick, my lord, unless it be in mind ; 

Nor well, unless in mind : his letter there 
WO! show you his estate. [Bass, reads the letter, 

Gra, Nerissa, cheer yond stranger ; bid her welcome. — 
Your hand, Solanio : what’s the news from Venice ? 

How doth that royal merchant, good Antonio ? 

I know he will be glad of our success ; 

We are the Jasons, we have won the fleece. 

Solan. I would you had won the fleece that he hath lost ! 
Por. There are some shrewd contents in yond same paper, 
That steal the colour from Bassanio’s cheek : 

Some dear Mend dead ; else nothing in the world 

Could turn so much the constitution 

Of any constant man. ♦ What, worse and worse ! — 

With leave, Bassanio ; I am half ydurself, 

And I must have^^^^ the half of any thing 
That this same paper brings you. 

Bass, 0 sweet Portia, 

Here ara a few of the unpleasant’st words 
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That ever blotted paper ! Gentle lady, 

When I did first impart my love to you, 

I freely told you all the wealth I had 
Ran in my veins, — I was a gentleman ; 

And then I told you true : and yet, dear lady, 

Rating myself at nothing, you shall see 
How much I was a braggart. When I told you 
My state was nothing, I should then have told you 
That I was worse than nothing ; for, indeed, 

I have engag’d myself to a dear friend, 

Engag’d my friend to his mere enemy, 

To feed my rn^ans. Here is*a letter, lady, 

The paper the body of my friend, 

And every word in it gf gaping wound, 

Issuing life-blood. — ^But is it true, Solanio 9 
Have all his ventures fail’d ? What, not one hit 9 
From Tripolis, from Mexico, and England, 

From Lisbon, Barbary, and India ? 

And not one vessel scape the dreadful touch 
Of merchant-marring rocks 9 

Solan. Not one, my lord. 

Besides, it shouldT appear, that if he had 
The present money to discharge the Jew, 

He would not take it. Never did I know 
A creature, •that did bear the shape of man, 

So keen and greedy to confound a man ; 

He plies the duke at morning and at night ; 

And doth impeach the freedom of the state, 

If they deny him justice : twenty merchants, 

The duke himself, and the magnificoes 
Of greatest port, have all persuaded with him ; 

But none can drive him from the envious plea 
Of forfeiture, of justice, and his bond. 

When I was with him, I have heard him swear, 
To Tubal, and to Ohus, his countrymen, 

That he would rather have Antonio’s flesh 
Than twenty times the value of the sum 
That he did owe him : and I know, my lord, 

If law, authority, and power deny not, 

It will go hard with poor Antonio. 
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Pot. Is it your dear friend that is thus in trouble ? 

Bass. The dearest friend to me, the kindest man, 

The best-condition*d and unwearied spirit^^^^ 

In doing courtesies ; and one in whom 
The ancient Eoman honour more appears 
Than any that draws breath in Italy. 

Pot. What sum owes he the Jew ? 

Bass. For me three thousand ducats. 

Pot. WTiat, no more 2 

Pay him six thousand, and deface the bond ; 

Double six thousand, and then treble tha^, 

Before a friend of this descriptioli^^®^ 

Shall lose a hair thorough Bassiano’s fault. 

First go with me to church and call me wife, 

And then away to Venice to your friend ; 

For never shall you lie by Portia's side 
With an unquiet soul. You shall have gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over : 

When it is paid, bring your true friend along. 

My maid Nerissa and myself meantime 
Will live as maids and widows. Come, away I 
For you shall hence upon your wedding-days 
Bid your friends welcome, show a merry cheer : 

Since you are dear-bought, I will love you dear. — 

But let me hear the letter of your friend. 

Bass, \reads] Sweet Bassanio, my ships have ail miscarried, 
my creditors grow cruel, my estate is very low, my bond to the 
Jew is forfeit; and since in paying it, it is impossible I should 
live, all debts are cleared between you and I, if I might but see 
you at my death. ^bTot withstanding, use your pleasure : if your 
love do not persuade you to come, let not my letter.” 

Por. 0 love, dispatch all business, and be gone ! 

Bass. Since I have your good leave to go away, 

I will make haste ; but, till I come again, 

No bed shall e'er be guilty of my stay, 

Nor rest be interposer 'twixt us twain. [ExemL 
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Scene III. Venice, A street. 

Enter Shtlock, Salariko,<®^^ Antonio, and Gaoler. 

Shy, Gaoler, look to him : — tell not me of mercy ; — 

This is the fool that lent out money gratis : — 

Gaoler, look to him. 

Ant, Hear me yet, good Shylock. 

Shy, I’ll have my bond ; speak not against my bond ; 
I’ve sworn an oath that I will have my bond. 

Thou call’dst me dog before thou hadst a cause ; 

But, since I ajn a dog, bewafe my fangs : 

The duke f hall grant me justice. — ^I do wonder^ 

Thou naughty gaoler, ’that thou art so fond 
To come abroad with him at his request. 

Ant, I pray thee, hear me speak. 

Shy, I’ll have my bond ; I wiU not hear thee speak t 
I’U have my bond ; and therefore speak no more. 

I’ll not be ‘made a soft and dull-ey’d fool, 

To shalie the head, relent, and sigh, apd yield 
To Christian intercessors. Follow not ; 

I’ll have no speaking : I will have my bond. lEsiit. 

Salan, It is the most impenetrable cur 
That ever kept with men. 

Ant, Let him alone : 

I’U follow him no more with bootless prayersj^ 

He seeks my life ; his reason well I know : 

I oft deiiter’d from his forfeitures 
Many that have at times made moan to me ; 

Therefore he hates me. 

Salar, I am sure the duke 

Will never grant this forfeiture to hold. 

Ant, The duke^^^^ can not deny the course of law ; 

For the^ commodity that strangers have 
With us in Venice, if it he denied. 

Will, much impeach the justice of the state ; 

Since that the trade and profit of the city 
Gonsisteth,of all nations. Therefore, go : 

These griefs and losses have so bated me, 

That I shaU hardly spare a pound of flesh 
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To-morrow to my bloody creditor. — 

Well, gaoler, on. — Pray God, Bassanio come 

To see me pay his debt, — and then I care not ! [EMunt, 


Scene IV. Belmont, A room in Portia’s house. 

Enter Portia, ISTerissa, Lorenzo, Jessica, and Balthazar. 

Lor, Madam, although I speak it in your presence, 
You have a noble and a true conceit 
Of god-like amity ; which appears most stronglj 
In bearing thus the absence of your lord. 

But if you knew to whom you show thk honour, 

How true a gentleman you send relief, 

How dear a lover of my lord your husband, 

I know you would be prouder of the work 
Than customary bounty can enforce you. 

Pot, 1 never did repent for doing good, 

Nor shall not now : for in companions 
That do converse and waste the time together, 

Whose souls do bear an egal yoke of love, « 

There must be needs a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of manners, and of spirit ; 

Which makes me think that this Antonio, 

Being the bosom lover of my lord, 

Must needs be like my lord. If it be so, 

How little is the cost I have bestow’d 
In purchasing the semblance of my soul 
From out the state of hellish cruelty ! 

This comes too near the praising of myself; 

Therefore no more of it : hear other things. — 

Lorenzo, I commit into your hands 
The husbandry and manage of my house 
Until my lord’s return : for mine own part, 

X have toward heaven breath’d a secret vow 
To live in prayer and contemplation, 

Only attended by Nerissa here, 

Until !her husband and my lord’s return i . 

, There isi a monastery two miles off ; 
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And there we will abide. I do desire you 
Not to deny this imposition : 

The which my love and some necessity 
Now lays upon you. 

Lor. Madam, with all my heart ; 

I shall obey you in all fair commands. 

Por. My people do already know my mind, 

And will acknowledge you and Jessica 
In place of Lord Bassanio and myself. 

So fare you well, till we shall meet again. 

Lor. Fair thoughts and happy hours attend on you ! 

Jes, I wish your ladysljip all heart's content. 

Por. T thank you for your wish, and am well pleas'd 
To wish it back on you ; fare you well, Jessica. 

[Exeunt Jessica and Lorenzo. 

Now, Balthazar, 

As I have ever found thee honest-true, 

So let me find thee still. Take this same letter^ 

And us€wthou all th' endeavour of a man 
In speed to Padna :'«» see thou render this 
Into my cousin’s hand, Doctor Bellario ; 

And, look, what 2iotes and garments he doth give thee. 

Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin’d speed 
Unto fhe tranect/^ to the common ferry 
Which trades to Venice. Waste no time in words, 

But get Ihee gone ; I shall be there before thee. 

Balth. Madam*, I go with all convenient speed. [Exit. 
Por. Come on, Nerissa ; I have work in hand 
That you yet know not of : we’ll see our husbands 
Before they think of us. 

" Ner. Shall they see us ? 

Por. They shall, Nerissa; but in such a habit, 

That they shall think we are accomplished 
With that we lack. I’ll hold thee any wager, 

When we are both accoutred like young men, 
rU prove the prettier fellow of the two, 

And wear my dagger with the braver grace ; 

And speak between the change of man and boy 
With agreed voice ; and turn two mincing steps 
Into a manly stride ; and speak of frays, 
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Like a fine bragging youth ; and tell quaint lies, 

How honourable ladies sought my love, 

Which I denying, they fell sick and died, — 

I could not do withal ; — ^then I’ll repent, 

And wish, for all that, that I had not kill’d them : 

And twenty of these puny lies I’ll tell ; 

That men shall swear I’ve discontinu’d school 
Above a twelvemonth : — I’ve within my mind • 

A thousand raw tricks of these bragging Jacks, 

Which I will practise. 

Ner. Why, shall we turn to men ? 

Per. Fie, what a question’s that, 

If thou wert near a lewd interpreter ! 

But come, I’ll tell thee all my whole device 
When I am in my coach, which stays for us 
At the park-gate ; and therefore haste away, 

For we must measure twenty miles to-day. lEa^eitnL 


Scene V. The same. A ’garden. 

Enter Launcelot and Jessica. 

Laun. Yes, truly; for, look you, the sins of the father 
are to be laid upon the children : therefore, I prorgise you, 
1 fear you* I was always plain with you, and so now I speak 
my agitation of the matter i therefore be of good cheer ; for, 
truly, I think you are damned. There is but one hope in it 
that can do you any good ; and that is but a kind of bastard 
hope neither. 

Jes. And what hope is that, I pray thee ? 

Lam. Marry, you may partly hope that your father got 
you not, — ^that you are not the Jew’s daughter. 

Jes.^ That were a kind of bastard hope, indeed ; so the 
sins of my mother should be visited upon me. 

Lam. ^ Truly, then, I fear yon at*e damned both by father 
and mother : thus when I shun Scylla, your father, I fall into 
Charybdis, your mother: well, you are gone both ways. 

* Jes. I shall be saved by my husband ; he hath made me 
a Christian^ 
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Laun. Truly, the more to blame be : we were Christians 
enow before; e’en as many as could well live, one by another. 
This maMng of Christians will raise the price of hogs ; if we 
grow all to be pork-eaters, we shall not shortly have a rasher 
on the coals for money. 

Jies. I’ll tell my husband, Launcelot, what you say : here 
he comes. 

Enter Loeenzo. 

Lor. I shall grow jealous of you shortly, Launcelot, if 
you thus get my wife into corners. 

Jes. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo : Launcelot and 
I are out. He tells me flatly, there is no mercy for me in 
heaven, iecause I am a Jew’s daughter : and he says, you are 
no good member of the commonwealth ; for, in converting 
Jews to Christians, you raise the price of pork. 

Lor. I shall answer that better to the commonwealth than 
you can the getting up of the negro’s belly; the Moor is with 
child by you, Launcelot. 

Lmm. It is much that the Moor should be more than 
reason : but if she be less than an honest woman, she is 
indeed more than I took her for. 

Lor. How every fool can play upon the word ! I think 
the best grace of wit will shortly turn into silence, and dis- 
course grow commendable in none only but parrots. — Go in, 
sirrah ; bid them prepare for dinner. 

Lawn. That is done, sir ; they have all stomachs. 

Lor. Goodly^^ Lord, what a wit-snapper are you ! then 
bid them prepare dinner. 

Lam. That is done too, sir ; only, cover is the word. 

Lor. Will you cover, then, sir ? 

%awn. Not so, sir, neither ; I know my duty. 

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occasion ! Wilt thou show 
the whole wealth of thy wit in ah instant ? I pray thee, un- 
derstand a plain man in his plain meaning : go to thy fellows, 
bid them cover the table, serve in the meat, and we will come 
in to dinner. 

Lam. Por the table, sir, it shall be served in ; for the 
meat, sir, it shall he covered ; for your coming in to dinner, 
sir, why; let it be as humours and conceits shall govern. 
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Lor. 0 dear discretion, how his words are suited ! 

The fool hath planted in his memory 
An army of good words ; and I do know 
A many fools, that stand in better place, 

Garnish’d like him, that for a tricksy word 
Defy the matter. — How cheer’st thou, Jessica ? 

And now, good sweet, say thy opinion, — 

How dost thou like the Lord Bassanio’s wife ? 

Jea. Past all expressing. It is very meet 
The Lord Bassanio live an upright life ; 

For, having such a blessing in his lady. 

He finds the joys of heaven here op earth ; 

And if on earth he do not merit it, 

In reason he should never come to heaven.^^®^ 

Why, if two gods should play some heavenly match, 

And on the wager lay two earthly women, 

And Portia one, there must be something else 
Pawn’d with the other ; for the poor rude world 
Hath not her fellow. 

Lor. Even such a husband 

Hast thou of me as she is for a wife. 

Jes. Hay, but ask my opinion too of that, 

Lor. I will anon : first, let us go to dinner. 

Jea. Hay, let me praise you while I have a stomach. 

Lor. Ho, pray thee, let it serve for table-talk ; 

Then, howsoe’er thou speak’st, ’mong other things 
I shall digest it. 

Well, I’ll set you forth. [Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. Venice. A court of justice. 

JMer the Duke, the Magnxficoes, Antonio, Bassanio, Gratiano, 
SoLANio, Salarino, md othera. 

Duke. What, is Antonio here ? 

Ant. Ready, so please your grace. 
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Duke, I’m sorry for thee : thou art come to answer 
A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 

Ant, I have heard 

Your grace hath ta’en great pains to qualify 
His rigorous course ; hut since he stands obdurate, 

And that no lawful means can carry me 
Out of his envy’s reach, I do oppose 
My patience to his fury ; and am arm’d 
To suffer, with a quietness of spirit. 

The very tyranny and rage of his. 

D^e, Go one, and call the Jew into the court. 

Solan, He’s r^dy at the door : he comes, my lord. 

JSnter Shylook. 

Duke, Make room, and let him stand before our face.- 
Shylock, the world thinks, and I think so too, 

That thou but lead’st this fashion of thy malice 
To the last hour of act ; and then ’tis thought 
Thou’lt show thy mercy and remorse, more strange 
Than is thy strange-apparent cruelty ; 

And where thou now exact’st the penalty, — 

Which is a pound of this poor merchant’s flesh, 

Thou Tyilt not only loose the forfeiture, 

But, touch’d with human gentleness and love, 

Forgive a moiety of the principal ; 

Glancing an eye of pity on his losses. 

That have^of late so huddled on his back. 

Enow to press a royal merchant down, 

And pluck commiseration of his state 
From brassy bosoms and rough hea^s of flint, 

From stubborn Turks and Tartars, never train’d 
To offices of tender courtesy. 

We all expect a gentle answer, Jew. 

Shy; I have possessed your grace of what I purpose ; 
And by our holy Sabbath have I sworn 
To have the due and forfeit of my bond : 

If you deny it, let the danger light 
Upon your charter and your city’s freedom. 
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You’ll ask me, why I rather choose to have 
A weight of carrion-flesh than to receive 
Three thousand ducats : I’ll not answer that ; 

But say it is my humour : is it answer’d ? 

What if my house be troubled with a rat, 

And I be pleas’d to give ten thousand ducats 
To have it ban’d ! What, are you answer’d yet ? 

Some men there are love not a gaping pig ; 

Some, that are mad if they behold a cat ; 

And others, when the bag-pipe sings i’ the nose, 

Cannot contain their urine : for affection, 

Mistress of passion, sways it to the -mood 

Of what it likes or loathes/®®^ Now, for your answer r 

As there is no firm reason to be render’d. 

Why he cannot abide a gaping pig ; 

Why he, a harmless necessary cat ; 

Why he, a boUen bag-pipe, — ^but of force 
Must yield to such inevitable shame 
As to offend himself, being offended ; 

So can I give no reason, nor I will not, 

More than a lodg’d hate and a certain loathing 
I bear Antonio, that I follow thus 
A losing suit against him. Are you answer’d ? 

Bass. This is no answer, thou unfeeling man, 

T’ excuse the current of thy cruelty. 

Shy. I am not bound to please thee with my answer. 
Bass. ^Do all men kill the things they do not love ? 

Shy. Hates any man the thing he would not kill ? 

Bass. Every offence is not a hate at first. 

Shy. What, wouldst thou have a serpent sting thee twice? 
Ant. I pray you, think you question with tlie Jew : 

You may as well go stand upon the beach, 

And bid the main flood bate his usual height ; 

You may as well use question with the wolf, 

Why he hath made the ew€i bleat for the lamb ; 

You may as well forbid the mountain pines 
To wag their high tops, and to make no noise, 

When they are fretten with the gusts of heaven ; 

You may as well do any thing most hard, 

As seek to soften that, — than which what’s harder?— 
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His Jewish heart : — ^therefore, I do beseech you, 

Make no more offers, use no further means, 

But, with all brief and plain convenienoy, 

Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will. 

Bass. For thy three Uiousand ducats here is six. 

Shy^ If every ducat in six thousand ducats 
Were in six parts, and, every part a ducat, 

I would not draw them, — would have my bond. 

Duke. How shalt thou hope for mercy, rendering none ? 
Shy. What judgment shall I dread, doing no wrong ? 
You have among you many a purchas'd slave. 

Which, like your asses ai^d your dogs and mules. 

You USB in abject aijid in slavish parts. 

Because you bought them : — shall I say to you, 

Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ? 

Why sweat they under burdens ? let their beds 
Be made as soft as yours, and let their palates 
Be season’d with such viands ? You will answer, 

The slaves are ours : — so do I answer you ; 

The pound of flesh, which I demand of him. 

Is dearly bought, ’tis mine, and I will have it. 

If you deny nfe, fie upon your law ! 

There is no force iu the decrees of Venice. 

I stand for judgment; answer, — shall I have it ? 

Duke. Upon my power I may dismiss this court, 

Unless Bellario, a learnM doctor, 

Whom I have sent for to determine this, 

Come here to-day. 

Solaris My lord, here stays without 

A messenger with letters from the doctor, 

New come from Padua. 

Duke, Bring us the letters ; call the messenger. 

Bass. Good cheer, Antonio I What, man, courage yet ! 
The Jew shall have my flesh, blood, bones, and all, 

Ere thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood. 

Ant, I am a tainted wether of the flock, 

Meetest for death : the weakest kind of fruit 
Drops earliest to the ground ; and so let me : 

You cannot better be employ’d, Bassanio, 

Than to live stiU, and write mine epitaph. 
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Enter Nbrissa, dressed like a lamyer'^s clerk. 

Duke, Came you from Padua, from Bellario ? 

Ne7\ From both, my lord. Bellario greets your grace. 

{Presents a letter. 

Bass. Why dost thou whet thy knife so earnestly 9 

Shy. To cut the forfeit^^®^ from that bankrupt there. 

Ora. Not on thy sole, but on thy soul, harsh Jew, 

Thou mak’st thy knife keen; but no metal can. 

No, not the hangman’s axe, bear half the keenness 
Of thy sharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee 9 

Shy. No, none that thou hast w!t enough to m^ke. 

Ora. 0, be thou damn’d, inexorable dog 
And for thy life let justice be accus’d. 

Thou almost mak’st me waver in my faith, 

To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 

That souls of animals infuse themselves 
Into the trunks of men : thy currish spirit 
Govern’d a wolf, who, hang’d for human slaughter, 

Even from the gallows did his fell soul fleet, 

And, whilst thou lay’st in thy unhallow’d dam, 

Infus’d itseK in thee ; for thy desires 
Are wolfish, bloody, starv’d, and ravenous. 

Shy. Till thou canst rail the seal from off my bond, 

Thou but offend’st thy lungs to speak so loud : 

Bepair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall 
To cureless ruin. — I stand here for law. 

Duke. This letter from Bellario doth commend 
A young and learned doctor to our court. — 

Where is he 9 

Ner. He attendeth here hard by, 

To know your answer, whether you’ll admit him. 

Duke. With all my heart.— Some three or four of you 
Go give him courteous conduct to this place. — 

Meantime the court shall hear BeUario’s letter. 

Clerk, {reads^ Your grace aiall understand, that at the re., 
ceipt of your letter I am very sick : but in the instant that your 
messenger came, in loving visitation was with me a young doctor 
of Borne ; his name is Balthazar. I acquainted him with the 
cause in controversy between the Jew and Antonio the merchant : 
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we turned o’er many books together: be is furnished with my 
opinion; which, bettered with his own learning, — the greatness 
whereof I cannot enough commend, — comes with him, at my im- 
portunity, to fill np your grace’s request in, my stead. I beseech 
you, let his lack of years be no impediment to let him lack a 
reverend estimation ; for I never knew so young a body with so 
old a head. I leave him to your gracious acceptance, whose trial 
shall better publish his commendation.” 

Duke, You hear the learn’d Bellario, what he writes : 

And here, I take it, is the doctor come. 

Ilnfer Ponru, dr^sed like a doctor of laics. 

Give your hand. Came you from old Bellario ? 

Dor, I did, my lord. 

Duke, You’re welcome : take your place^ 

Are you acquainted with the difference 
That holds this present question in the court ? 

Dor, I am informed throughly of the cause. — 

Which rs the merchant here, and which the Jew f 

Duke, Antonio and old Shylock, both stand forth. 

Pot, Is your name Shylock ? 

Shy, Shylock is my name. 

Po%, Of a strange nature is the suit you follow ; 

Yet in such rule, that the Venetian law 
Cannot impugn you as you do proceed. — 

You stand within his danger, do you not ? [To Antonio, 

Ant, Ay, so he says. 

Pot, Do you confess the bond ? 

Ant, I do. 

Par, Then must the Jew be merciful. 

Shy, On what compulsion must I? teE me that. 

Pot, The quality of mercy is not strain’d, ^ — 

It dra|^peth as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon the place beneath : it is twice bless’d, — 

It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes : 

’Tis mightiest in the mightiest ; it becomes 
The throned monarch better than his crown; 

His sceptre shows the force of temporal power. 

The attribute to awe and majesty, 

Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings ; 
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But mercy is above this sceptred sway, — 

It is enthroned in the hearts of kings, 

It is an attribute to God himself ; 

And earthly power doth then show likest God’s 
When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew, 

Though justice be thy plea, consider this, — 

That, in the course of justice, none of us 
Should see salvation : we do pray for mercy ; 

And that same prayer doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus* much 
To mitigate the justice of thy plea ; 

Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice ^ 

Must needs give sentence ’gainst the merchant thercT^ 
Shy* My deeds upon my head ! I crave the law, 
The penalty and forfeit of my bond. 

Pot* Is he not able to discharge the money ? 

Bass* Yes, here I tender ’t for him in the court ; 
Yea, thrice the sum if that will not suffice, 

I will be bound to pay it ten times o’er, 

On forfeit oT my hands, my head, my heart : 

If this #ill not suffice, it must appear 

That malice bears down truth. And I beseech you, 

Wrest once the law to your authority : 

To do a great right, do a little wrong 5 
And curb this cruel devil of his will. 

Pot. It must not be; there is no power in Venice 
Gan alter a decree established: 

’Twill be recorded for a precedent ; 

And many an error, by the same example. 

Will rush into the state : it cannot be. 

Shy* A Daniel come to judgment ! yea, a Daniel ! — 
0 wise young judge, how I do honour thee I 
Por* I pray you, let me look upon the bond. 

Shy. Here ’tis, most reverend doctor, here it is. 

Por* Shylock, there’s thrice thy money offer’d thee. 
Shy* An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven i 
Shall I lay perjury upon my soul ? 

No, not for Venice, 

Por* "Why, this bond is forfeit ; 

And lawfully by this the Jew may claim 
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A pound of flesh, to be by him cut off 
Nearest the merchant’s heart. — Be merciful : 

Take thrice thy money ; bid me tear the bond. 

Shy, When it is paid according to the tenour. — 

It doth appear you are a worthy judge ; 

You know the law, your exposition 

Hath been most sound : I charge you by the law, 

Whereof you are a well-deserving pillar, 

Proceed to judgment : by my soul I swear 
There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me : I stay here on my bond. 

Ant, Most heartily I dot beseech the court 
To give the judgment. 

Por, Why then thus it is : — 

You must prepare your bosom for his knife. 

Shy, 0 noble judge 1 0 excellent young man ! 

Pot, For the intent and purpose of the law 
Hath full relation to the penalty, 

Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 

Shy, ’Tis very true : 0 wise and upright judge ! 

How much more elder art thou than thy looks ! 

Por, Therefore lay bare your bosom. 

Shy, Ay, his breast : 

So says the bond : — doth it not, noble judge 
Nearest his heart : those are the very words. 

Por, It is so. Are there balance’ here to weigh 
The flesh ? 

Shy 4 I have them ready. 

Por, Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on your charge^, 
To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death. 

Shy, Is it so nominated in the bond ? 

Pot, It is not so express’d : but what of that ? 

’Twere good you do so much for charity. 

Shy, I cannot find it ; ’tis not in the bond. 

Pot, Come, merchant, have you any thing to say ? 
Ant, But little ; I am arm’d and well prepar’d.— 

Give me your hand, Bassanio : fare you well ! 

Grieve not that I am fall’n to this for you ; 

For herein Fortune shows herself more kind 
Than is her custom ; it is still her use 
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To let the wretched man outlive his wealth, 

To view with hollow eye and wrinkled brow 
An age of poverty ; from which lingering penance 
Of such a misery^^®^ -doth she cut me ofif. 

Commend me to your honourable wife : 

Tell her the process of Antonio’s end ; 

Say how I lov’d you, speak me fair in death ; 

And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge 
Whether Bassanio had not once a lover/"^^ 

E^pent not you that you shall lose your friend. 

And he repents not that he pays your debt ; 

For, if the Jew do cut but deep enough, 

I’ll pay it instantly with all my heart. 

Bass. Antonio, I am married to a wi|e 
Which is as dear to me as life itself ; 

But life itself, my wife, and all the world, 

Are not with me esteem’d above thy life : 

I would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all 
Here to this devil, to deliver you* 

Por. Your wife would give you little thanks for that, 

If she were by, to hear you make the ofier. 

Gra. I have a wife, whom, I protest, I love : 

I would she were in heaven, so she could 
Entreat some power to change this currish Jew. 

Mr* ’Tis well you offer it behind her back ; 

The wish would make else an unquiet house. 

Sk^* These be the Christian husbands ! Ihave a daughter, — 
Would any of the stock of Barrabas 

Had been her husband rather than a Christian ! — [Aside* 

We trifle time : I pray thee, pursue sentence. 

For* A pound of that same merchant’s flesh is thino : 

The court awards it, and the law doth give it. 

Sk^* Most rightful judge ! 

For. And you must cut this flesh from off his breast : 
The law allows it, and the court awards it. 

Most learui^d judge !~A sentence ! > come, prepare j 
For* Tarry a little ; there is something else. 

,,This bond doih give thee here no Jot of blood,— 

The words expressly are, a pound of flesh : 

Take theji thy bond, take thou thy pound of flesh ; 
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But, in the cutting it, if thou dost shed 
One drop of Christian Wood, thy lands and goods 
Are, by the laws of Venice, confiscate 
Unto the state of Venice. . , . , , 

ara. 0 upright judge !— Mark, Jew:— 0 learned judge ! 

Shy. Is that the law ? 

Poy. Thyself shalt see the act : 

For, as thou urgest justice, he assur’d 

Thou shalt have justice, more than thou desir’st. ^ 

Gra. 0 learned judge !— Mark, Jew:— a learned judge !• 
Shy. I take his offer, then pay the bond thrice, 

And let the Christian go. 

Bass, Here is the money. 

Por. Soft ! 

The Jew shall have all justice ; — soft ! no haste : 

He shall have nothing but the penalty. 

Ora. 0 Jew ! an upright judge, a learned judge . 

Por. Therefore prepare thee to cut off the flesh. 

Shed thou no blood ; nor cut thou less nor more 
But just a pound of flesh : if thou tak’st inore 
Or less than a just pound, — ^be ’t but so much 
As makes it light or heavy in the substance 
Or the division of the twentieth part 
Of one poor scruple, nay, if the scale do turn 
But in the estimation of a hair. 

Thou diest, and all thy goods are confiscate. 

Ora. A second Daniel, a Daniel, Jew ! 

Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip. 

Por. Why doth the Jew pause? take thy forfeiture. 
Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go. 

Bass. I have it ready for thee ; here it is. 

Ppr. He hath refus’d it in the open court : 

He shall have merely justice and his bond. 

Gra. A Daniel, stiU say I, a second Daniel !— 

I t-bqT>k thee, Jew, for teaching me Idiat word. 

Shy. Shall I not have barely my principal ? 

Por. Thou shalt have nothing but the forfeiture, 

To be BO taken at thy peril, Jew. 

Shy. Why, then the devil give him good of it .■ 

I’ll stay no longm- question. 
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Pro, Tarry, Jew: 

The law hath yet another hold on you. 

It is enacted in the laws of Venice, — 

If it he prov’d agairsst an alien 
That by direct or indirect attempts 
He seek the life of any citizen, 

The party ’gainst the which he doth contrive 
Shall seize one half his goods ; the other half 
Comes to the privy coffer of the state ; 

And the offender’s life lies in the mercy 
Of the duke only, ’gainst all other voice. 

In which predicament, I say, tho» stand’st ; 

For it appears, by manifest proceeding, 

That indirectly, and directly too, , 

Thou hast contriv’d against the very life 
Of the defendant ; and thou hast incurr’d 
The danger formally^^® by me rehears’d. 

Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the duke. 

Gra, Beg that thou mayst have leave to hang thjrself : 
And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state, 

Thou hast not left the value of a cord ; 

Therefore thou must be hang’d at the state’s ^charge. 

Piihe, That thou shalt see the difference of our sprit, 
I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it : 

For half thy wealth, it is Antonio’s ; 

The other half comes to the general state, 

Which humbleness may drive unto a fine. 

Por, Ay, for the state,— not for Antonio. 

Shy, Nay, take my life and all ; pardon not that : 

You take my house, when you do take the prop 
That doth sustain my house ; you take my life, 

When you do take the means whereby I live. 

Po7\ What mercy can you render Mm, Antonio ? 

, Qm, A halter gratis ; nothing else, for God’s sake. 

Ant, So please my lord the duke and all the court 
To quit the fine for one half of his goods, 

I am content so he will let me have 
The other half in use, to render it, 

Upon his death, unto the gentleman 
'Thrf .lat^y^^ofo bi$ daugjbter : ^ • ; - , , , , J ■ / \ 
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Two things provided more, — that, for this favour, 

He presently become a Christian ; 

The other, that he do record a gift, 

Here in the court, of all he dies possess’d,' 

Unto his son Lorenzo and his daughter. 

Duke. He shall do this ; or else I do recant 
The pardon that I late pronounced here. 

For. Art thou contented, Jew ? what dost thou say ? 

Shy. I am content. 

For. Clerk, draw a deed of gift. 

Shy. I pray you, give me leave to go from hence ; 

I am not well : send the de^ after me, 

And I wxH sign it. 

Duke. fiet thee gone, but do it, 

Gra. In christening shalt thou haTe two godfathers : 

Had I been judge, thou shouldst have had ten more. 

To bring thee to the gallows, not the font. 

Shyhek, 

Duke. Sir, I entreat you home with me to dinner. 

Fo%. I humbly do desire your grace of pardon ; 

I must away this night toward Padua, 

And it is meet T presently set forth. 

Duks. I ’m sorry that your leisure serves you not. — 
Antonio, gratify this gentleman ; 

For, in my mind, you are much bound to him, 

[Exeunt Duke, Magnificoes, and Train. 
Bass. Most worthy gentleman, I and my friend 
Have by your wisdom been this day acquitted 
Of grievous penalties ; in lieu v^hereof. 

Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew, 

We freely cope your courteous pains withal. 

Ant. And stand indebted, over and above, 

In love and service to you evermore. 

, For. He is well paid that is well satisfied ; 

And I, delivering you, am satisfied, 

And therein do account myself well paid : 

My mind was never yet more mercenary, 

I pray you, know me when we meet again : 

I wish you well, and so I take my leave. 

Bass. Bear sir, of force I must attempt you further : 
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Take some remembrance of ns, as a tribute, 

Not as a fee : grant me two tilings, I pray you, — 
Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 

Poi\ You press me far, and therefore I will yield. 
Give me your gloves, Til wear them for your sake ; 
And, for your love, 1*11 take this ring from you : — 

Do not draw back your hand ; 111 take no more ; 

And you in love shall not deny me this. 

Bass. This ring, good sir, — alas, it is a trifle ! 

I will not shame myself to give you this. 

Por. I will have nothing else but only this ; 

And now methinks I have a minfl to it. 


Ba$§* There’s more depends on this than on tile value. 
The dearest ring in Venice will I give you, 

And find it out by proclamation : 

Only for this, I pray you, pardon me. 

Pot, I see, sir, you are liberal in offers : 

You taught me first to beg ; and now methinks 
You teach me how a beggar should be answer’d. 

Ba§8. Good sir, this ring was given me by my wife ; 

And, when she put it on, she made me vow 
That 1 should neither sell nor give nor lose it. 

Pot. That ’sense serves many men to save their gifts. 

An if your wife be not a mad-woman, 

And know how well I have deserv’d this ring, 

She would not hold out enemy^^ for ever 
For giving it to me. “Well, peace be with you ! 

[Exeunt Portia and Nerma. 
Ant. My Lord Bassanio, let him have the ring : 

Let his deservings, and my love withal, 

Be valu’d ’gainst your wife’s commandment.^^^^ 


Baee. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him ; 

Give him the ring ; and bring him, if thou canst. 

Unto Antonio’s house;— away! make haste. [Exit Qratiam. 
0ome, you and I will thither presently ; 

And in the morning early will we both 

Fly toward Belmont : come, Antonio. [Exeunt 
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Scene II. The same, A street. 

Miter Portia and I^erissa, disguised as hefore. 

Par, Inquire the Jew’s house out, give him this deed, 

And let him sign it : we’ll away to-night, 

And be a day before our husbands home : 

This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 

Enter Gratiano. 

Gra, Fair sir, you are well o’erta’en : 

My Lord Bassanio, upon more advice, 

Hath sent you here this iing ; and doth entreat 
Your company at dinner. 

For, That cannot be : 

His ring I do accept most thankfully; 

And so, I pray yoU) tell him : furthermore, 

I pray you, show my youth old Shylock’s house. 

; Grg,, That will I do. 

Ner. Sir, I would speak with you. — 

I’ll see if I can get my husband’s ring, - \Tq Portia. 

Which I did paake him swear to keep for ever, 

Por. Thou mayst, I warrant. We shall have old swearing 
That*they did give the rings away to men ; 

But we’ll outface them, and outSwear them too* 

Away ! make haste : thou know’st where I will tarry. 

Ner. Come, good sir, will you show tne to this house ? 

[Exeunt. 


ACTV. 

Scene I.‘ Belmont. Pleasvre-gromds c/* Portia’s house. 
Enter Lorenzo and Jessica. 

Lor. The moon shines bright : — in such a night as this, 
When' the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees, 

And they did make no noise, — ^in such a night 
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Troilus metMnks mounted the Trojan walls, 

And sigh’d his soul toward the Grecian tents, 

Where Cressid lay that night. 

Jes. In such a night 

Did Thisbe fearfully o’ertrip the dew, 

And saw the lion’s shadow ere himself, 

And ran dismay’d away. 

Lor. In such a night 

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Upon the wild sea-banks, and wav’d her love 
To come again to Carthage. 

Jes, In such a night 

Medea gather’d the enchanted herbs 
That did renew old iEson. 

Lor. In such a night 

Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew, 

And with an unthrift love did run from Venice 
As far as Belmont. 

Jes. And^^^^ in such a night 

Did young Lorenzo swear he lov’d her well, 

Stealing her soul with many vows of faith, 

And ne’er a true one. 

Lor. And in such a night 

Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew, 

Slander her love, and he forgave it her. 

Jes. I would out-night you, did no body come : 

But, hark, I hear the footing of a man. 

Enter Stefhaho. 

Lor. Who comes so fast in silence of the night ? 

Steph. A friend. 

Lor. A friend ! what frianS ? your name, I pray you, 
friend ? 

Sieph. Stephano is my name; and I bring word 
My mistress will before the break of day 
Be hare at Belmont : . she doth stray about 
By holy crosses, where she kneels and prays 
For happy wedlock hours. 

Lo7\ * Who comes with her ? 

Steph. None but a holy hermit and her maid. 
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1 ;^ray you, is my master yet return’d ? 

Lor, He is not, nor we have not heard from him. — 

But go we in, I pray thee, Jessica, 

And ceremoniously let us prepare 

Some welcome for the mistress of the house. 

Enter Launcelot. 

Laun, Sola, sola ! wo ha, ho ! sola, sola ! 

Lor. Who calls? 

Laun, Sola ! — did you see Master Lorenzo and Mistiness 
Lorenzo ? — so^a, sola ! 

Lor. Leave hollaing, man : — ^here. 

Laum, Sola! — ^where? where? 

Lor, Here. 

Laun. Tell him there’s a post come from my master, with 
his horn full of good news : my master will he here ere 
morning. \Exit. 

Lor. Sweet soul,^®°^ let’s in, and there expect their coming. 
And yet no matter : — ^why should we go in ?— ^ 

My fjiend Stephano, signify, I pray you, 

Within the house, your mistress is at hand ; 

And bring your music forth into the air. {Exit Stephana » 

How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank ! 

Here will we sit, and let the sounds of music 
Creep in. our ears : soft stillness and the night 
Become the touches of sweet harmony. 

Sit, Jessica. Look, how the floor of heaven 
Is thick inlaid with patines^®^^ of bright gold : 

There^s not the smallest orb which thou behold’st 
But in his motion like an angel sings. 

Still quiring to the young-ey’d cherubins, — 

Such harmony is in immortal souls ; 

But whilst this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it.^^^ 

Enter Musicians. 

Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn ! 

With sweetest touches pierce your mistress’ ear, 

And draw her home with music, . 

Jes. I’m never merry when I hear sweet music 
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Lor. The reason is, your spirits are attentive : 

For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 

Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, 

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing, and neighing loud, 
Which is the hot condition of their blood ; 

If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound, 

Or any air of music touch their ears, 

You shall perceive them make a mutual stand, 

Their savage eyes turn’d to a modest gaze, 

By the sweet power of music : therefore the poet 
Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, an§ floods ; 
Since naught so stockish, hard, aiftd full of rage, 

But music for the time doth change his nature. 

The man that hath no music in himself, ^ • 

Nor is not mov’d with concord of sweet sounds, 

Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils ; 

The motions of his spirit are dull as night, 

And his affections dark as Erebus ; 

Let no such man be trusted. — Mark the music. 

Enter Poetia and Nerissa. 

Pot. That light we see is burning in my hall. 

How far that little candle throws his beams ! 

So shines a good deed in a naughty world* 

Ner. When the moon shone, we did not see the^candle. 
Pot. So doth the greater glory dim the less ; 

A substitute shines brightly as a king, 

' Until a king be by ; and then his state 
Empties itself, as doth an inland brook 
Into the main of waters, — ^Music ! hark ! 

Ner. It is your music, madam, of the house. 

Por. Nothing is good, I see, without respect : ' 
Methinks it sounds much sweeter than by day. 

Ner. Silence bestows that virtue on it, madam, 

^ Pot. The crow doth sing as sweetly as the lark, 

When neither is attended ; and I think 
jThe nightingale, if she should sing by day, 

I When every goose is cackling, would be thought 
\No better a musician than the wren. 

How many things by season season’d are 
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jl?o their right praise and trtie perfection ! — 

Peace, ho ! the moon sleeps with Endymion, 

And would not he awak’d, [Music ceasesS^^'^ 

Lor. That is the'Yoice, 

Or I am much deceiv’d, of Portia. 

Pot. He knows me, as the blind man knows the cuckoo, 
By the bad voice. 

Lor. Dear lady, welcome home. 

Por. We have been praying for our husbands’ welfare, 
Which speed, we hope, the better for our words. 

Are they return’d ? 

Lor. Madam, they are not yet ; 

But t®9re is come a messenger before, 

To signify their coming. 

Por. Go in, Nerissa ; 

Give order to my servants that they take 
No note at all of our being absent hence 
Nor you, Lorenzo ; — Jessica, nor you. 

[A tucket sounds. 

•Lor. Your husband is at hand ; I hear his trumpet : 

We are no tell-tales, madam ; fear you not. 

Por. Thfs night methinks is but the daylight sick ; 

It looks a little paler : ’tis a day, 

Such as the day is when the sun is hid. 


Enter Bassanio, Aijtokio, Gratiano, and their Folimvers. 

Bass. We should hold day with the Antipodes, 

If you would walk in absence of the sun. 

Por, Let me give light, but let me not be light ; 

Por a light wife doth make a heavy husband, 

And never h© Bassanio so for me : 

But God sort all ! — ^You’re welcome home, my lord. 

Bass. I thank you, madam. Give welcome to my friend : 
This is the man, this is Antonio, 

To whom I am so infinitely bound. 

Por. You should in all sense^^^ be much bound to him, 
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. 

Ant. No more than I am well acquitted of. 

Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our house : 
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It must appear in otlier ways than words, 

Therefore I scant this breathing courtesy. 

Gra, \to Nerissct] By yonder moon I swear you do me 
wrong ; " 

In faith, I gare it to the judge’s clerk : 

Would he were gelt that had it, for my part, 

Since you do take it, love, so much at heart. 

For, A quarrel, ho, already ! what’s the matter ? 

Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring 
That she did give to me ; whose posy was^®^^ 

For all the world like cutler’s poetry 
Upon a Itnife, Love me, and leave- me not.” 

Ner. What talk you of the posy or the value ? 

You swore to me, when I did give it you, 

That you would wear it till your hour of death ; 

And that it should lie with you in your grave : 

Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths, 

You should have been respective, and have kept it. 

Gave it a judge’s clerk ! no, God’s my judge, 

The clerk will ne’er wear hair on’s face that had it. 

Gra. He will, an if he live to be a man. 

Nefn Ay, if a woman live to be a man. 

Gra. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a youth, — 

A kind of boy ; a little scrubbed boy. 

No higher than thyself, the judge’s clerk ; 

A prating boy, that begg’d it as a fee : 

I could not for my heart deny it him. 

Par, You were to blame, — I must be plain with you, — 
To part so slightly with your wife’s first gift ; 

A thing stuck on with oaths upon your finger, 

-And riveted^®^^ with faith unto your flesh. 

I gave my love a ring, and made him swear 
Never to part with it ; and here he stands, — 

I dare be swum for him, he would not leave it, 

Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world masters. Now, in faith, Gratiano, 

You give your wife too unkind cause of grief 
An ’twere to me, I should be mad at it. 

Bass. \(mde] Why, I were best to cut my left hand off, 

' And swear Llost the ring defending it. 
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-■ U-ra* My Lord Bassanio gave his ring away 
Unto the judge that hegg’d it, and indeed 
Deserv’d it too ; and then the hoy, his clerk. 

That took some pains in writing, he begg’d mine : 
And neither man nor master would take aught 
But the two rings. 

Por. What ring gave you, my lord ? 

Not that, I hope, which you receiv’d of me. 

Bass. If I could add a lie unto a fault, 

I would deny it ; but you see my finger 
Hath not the ring upon it, — it is gone. 

Por. Even so void is your false heart of truth. 
By heairen* I wiU ne’er come in your bed 
Until I see the rin^. 

Ner. Nor I in yours 

Till I again see mine, 

Bass^ Sweet Portia, 

If you did know to whom I gave the ring, 

If you^id know for whom I gave the ring, 

And^ would conceive for what I gave the ring, 

And how unwillingly I left the ring, 

When naught* would be accepted but the ring, 

You would abate the strength of your displeasure. 

Por. If you had known the virtue of the ring, 

Or half her worthiness that gave the ring, 

Or your own honour to contain the ring. 

You would not then have parted with the ring. 

What man is there so much unreasonable, 

If you had pleas’d to have defended it 
With any terms of zeal, wanted the modesty 
To urge the thing held as a ceremony? 

Nerissa teaches me what to believe : 

I’ll die for’t but some woman had the ring. 

Bass. No, by mine honour, madam, by my soul. 
No woman had it, but a civil doctor, 

Which did refuse three thousand ducats of me. 

And beofg’d the ring ; the which I did deny him, 
And suffer’d him to go displeas’d away ; 

Even he that had held up the very life 

Of my dear friend. What should I say, sweet lady ? 
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I was enforc’d to send it after him ; 

I was beset with shame and courtesy ; 

My honour would not let ingratitude 
So much besmear itr Pardon me, good lady ; 

For, by these blessed candles of the night, 

Had you been there, I think, you w^ould have begg’d 
The ring of me to give the worthy doctor. 

Pot. Let not that doctor e'er come near my house : 

Since he hath got the jewel that I lov’d, 

And that which you did swear to keep for me, 

I will become as liberal as you ; 

111 not deny him any thing I have,^ 

No, not my body nor my husband’s bed: 

Know him I shall, I am well sure of it : 

Lie not a night from home ; watch me like Argus : 

If you do not, if I be left alone, 

Now, by mine honour, which is yet mine own, 

I’ll have that doctor for my bedfellow. 

Ner. And I his clerk ; therefore be well advis’d 
How you do leave me to mine own protection. 

Gm, Well, do you so : let not me take Mm, then ; 

For if I do, III mar the young clerk’s pen. 

Ant. I am th’ unhappy subject of these quarrels. 

Pot. Sir, grieve not you ; you’re welcome notwiths‘tand« 
ing. 

Bass. Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong; 

And, in the hearing of these many friends, 

I swear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes, 

Wherein I see myself, — 

Por. Mark you but that ! 

In both my eyes he doubly sees himself; 

In each eye, one ; — swear by your double self, 

And there’s an oath of credit. 

Bass. Nay, but hear me : 

Pardon this fault, and by my soul I swear 
,1 never more will break an oath with thee. 

Antn I once did lend my body for his wealth ; 

Which, but for him that had your husband’s ring. 

Had quite miscarried : I dare be bound again, 

My soul upqn the forfeit, that your lord 
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fill never more break faith advisedly. 

For. Then you shall be his surety. Give him this ; 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 

Ant, Here, Lord Bassanio ; swear to keep this ring. 
Bass, By heaven, it is the same I gave the doctor ! 
Bor. I had it of him : pardon me, Bassanio ; 

For, by this ring, the doctor lay with me. 

Ner, And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano ; 

For that same scrubbM boy, the doctor’s clerk, 

In lieu of this, last night did lie with me/®^^ 

Gm, Why, this is like the mending of highways 
In summer, when^®®^ the ways are fair enough ; 

What^ are we cuckolds ere we have deserv’d it ? 

Pot, Speak not so grossly. — ^You are all amaz’d : 

Here is a letter, ^ead it at your leisure ; 

It comes from Padua, from Bellario : 

There you shall find that Portia was the doctor ; 

Nerissa there her clerk : Lorenzo here 
Shall witness I set forth as soon as you, 

And even but now return’d ; I have not yet 
’ Enter’d my house. — ^Antonio, you are welcome ; 

And I have better news in store for you 
Than you expect : unseal this letter soon ; 

Theta you shall find three of your argosies 
Are richly come to harbour suddenly : 

You shall not know by what strange accident 
I chanced on this letter. 

Ant* I am dumb. 

BmB* Were you the doctor, and I knew you not? 

Gra. Were you the clerk that is to make me cuckold ? 
Ner. Ay, but the clerk that never means to do it, 
Unless hs live until he be a man. 

Buss. Sweet doctor, you shall be my bedfellow : 

When I am absent, then lie with my wife. 

Ant. Sweet lady, you have given me life and living ; 
For here I read for certain that my ships 
Are safely come to road. 

Per. How now, Lorenzo ! 

My clerk hath some good comforts too for you. 

Ner, Ay, and I’ll give them him without a fee. — 
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There do I give to you anrl 

From the rich Jew, a special Jeerl of gift. 

After his death, of oil he dic‘s possess'd of. 

Lor. Fair ladies, yon drop luaiuia in the way 
Of staiwed people. 

Per. It is almost morning. 

And yet I’m sure you are not satisfied 
Of these events at full. Lei ns go in ; 

And charge us there upon inter’gatorics, 

And we will answer all things taithfiilly. 

Gra. Let it be so : the first inter’gatorj 
That my Nerissa shall be sworn on i|, 

Whether till the next night she had rather stay. 
Or go to bed now, being two hours to day : 

But were the day come, I should wish it dafk, 
That I were couching with the doctor’s clerk. 
Well, while I live I’ll fear no other thing 
So sore as keeping safe Nerissa’s ring. 
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P. 845. (i) ^^rich burghers of the flood,'*' 

The old eds have “ on the flood** — Correct ed by Capell. — Steevens com- 

pares, in As you like it, “ native hmghers of this desolate city.” (Douce 
defends “ on,” informing us that here the Venetians are alluded to 

P.346, (a) docked** 

The old eds. have “ docks.” 

P» 346. ( 3 ) ** Enrobe the waring waters with my silks ;** 

Mi\ W. N. Dfettsom thinks that something is wanting between this line and 
the nexii, 

P.346. ( 4 ) ^^W%e,fie‘** 

I have little doubt that Shakespeare wrote In love ! fie-fie 

P.347. ( 5 ) 

Has been altered to ** mine’s.” 

P. 347. ( 6 ) » Hwould** 

So Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector. — ^The old eds. have “ would.” 

P. 348. ( 7 ) ** dumb wise men,** 

“Write,” says Walker {Cnt Emm, &c. vol. ii. p. 139), dumb-wise} for 
dumb wise men would be pronounced dumb wisemen*' 

P. 34^. ( 8 ) “Is that any thing now 

The old eds. have “ It is that any thing now — an explanation of which in- 
explicable reading may be found in Mr. Collier’s note ad I, — “ *It’ appears to 
me a mere blunder for ‘ I,’ i. e. Ay ^ an ironical interjection. As to the rest 
of this short speech, nothing can be more awkward than * is that any thing* 

* is there any thing in that?’ and ^mw* is worse than superfluous. On 
the other hand, it maybe said against Johnson’s conjecture *ws«?,’that it 
does not so exactly accord with Bassanio’s phrase, ^ an inflnite deal of no- 
thing,’ It is, however, quite common for speakers to wrest the meamng of 
a preceding speech for the sake of a retort: when ihis happens in a written 
diilogu'e, it is only an imitation of nature; but it is a fault in the writer to 
prepare the way for a retort by previously introducing awkward phraseology.” 
W. N. Lettsom. 

P. 349. ( 9 ) “ and by adventuring both,** 

Qu. “ cund^ venturing both** } 

P.349. ( 10 ) wilful** 

Warburton would read “ witless Mr. Collier’s Ms. Correctof “ wasteful.” 

VOL. II. EE 
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P.351 (ii) 

Tlie old eds. have ti-asJseD,” ‘‘ tarssell,’’ and “tasseil " 

P. 354. (i^) Ia7i4^thieves and irater-thiei es,*^ 

The old eds. have water theeues^ mid land theeHi\<,"' 

P. 355. ( 13 ) ** ivi’ 

So Wallcer {€rit. Exam &c, voL iii. p, 53), — The old eds. hare ** you'’ and 
**he.’' 

P. 356. ( 14 ) ^^goodlif^ 

Perhaps repeated by mistake from the preceding line. — Bowe, Hanmer, and 
Walker {Crit, Exam. Ssc. vol. i. p. 303) read ** godly,” 

P.ase. ( 15 ) 

So the third folio.— The earlier eds. have “ spet but to follow them (as se- 
veral recent editors do) is only to introduce inconsistency of spelling into a 
modem edition ; for the folio has ** spii” in ITcuswrc for Mec^urCi act ii. sc. 1 ; 
As you like zt, act iii. so. 2, act iv. sc, 1 ; Taming of the ShreWt act iii. sc. 1; 
Winter's Tale, act iv. sc, 2^ &c. &c. 

P.356. (i 5 ) ^^thyfmnd^^ 

So the second folio. — The earlier eds. have thy friends.” 

P. 357. ( 17 ) dealing'^ 

So the second foKo. — ^The other old eds. have “ dealings.” 

P.358. ( 18 ) “mW,” 

Grey’s conjecture. — The old eds. have “wit” (which early transcribers and 
printers frequently confound with “ — Steevens did not dis;place the 

original reading because “wit” formerly signified sagacity or power of mind.” 
— Compare “ the will of a dead father,*^ p.350; “perform your fathm*'$ 
p. 362 ; my father's will," ibid, 

P. 359. ( 19 ) pages" 

Tho old eds. have “ rage.” 

P. 360. (ao) “ confmiom" 

^ So Heyes’s quarto and the folio. — Mr. Knight, adopting the reading of Bo-' 
herts’s quarto, “conclusions,” observes that “to ivf confusions is not very 
intelligihle,” — a remark which shows that, like the printer of that quarto, he 
did not perceive the joke intended here. 

P. 361. (ai) 

“ Ijaun. But, I pray you, ergo, old man, ergo, I beseech youj talk you of 
yova^g Master Lmncdott" 

Q “ This sentence Is usually put interrogatively, contrary to the punctuation of 
all old which is not to be so* utterly despised as the modern 
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(Witors would pretend.” So says Mr. Knight, — forgetting that this is a 
repetition of Launcelot’s preceding interrogation, “ Talk you of young Master 
Launcelot^” (A subsequent speech of Launcelot is pointed thus in the old 
nopies , “Bo I look like a cudgel or a hovel-pos^, a staffer a prop: do you 
know me father,”, — and yet Mr. Knight does not point it so ) — 1863 To my 
great surprise, I find Mr Grant White maintaming that “ this is imperative, 
not interrogative.” 

P 361. (22) “ not” 

Omitted in the old eds., hut absolutely necessary : and compare Launcelot’s 
next speech. 

P. 368. (23) “afevejt” 

A vulgarism (and archaism) foii“ eleven, ’’—formerly'not uncommon. 

P, 364. (24) “ -Nay,” 

An addition made by Hanmer (and adopted by Capell), — this speech having 
been beyond all doubt originally verse. 

P. 864. (25) “ mUcomPm^d^' 

Here the old eds. have “ misconstred” and “ misconsterd:’ and in my JRc- 
marhs m Mr, Colher^s and Mr, KmghVs eds, of Shakes^eair, p 84, 1 rather 
rashly expressed an opinion that no change should be made tv here that form 
of the word occurred. I now see that an editor ought, as far as he can, to 
preserve uniformity of speHing. — In JuUns Caesar, act v. sc. 8, the folio has 
“Alas, thou hsishmisemstnied euery thing;” and again, in the First Fart of 
Henry IV, act v. sc. 2, “ So much misconstrued m his wantonnesse.” 

4 

P 365. {26) “ if a Chiistian did not play the knave 

Both the quartos and the folio have doe not playf^ &c , — a mistak® 

corrected in the second foHo. 

P* 665. {27) ** We have not spoke us yet of torch-hearers,^* 

Is explained to mean “We have not yet bespoke us torch-bearers.” — “Until 
this can be shown to be English, I would read, with Pope [with folio 1685], 

* We have not spoke as yet,* Ssef* Walker^s Ont. Emm. «fec. voL hi. p. 58. 

P.365. (28) 

Without this addition, which is Hanmer’s, the accent (as Mr. W. N. Bettsom 
, observes) ■woi^ be placed wrong in the line. 

P. 867. (29) “ I will go before, sir , — ” 

Hanmer prints “ Sh% I will go before and Walker {Crit, Emm, &c. vol. iii. 
p, 54) conjectures “ HI yo before you, sir," 

P. ^671 (30) “ a Jewess' eye ” 

Here the old eds. have the spelling “ Jeises which is retained by Mr. Grant 
White* who finds fault with the editors for printmg ''•Jewess ** — “none of 
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them,” he mjs, “having obsei*veil, or all having forgotten, that 
quite a modem woid, ‘ Jew’ having been apphed of old to Hebrews of both 
sexes.” Not “quite a modern word,’' surely: “Felix came with his wife 
Dmsiila, which iras a Acth xxiv. 24 (Tyxidale’s Bible 1525 or 1525 

having there the spelling “ the Bible of 1599 and the Bible of 1629 

the spelling “ — not to mention other Bibles). 

P 368.(31) Fast bimf. fast findj — 

A proverb never stale in thjifty mind ” 

Concerning this sort of couplet see note 57 on Measure for Measure. 

P/368, (3a) *^younhei** 

JThe old eds. have “ younger.” 

r 

P. 369. (33) “ then,— Come^ app'oach 

The “Come” is a modern addition. — Eitson would read “Come tiien, op- 
proach.” 

P.370. (34) “-a-Mc/i” 

The old eds. have “who,” — an error plainly occasioned by the “Who’s” 
which follow : and compare the third line of the speech. 

P. 372. (35) “ Gilded tombs” 

So Johnson (and Mv, Collier’s Ms. Corrector). — The old eds. have “ Guihied 
timber,” Douce thinks that Johnson’s “ alteration might have been dispensed 
with” I and Mr. Staunton says, “If * timber’ is right, the^ the redundant 
do is an interloper, and we should read ‘ Gilded timber worms infold.’ ” But 
“timber” is a sheer misprint. Compare, in Chettle’s Tiagedy of Mqfnianj 
1631 (but written much earlier), 

like guilded tomhs^ 

Goodly without, within aB rottenness.” Sig. D 4,^ 

P. 873. (36) And jewels f — two stones^ tv>o rich and precious stones^^* 

Some of the editors omit the second “ two.'^^ — Mr. Collier’s Ms, Corrector 
gives *^AndjewelSi too , — two rich md precious stones 

P,373. (3rt 

The old eds. have “ there” (repeated by mistake from the preceding line). 

' P. 875, (3g) mtUUtadej^ 

The old eds. have “ multitudes.” But compare the 7th line before. 

P. 375, (39) “/or thisf^ 

Hammer, Eitson, and Steevens were, I believe, ri^t in regarding these words 
as an interpolation. 

P 375. (40) 

The nld eds., hy » mistake' of the scribe or printer, read “ haue see this line 
. .twice above present page, and pp. 370, 371. 
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P. 376. ( 41 ) 

^dded in the second folio. (*‘ Unnecessarily,” says Boswell. — “ The editor 
of that copy not understanding the metrical system followed by the author,” 
says Mr. HalhweU.) 

P. 376. ( 42 ) “ Serv. Where is my lady * 

Por. Sei e : what would my lord 

This reply of Portia (which led Mr. CoUier to suppose that she must be 
speaking to a pei son of rank) is nothing more than a sportive rejoinder to the 
abrupt exclamation of the Servant (called ** Messenger'^ m the old eds.). For 
various similar passages I refer the reader to my Remarks on Mr. Colher^s 
and Mr. KnighVs eds. of Shakespeare^ p. 65, and my Few Notes^ 8sc. p. 64. 

P. 379. ( 43 ) “ then,^^ 

So the secoDid folio. — The eailfer eds. have “ thou.’^ 

P. 379. ( 44 ) where 

The old eds. have “ heere” and “ here.” 

P. 380. ( 45 ) 

The old eds, have “ peize.” 

P. 381. ( 46 ) There may as well he amity and league 

^ Tween snow andfire^ as treason and my love, 

Promise me hfe^^^ 

The old eds. have “ amity and hfe.’—Corrected by Walker (CntEmm. 

&c. vpl. i. p. 295), 

P.382. ( 47 ) 

So the second folio, — The earlier eds. have ” voice.” 

P. 383, ( 48 ) “ Thus ot'nemient is hut the gmled shore 

To a most dangerous sea; the beauteous scarf 
Veiling m Indiam beauty; in a word^ 

The seeming truth which cunning times put on 
T entrap the wisesV* 

*^Here,” says Steevens, shore* means ‘treacherous shore.’ Shake- 

speare, in this instance as in many others, confounds the participles. * GuUed* 
stands for Walker (Grit. Mxam. &ie* voh i. p, 291} “suspects 

guiledt* ” though he compares 

“ Td me came Thr^uin am^d; so heguiVd 
With outward honesty,” &c. Shakespeare’s Lucrece. 

and 

“ Eais’d for their double-guiVd deserts, 

Before integrity and parts,” 

Butler’s Satire on the Weakness and Misery of Man, 

— Since the ^.rst edition of the present work appeared, I met»with the follow-* 
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ing passage in Jasper HeywootVs translatiou of Seneca’s IItrculet> Fia*em 
(Chorus at the end of Act i.), 

“ He leaning oner hollow rocke doth lye, 

And eithej^his hegihd doth hayto,” &c.; 

which passage I thought would illustrate and support the exprension ^*{jiuled 
shore till, on turning to the Latin original, I found that I altogether 
mistaken ;~~the words of Seneca are, 

** Ant deceptos instruit ftur^ios,” 

and doubtless mean, as Farnaby explains them, ‘‘Esca reparat hamos, priori 
a piscibus erepta.”-«-In the second folio ^^ffuiled sho)e^^ is altered to “ guilded 
(Le. gilded) shoief* which Bowe and some others adopted Mr. W. N, Lett- 
som, too (note on Walker’s Crit, Jidam &:c ubi supra), ‘‘has little doubt 
that the poet -was thinking of Baleigh’s * Discovery of Guiana,’ and wrote 
^guilded\^' — Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector mals^s the following change in the 
punctuation ; 

** Thus ornament is but the giiii^d shore 
To a most dangerous sea, the beauteojis scarf 
Veiling an Indian : beauty, in a word, 

The seeming truth which cunning times put on 
T’ entrap the wisest — 

a change which is also found in an edition of Shakespeare published by Scott 
and Webster in 1830. But it may be dismissed at once as erroneous, l^cause 
it utterly subverts the whole construction of the passage ; and, as Mr. Grant 
White observes, ^^ormment^ not heauty, is the subject of Bassanio’s rejec- 
tion.” — The word in which the di^cult^ lies, is evidently a mis- 

print caught from the preceding “ hemteozts ,'’ — ^Hanmer printed an Xndiak 
dowdy” i — and Walker {ubi supra) conjectures “ an Indian gipsy.” 


P. 383. ( 49 ) *Hhoti stale and common drudge^^ 

Farmer’s emendation. — ^The old eds. have thm pale aad,” M. (The words 
**stale'^ and are frequent^ confounded by early transcribers and 

printers.) 


P. 883. ( 50 ) 

Warburton reads “ plainness.” 

P.383. { 51 ) For fear I surfeit ^ 

Bass. What find I here f” 

Mr. W. H. Lettsom would read “For fear I surfeit on’t!” — Capell printed 
“ Ha ! what find I here 


P. 383. ( 5 a) “ sugar-hreath 

Pope reads “ sugar’d breath.” 

P. 38S. ( 53 ) « And leave itself mfwrnisWd.^'^ 

^nd leave itself unprovided with a companion or fellow. That such it 
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tlie meaning of “ unfumisKd'^ in the present passage Hanmer saw long ago ; 
alld Mason supports it by quoting from Pleteher’s Lovers' JProgresSy 
“You are a noble gentleman. 

Will ’t please you bring a friend ? we are two of us, 

And pity either, sir, should be unfwmWd.^^ Act ii. so. 1. 

— ^Walker, however, would read, with Rowe, **And leaie itself un’Ornsh'd,'' 
C'i it Exam Sso, vol. m. p. 55. 

P. 384. ( 54 ) “ then happier in thu,^’ 

The old eds. have happier then'' and “ happier then m." 

P.384. { 55 ) “zw” 

So Mr. Collier’s Ms. Conector. — The old eds. have “is.^’ 

P. 386. ^ 6 ) “ What^ aitd my old Venetian friend Solanio 

Here, and throughout the scene, the old eds, have “ Salerio;” for which Rowe 
substituted “ Salanioj” and the latter name kept its place m the text till 
Capell restored “ Salerio,” which was once more displaced for “ Solanio” by 
Mr. Knight; with whom I agree in regarding “ Salerio” as a decided error, — 
and in thinking it altogether unlikely that Shakespeare would, without neces- 
sity and in violation of dramatic propriety, mtroduoe a new character, “ Sale- 
rio,” i& addition to Solanio and Salanno. (Be it observed that in the old 
copies«fchere is much confusion with respect to these names ; we find Salamot 
SolaniOf Balino, Salmino^ Blarino,) In the first scene of this act,”— I quote 
the^words of Mr. Knight, — the servant of Antonio thus addresses Solanio 
and Salarino: * Gentlemen, my master Antonio is at his house, and desires to 
speak with you»both.’ To the unfortunate Amtonio, then, these Mends repair. 
What can be more natural than that, after the conference, the one should be 
di|p*?fcched to Bassanio, and the other remam with him whose ‘ creditors gi’ow 
ciTiel’ ? We accordingly find, m the third scene of this act, that one of them 
aocomp^ies Antonio when he is in custody of the gaoler.” The name of the 
friend who remains at Venice is rightly given in Roberts’s quarto (see note 
6 r) — a name which, it is hardly necessary to add, will not suit 

the metre m the present scene. — The Cambridge E^tors find fault with me 
for not ketejang here Salerio which I the less wonder at, considering the 
many errors of transcribers and printers retained by them throughout their 
edition j for Instance, in the opening scene of M%oh Ado about Nothing they 
give, with the early copies, I learn in this letter that Don Peter of 

Arragon comes this night to Messina I find here that Hon Peter hath 

bestowed much honox^r on a young Florentine called Claudio. Mees. Much 
, deserved on his part, and equally remembered by Don Pedro, ’^'‘ifec, 

P. 386. ( 57 ) “ mmt have" 

The old eds have “ must freely lime" — ^Pope nghtly omits “ freely” (which, 
as Mr W. N Lettsom observes to me, seems to have crept in here from the 
fifth line below). 

P.387. ( 58 ) “us” 

AJtered by Pope to “ is,” But I prefer the old reading. 



4a mitbCHANX of VENICE 

P, 888, {59) “ The best ‘Cond't Hon'd and tinwearied spiriV 

*** Unwemied* says Mi*. Hunter, should evidently he * iinweaned’st,’ 
which Mr. Collier*s Ms. Conector gives. But ** this usage, whereby the 
latter of two superlatives copulated with aitd is changed into a positive, is 
frequent in Shakespeare alTdlns contemporaries.” See Walker’s CrU, Examl 
<fcc. vol. i, p. 221. 

P. 888. (60) “ a fnend of this desci iption'^ 

Walker {CriU Exam. &c. vol. ii. p. 224 ) suspects that “ f/u's” should be ‘‘his.” 

P. 389. (61) “ Salaeino,” 

So Roberts’s quarto (and rightly, see note 56). — Heyes’s quarto has “ Sale- 
rio the folio “ Solanio.” 

P. 389 . (6a) The &o? 

The proper punctuation of this passage is very doubtful. 

P. 891. (63) ** Padua 

The old eds. have Mantua.” 

P. 891. (64) ** tvmeet'^ 

This word is supposed to be derived from the Italian trmare ^ — ^the passage- 
boat on the Brenta, at about five miles from Venice, being drawn out of the 
liver, and lifted over a dam or sluice by a crane. — ^But Rowe substituted 
“traieot” (from the Italian tragetto^ a ferry), which is perhaps the right 
reading. 

F. 398. (65) Goodly '^ 

Qy. «‘Good”? 


P. 894 . (66) “ And if on earth he do not merit 

Xn reason he should never eome to heaven*'** 

So Pope; and so Walkei*, except t&at he reads “’Tis reason** Ssc, Crit* Exan* 
vol. iii. p, 110. (He evidently did not know that Pope had anticipated 
him in reading “ mrii it.”)— Roberts’s quarto has 

And if on earth he doe not meane then 
In reason** <fcc. 

Heyes’s quarto has 

- And if on earth he doe not meane it, ii 
In reason^** &e. ; 

and so the folio, except that it has “ Is reason,** &c. 

P. 395 . {67) “ loose the forfeiture,** 

i, e. release, remit the forfeiture. See Walker’s Crit. Exam. &o. vol. id. p. 55. 

P. 396, (68) And others, when the hag-pipe sings i’ the nose. 

Cannot contain their urine : for affection. 
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Mistress of passion^ sways it to the mood 
Of what it likes or loathes'^ 

The old eds, have 

others, when the bagpipe sings ith npjs^, 

Cannot containe their vrine for affection. 

Masters [and Maisters] of passion swayes it to the moode 
Of what It likes or loathes.^^ 

I give the reading and jDnnotuation recommended by Thirlby, who (not Wal- 
dron, as Steevens supposes) proposed Mistress of passion, &o, 

P. S96. {69) ** a bollen bag-pipe , — ” 

The old eds. have “ a woollen bag-pipe — and, says Mr. Knight, “ Educe very 
properly desires to adhere to the old reading, having the testimony of Dr. 
Eeyden in his edition of ‘ The Complaynt of Scotland,’ who informs ns that 
the Lowlsyad bag-pipe comnfonly had the bag or sack covered with woollen 
cloth%i a green colour; a practice which, he adds, prevailed in the northern 
counties of England.” But, in the first place, what writer ever used such an 
expression as a woollen hag-pipe in the sense of a bag-pipe covered with woollen 
cloth ? (Might he not, with almost equal propriety, talk of a woollen lute or a 
woollen fiddle 2) And, in the second place, can any thmg be more evident than 
that Shylock does not intend the most distant allusion to the material which 
either composed or covered the bag-pipe ? Steevens remarks ; “ As the aversion 
was !tot caused by the outward appearance of the bag-pipe, but merely by the 
sound arising from its inflation, I have placed the conjectural reading [of Sir 
John Hawkins], ‘ swollen,' in the text.” So also Mason; There can be little 
doubt but ‘ swollen bag-pipe’ is the true reading. I consider it as one of those 
amendments which carry conviction the moment they are suggested : and it 
is to be observed, that it is not by the sight of the bag-pipe that the persons 
aHi^ed to are affected, but by the sound, which can only be produced when 
the bag is swollen.” — adopt the Ms. Corrector’s emendation, which has 
exactly the same meaning as Hawkins’s; and, as Mr. Collier notices, the 
word occurs in our author’s Bape of Lucrece, 

Here one, being throng’d, bears back, all boWn and red.” 

(I have repeatedly met with old handwriting in which the initial b bore such 
resemblance to w, that a compositor might easily have mistaken it for the 
latter.) — 1863. Dr., Ingleby declares that it surpasses his ability to under- 
stand” how, m the face of Mason’s remark above quoted, I can adopt the 
Ms. Corrector’s bollen," — ^Dr- Jnglehy himself preferring Capeil’s ** wauling,” 
Or rather '‘waulin’.” See A Complete View of the Shakspei'e Controversy, Ssc, 
p, 228. — Mr* Staunton (Addenda and Corrigenda to his Shakespeare) defends 
the old reading, ” a woollen bag-pipe,” by citing from Massinger’s Maid of 
Honoui, act iv. sc. 4, 

“Walks she on woollen feet — 

not considering that “ woollen bag-pipe”' (ifright) means a bag-pipe actually 
covered with wooUen cloth, while “ woollen feet” is a purely metaphorical 
expression, 

P.*398. (70) forfeit” 

The old eds. have “forfeiture,” — “Bead,” says Bitson, “ ^forfeit,' It occurs 
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yi^peate^y in the present scene for \forfelture\^^ But the coiTecfcioa had 
heen made, long before Bitson s time, by Bowe. 

P. 3t)8. (71) “ inexorable dog 

So the third folio, — mwMcS'the misprint inexeerable was first cor> 
leoted. 

P, 400. (72) thrive the sum 

The old eds, have twice the Bnt a little after, Portia says, Shy- 

loch, there’s thnee thy money offer’d thee and so too Shy lock himself, at 
p. 403, “I take his offer, then, — ^payihe bond <Src. (Malone’s attempt 

to reconcile the inconsistency of the old eds, is very far from happy — Bas- 
sanio had offered at first bnt tieice the sum, but Portia goes further,” drc.) 

P. 402. (73) “ Of such a mtscryl^ 

The “ was added in the second folio, 


P, 402, (74) ** Whether JBassanio had not once a lover 
The old eds. have “ — ome a lone.” — Compare, p. 390, 

** this Antonio, 

Being the bosom lover oi my lord,” &c, 

“ lover i e. friend. 


P. 403. (75) “ X tahe his offer ^ then ; — 

The old eds. have I take this offer then*^ (which Malone and Mason defenS). 


P, 404. (76) *^fomialh/^ 

So Warbnrton , — The old eds. have “formoriy” and ** formerly,” 


P. 406, (77) ** enemy*^ 

Altered to ** enmity” by Bowe. 


P, 406. (78) “ Be valued Against goUr wife's commaTtdntenij'* 
Boberts’s q^narto has 

“Be vaVew'd gainst yoiir wines commandement.” 


Keyes’s qnaiiio, 
The folio, 


“Be valned gainst your wines commanndement.” 
“Be valued against yonr wines commandement.” — 


Here “ commandment' is to be read as a quadrisyllable,— and so again in a 
line in The First Fart of King Henry VL act i so, 3, which the folio gives 
thus, “ Prom him I haue expresse commandment,” &c. (In all the other pass- 
ages of Shakespeare where it occurs in his hiank verse it is a trisyllable.) 
Bnt the s^eUing of this word in the old copies goes for nothing : e. g. in King 
JohUt act iv. sc. 2, the folio has 

“ Kane I comimTtde'ment on the pulse of life ?” 
^^^ommemdement^ is there a trisyllable. And I cannot understand why 
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several of the modern editors should print “ commmdemenf^ hex*e and in the 
allove-mentioned line of Henry FI., while in a great number of other words, 
which, if the orthography is to be suited to the metre, require the addition of 
a syllable, they content themselves with the usual spelhng; for instance, they 
print ^^dazzled''* children, ^^JSngland,^^ ^^rememlrrance,^' ^*juggler,^^ ^^luind-^ 
ling^'* enfeebled,^'* &c. &c., — when, to be consistent, they ought to have 
printed “ dazzeled,” “ chUderen,” “Eng^land,” “rememberance,’’ “juggeler,” 
“ handeling,” “ enfeebeled,” &:o. &c. 

P.408. ( 79 ) 

This, as well as the at the commencement of the next speech, is 

found in some copies of the second folio. — Not in the other old eds. 

P. 409. ( 80 ) Sweet soul,*’ 

In the 4tos and the folio these* words form the conclusion of the precedmg 
speech-, 

P. 409. ( 81 ) **patines” 

Here Heyes’s quarto and the foho have “pattens;” Roberts’s quarto has 
“pattents.” — ^Whether we speU the word “ patines,” “ patens,” or “ patents,” 
matters perhaps little ; but we must consider the reading of the second foEo 
“ patterns” (which Mr, Collier adopts) as a mere misprint. — The poet means 
that th^ floor of heaven is thickly inlaid with plates or circular ornaments of 
gold. Compare Sylvester’s Du Bartas ; 

“ Th’ Almighties finger fixed many a million 
Of golden scutchions [the original has “ platines doree$”]m that rich 
paisillion.” The Fourth Day of the First Week, p. 3S, ed. 1641. 

“ That sumptuous canapy. 

The which th’ un-niggard hand of Majesty 

Poudred so thick with shields [the original has “ escussom”] so shin- 
ing deer,” &c. Id^ p. 84.-— 

1863. Mr.W. N. Eettsom observes, Patterns,* the reading of the second 
folio, seems to me rather a sophistication than a mispnnt.” 

P. 409. ( 82 ) ** Such harmony is in immortal souls; 

But whilst this middy vesture of decay 
^ Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear iu** 

So Heyes’s quarto --Roberts’s quarto and the foHo have “ Doth grossly close 
m it^” Sso . — ^In the words, “ etose it in,** we must understand “it” as referring 
to the soul : hut some of the earlier editors printed ** close us in.** 

(“ Our walls of flesh, that close our sovles, God knew too weak, and gaue 
A further guard,” &e, . 

Waiter’s Albions England, book x. cb, iix p, 258, ed. 1596.) 

P. 411. ( 83 ) ** Peace, ho * the moon sleeps with Endymwn, 

And would not he awak*d. [Music ceases.” 

The eds. have “ Peace, how the moone** &c. — I adopt Malone’s alteration ; 

and since one critic has been pleased to say that “ theie is not a more inex- 
cusable defeat committed on the text of Shakespeare by agy editor than is 
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clone by Mr. Malono in tliie cisqaitito passage,” I am fomni at the risk o! 
being tedious, to state fully the giwinds of luy couvietion that Malone's is tlie 
true rea<iuig.-- 1. Shakespeare would htmlly ha\o eiuployed sueh a phrase as 
*‘howt/ie moon shepa with d’c,;— he would luwe interposed some 

adverb (or adverhial adjemwe) between * how” and the &t’.: so pre' 

viously m this scene (p. 40Uj wc have 

‘‘How si/wf tho moonlight sloops upon this hank !” 
n. “Ho,” as I have already obsened, was often ivritten with the spelling 
“How,” — see note IBS on Love^^ Luhom’\ lost; and I may add, that pre- 
viously in the present play, p. SCO, where Lorenxo calls out, “HoJ who\^ 
wHhin^^^ Heyes's quarto has “Howe whoi>e tv it hi it*'' (In lilce manner 

examples are not wanting of “Low” being put for “Lo;” as in Hubert’s 
* Edward the ^eeond^ p. 32, ed. Id2l), 

“Xo«? now (quoth he) I haue my hearts desire ”) 

HI. !rhat Portia is enjoining the musicians*‘to be silent, is pjoved by the 
stage-direction of the old eds., ceu-ses.” in Julius Vmsmr Cnmn 

nlences the musie with 

“Pea<3e, hot Caesar speaks.” • Act i. Sc. 2, 

aad W‘e have the same expression in other of our author's plays ; ‘ 

“Peooc, ho t I bar confusion,” &c. As you hke it^ act v. sc. 4. 

Peace, ho, for shame ! confusion’s cure lives not 
^ In these confusions.” Pomeo and Juliet, act iv. sc. 0. 

IT. It is quite natural that immediately after the command “ Peace, io /” we 
should have the reason for that command, viz, “ the moon sleeps tvUh Mndit 
mion,^ &c. : while, on the contraiy, there is (as Malone saw) an “ oddiSess” 
Peace** being followed by a mere exclamation, “how the tnoon sleeps,** * 
&c. 

“Malone,” says Mr. Knight, “ substituted Peace, ho ' the moon, th|jaking 
" that Portia uses the words as commanding the music to cease.. This would 
be a singularly unladylike act of Portia, in reaHty as well as in expression.” 

’ But, for my own part, I see no impropriety in a My qrderiag her men mmi- 
tidm, in her own domain, to leave off playing \ and as to the “ expression,” — 

’ Hr. K^ht seems to have forgotten both that in the ^ext page wc hare “ ho** 
.fiom tSte mouth of Portia, — “A quarrel, ho, aheady 1” and that “ ho** in our 
; e^a5% vniters does not necessarily convey the idea of bawling. It is really 
igtecuitto believe that Mr. Knight can be serious when he goes on to say that 
Portia, having been talking somewhat loudly to Nerissa as she approached 
; the house, checks Hmssny, as she comes close to it, with the interjection 
j Peace speaks piano, how happens it that Lorenzo immediately 
exclaims, 

“ That is the voice, 

Or I am much deceiv'd, of Portia”?) — 

i and that “ the stage-direction, Music ceases, is a coincidence with Portia’s 
[ Peace t but not a consequence of iti” — a covnctdence more surprising than 
; any upon record. 

Hr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, not knowing that “ how” was the old spelling 
; of “ ho,** substitutes “ now the moon,** &c., — ^just as in Antony and Cleopatra, 
L ac. 2, he wrongly alters “From Sieyon hm the news?” to “Prom 
^ mm the news ?” 
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P.411 ( 84 ) 

“ Is ‘ sense' in this passage singular or plural [‘ sense’ ’]?” Walker’s Shake- 
speare^s Ver$iJica$o7ij &c. p. 248. 

P. 412. ( 85 ) ** That she dtd give to me; whose posy n?as” 

The old eds. omit “ to which Steevens proposed to insert, comparing what 
presently follows, “ I gave it to a youth and so Mr. GolHer’s Ms Corrector. 
— Mr.W. N. Lettsom conjectures ** That she did give me, one whose posy was.^' 
— Heyes’s quarto has ^^posie Roberts’s quarto and the foho “ poesie.” 

P. 412. ( 86 ) “ And nveUd’* 

The old eds. have “ And so liuetedf' which Capell altered to And nveted 
so hut the “ so” in this line was evidently repeated by mistake from the 
** so.” just above it, in the preceding hue but one. 

P. 412. ( 87 ) “ You give your wife too ilnhind muse of gnef:*^ 

Walker’s correction (s^e his remarks on the interpolated Exam, 

SsQ, vol. i. wp. 87 ; where he compares Kin^ Lear^ act iii. so. 4, 

To such a lowness but his 4nhind daughters”). 

The old eds. have You gtm your wife too vnkinde a cause of greefe,^^ 

P. 415. ( 88 ) lUiUeu of thiSf last night did he with me,'*'* 

Mr, Grant White too hastily prints ** X% lieu o/thee, last night, <S5C.', asking 
What meaning has * in lieu of this* here?” The answer is — ^It means **in 
consideration ,tkis (ring).” Compare, earlier in this play, p. 405, ** in Ueu 
[i. e. in consideration] whereof,** <fec. ; and The Tempest, act i. sc. 2, 

Which was, that he, in Ueu 0 ’ [i, e. in consideration of] the premises,— 
Of homage,” <fec. 

P. 415. ( 89 ) ” when** 

So Mr. Collier’s Ms. Connector. — The old eds. have ** where.” 
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